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THIS    EDITION  OF 

THE   LIFE   AND   POETICAL  WORKS 

OF 

THE   NATIONAL  BARD   OF  SCOTLAND 

ALTHOUGH 

EXPRESSLY  DESIGNED  FOR  POPULAR  CIRCULATION, 
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BY   SPECIAL   AUTHORITY  OF 
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THAT  THEY,  LIKE  THEIR  PREDECESSORS  OF  1787, 

''BEAR  Tim  HONORS,  AND  INHERIT  THE  VIRTUES  OF  THEIR 
ANCESTORS" 


Publishers  Inlroduclion  to  Popular  Edition, 


In  attempting  to  produce  a  popular  edition  of  this  work,  the 
publishers  have  had  to  face  the  difficulty  of  compressing  within 
reasonable  limits  the  contents  of  two  goodly  volumes.  This  might 
have  been  easily  accomplished  by  cutting  down  and  altering  the 
present  arrangement,  but  as  that  would  have  destroyed  the  <lis- 
tinctive  features  of  the  book,  they  have  preferred  to  give  it  entire 
as  originally  published  at  the  risk  of  making  a  somewhat  bulky 
volume. 

The  fact  of  six  large  editions  having  already  been  disposed  of  in 
its  expensive  form,  proves  the  favour  in  which  the  Kilmarnock 
Burns  is  held.  The  accomplished  editor,  Mr  W.  Scott  Douglas, 
who  died  on  23rd  June,  1883,  deeply  regretted  by  all  lovers  of 
Burns,  was  well  known  as  a  most  careful  and  discriminating 
annotator  of  the  life  and  writings  of  the  bard.  No  matter  how 
well  an  incident  may  have  appeared  to  be  established,  everything 
relating  to  it  had  to  be  examined  and  sifted.  When  preparing 
this  edition  he,  in  company  with  Mr  Jas.  M'Kie,  whose  devotion 
to  the  memory  of  Burns  is  testified  by  the  faithful  reprints  he 
has  produced  of  the  early  editions  of  his  works,  visited  every 
spot  made  famous  by  the  Bard,  and  by  personal  research  un- 
earthed much  valuable  information,  and  cleared  up  many  doubts 
and  difiiculties  that  had  formerly  perplexed  him.  The  result  of 
bis  labours  will  be  found  embodied  here. 

As  a  text  book,  there  is  no  edition  in  the  market  that  can  com- 
pare with  it,  and  the  publishers  confidently  anticipate  that  their 
efforts  to  bring  it  within  the  reach  of  all  will  be  appreciated. 


Kilmarnock,  1890. 


PREFACE. 


"A  true  Poet — a  man  in  whose  heart  resides  Bome  effluence  of  Wisdom, 
Bome  tone  of  the  'Eternal  Melodies,'  is  the  most  precious  gift  that  can  ho 
bestowed  on  a  generation:  his  life  is  a  rich  lesson  to  us;  and  we  mourn  his 
death  as  that  of  a  benefactor  who  loved  and  taught  us," — Oaelylb. 


In  these  days  when  new  editions  of  Burns  are  •'^  as  plentiful 
as  blackberries  in  autumn,"  a  few  words  by  way  of 
preface  may  naturally  be  expected  here,  to  account  for  the 
appearance  of  these  volumes. 

It  is  now  more  than  twenty  years  since  the  present 
editor  felt  that  he  might  opportunely  say  and  do  something 
regarding  Burns,  whose  biography  and  writings  had  long 
been  the  favourite  recreation  and  study  of  his  leisure  hours. 
Contented  as  he  was  to  read  and  admire,  in  common  with  the 
Test  of  the  world,  the  memou-s  of  the  Bard,  with  relative  words 
of  wisdom  and  enthusiasm  from  the  pens  of  Currie,  Walker, 
Lockhart,  Carlyle,  Cunningham,  and  Wilson,  he  neverthe- 
less, could  not  help  being  dissatisfied  with  the  looseness, 
and  abounding  inaccuracies  as  to  dates,  facts,  and  details, 
uniformly  exhibited  by  the  Poet's  editors,  in  treating  ot 
notable  events  in  his  brief  career.  The  increasing  interest 
everywhere  felt  concerning  Burns,  had  created  a  strong /wror 
for  hunting  up  and  recording  petty  anecdotes  regarding  him, 


(   ''i  ) 

and  accnmulating  his  impromptu  versicles  and  fragmentary 
effusions.  A  host  of  peripatetic  annotators  fed  the  press 
from  time  to  time  with  their  gatherings,  but  no  one  seemed 
to  set  himself  earnestly  to  the  task  of  investigating 
important  facts  in  the  Poet's  history,  hitherto  misrep- 
resented or  embellished  with  fiction,  and  of  correcting 
palpable  errors  of  date,  as  well  in  the  details  of  his  Life, 
as  in  the  arrangement  of  his  Correspondence. 

In  the  course  of  preparing — for  his  own  use — a  chrono- 
logical table  of  the  principal  events  of  the  Poet's  life  and 
the  productions  of  his  Muse,  it  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  editor 
to  make  some  remarkable  discoveries  in  reference  to  what 
had  hitherto  been  a  very  obscure  and  mysterious  passage 
in  the  history  of  Burns — namely,  that  of  his  brief  but 
tender  intercourse  with  the  "  Highland  Mary "  of  his 
most  impassioned  and  affecting  lyrics.  These  revelations 
were  announced  to  the  world  through  the  medium  (first) 
of  Dr.  Daniel  Wilson,  now  of  Toronto,  and  (secondly)  of 
Dr.  Robert  Chambers,  of  Edinburgh.  The  result  of  his 
researches  caused  considerable  commotion  at  the  time  in 
literary  circles,  and  awakened  the  interest  (among  other 
magnates  of  the  press)  of  Professor  Wilson  and  J.  G. 
Lockhart.  Some  lasting  pubhc  benefit  has  accrued  from 
the  humble  labours  referred  to ;  inasmuch  as  the  new 
discoveries  formed  the  main  inducement  for  Chambers  to 
edit  and  publish,  in  1851-52,  his  admirable  Chronological 
Edition  of  Burns,  in  four  volumes. 

So  very  satisfactory,  as  a  whole,  is  the  edition  by 
Chambers,  just  referred  to,  that  the  present  writer  would 
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have  felt  it  unecessary  to  come  before  the  public  as  an 
editor  of  Burns,  had  not  the  "  chapter  of  accidents " 
dragged  him  forward,  by  making  him  acquainted  with  Mr. 
M'Kie,  publisher  of  the  finely  executed  facsimile  of  the 
Poet's  rare  Kilmarnock  Edition,  1786,  (here  reproduced 
verbatim  et  literatim,  although  our  facsimile  extends  only 
to  the  title-page.)  It  was  the  desire  of  Mr.  M'Kie,  that 
the  present  editor  should  assist  him  m  bringing  oat,  for 
popular  circulation,  a  more  complete  and  accurate  Edition 
of  the  Poems  and  Songs  of  Burns  than  has  hitherto  been 
presented  to  the  pubKc.  For  the  plan  of  these  twin- 
volumes, — the  one  shewing,  in  successive  groups,  all  the 
Poems  and  Songs  which  the  Author  lived  to  see  in  print ; 
and  the  other,  containing  his  posthumous  publications 
similarly  arranged;  thus  telling  of  life  in  the  one,  death  in 
the  other,  and  immortality  in  both, — the  editor  is  alone 
responsible.  For  the  annotations  throughout  the  work 
and  the  Chronological  Memoir  prefixed  to  this  volume, 
both  together  comprising  more  letterpress  than  is  contained 
in  the  Author's  text,  the  editor  is  also  responsible. 

That  refined  portion  of  the  Poet's  admirers  who  can 
rehsh  his  inspiration  only  after  it  has  been  distilled  and 
filtered  into  a  "  well  undefiled,"  in  the  form  of  a  "  Family 
Edition,"  need  not  expect  to  find  here  much  sympathy 
with  their  peculiar  tastes ;  for  no  castration,  suppression, 
or  vitiation  of  the  Author's  text  has  been  resorted  to,  nor 
has  a  single  known  production  of  his  Muse  been  excluded, 
that  can  really  bear  the  light  of  print. 
a 
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The  editor's  grateful  acknowledgments  are  due  to  several 
warm  appreciators  of  his  efforts,  who  kindly  aided  him  with 
their  contributions  during  the  progress  of  the  work;  but 
to  no  source  of  assistance  is  he  more  indebted,  than  to  the 
ample  stores  of  Burns-literature  which  were  readily  supplied 
to  him  from  the  private  library  of  the  publisher. 

During  the  interval  of  four  years  since  the  date  of  our 
former  edition,  several  original  poems  by  Burns  have  been 
brought  to  light.  The  Ode  to  Washington^  hitherto  knovrn 
to  the  public  only  in  the  form  of  a  "  Fragment  of 
Liberty,"  has  made  its  appearance  from  America  in  a 
complete  shape,  and  the  "  Glenriddel  Manuscripts,"  which 
for  seventy  years  had  been  hid  from  public  inspection, 
were  ushered  into  daylight  in  1874.  It  thus  became 
necessary  that  our  "Kilmarnock  Edition"  should  be 
made  complete  by  every  new  accession.  This,  together 
with  the  consideration  that  our  publisher's  shelves  are 
entirely  cleared  of  the  former  edition  of  2,000  copies  is 
the  best  apology  for  re-appearing  thus  early  before  the 
world  of  the  Poet's  admirers.  Advantage  of  this  oppor- 
tunity has  been  taken  to  overhaul  and  remedy  errors  in 
both  volumes,  and  our  friendly  reviewers  will  perceive 
that  faults  formerly  pointed  out  in  course  of  criticism, 
have  been  candidly  corrected. 


Edinburgh,  June,  1876. 
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CHROXOLOGICAL  SUMMARY 

OP  THH 

LIFE  AND  WRIXmGS  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 


"  Far  more  interesting  than  any  of  the  written  works  of  Burns,  as  it  appears 
to  us,  are  his  acted  ones — the  life  he  willed,  and  was  fated  to  lead  among  his 
fellow-men.  These  Poems  are  bnt  little  rhymed  fragments  scattered  here  and 
there  in  the  grand  un-rhymed  Eomance  of  his  earthly  existence ;  and  it  is  only 
when  intercalated  in  this,  at  their  proper  places,  that  they  attain  their  full 
measure  of  significance."— Oaulylb. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 

While  Dr.  Cureib,  under  the  sanction,  and  with  the  assistance  of  the  Poet's 
literary  executors,  was  preparing  his  noble  biography  and  edition  of  Burns, 
Egbert  Heron  anticipated  him  by  producing,  in  1797,  not  only  a  "  respectable," 
but  a  very  admirable  little  memoir  of  the  Bard,  concise  certainly,  but  remark- 
ably accurate  in  its  details,  considering  the  scarcity  of  the  materials  placed  in 
his  hands.  In  his  estimate  of  the  Poet's  genius,  he  falls  little  short  of  the 
highest  praise  and  veneration  that  the  greatest  eulogists  of  Burns  have,  since 
then,  vied  with  each  other  in  giving  utterance  to;  and  in  his  delineation 
of  the  Bard's  character,  the  main  features  are  excellently  drawn,  although 
unfortunately,  a  little  biased  by  the  credence  given  to  uninvestigated  rumours 
which  then  floated  about  to  the  Poet's  prejudice,  concerning  his  convivial 
excesses  and  errors  of  moral  conduct  Dr.  Currib,  in  his  observations  on  the 
Bard's  failings,  said  much  to  confirm,  and  little  to  remove,  the  impressions 
which  Heron  has  been  unjustly  blamed  for  originating.  The  Scots  Magazine, 
for  January,  1797,  has  an  "  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Eobert  Burns," 
which  adopts  much  the  same  view  as  Heron  has  done  of  the  Poet's  infirmities 
Ceomek,  in  1808  and  1810,  although  overflowing  with  veneration  for  the  genius 
of  Burns,  touches  very  slightly  on  his  character ;  and  what  little  he  has  been 
induced  to  say  on  the  subject  of  the  poet's  "  blasphemy  and  ribaldry,"  our 
readers  will  flnd  recorded  at  page  292,  VoL  II.,  of  the  present  Work.  Cromek's 
Reliques  of  Burns,  however,  gave  rise  to  undying  articles  from  the  pens  of 
Jeffrey  and  Sir  Walter  Scott. 
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In  1811,  Db.  Peebles— the  "Peebles  frae  the  Water-flt"  of  the  Holy  Fair 
"  meek  and  mimly  "  published  -what  he  called,  "Burnomania:  "  a  discourse 
on  "  the  Celebritj'  of  Kobert  Bums,  addressed  to  all  real  Christians,"  which  a 
brother  of  the  same  cloth  (now  living)  has  characterised  as  ' '  curious  for  its 
illiberality  and  misjudgment."  In  the  same  year  JosiAH  "Walker,  a  University 
Professor,  who  had  been  personally  acquainted  with  the  Poet,  published  an 
"  Account  of  the  Life  and  Character  of  Robert  Burns,"  containing  many 
judicious  and  valuable  remarks  on  his  writings ;  but  recording,  at  same  time 
observations  and  statements  more  damaging  to  the  Poet's  character — ^flowing 
as  they  seemed  to  do  through  so  much  apparent  candour  and  Pharisaical 
sjTiipathy — than  the  foulest  aspersions  that  hitherto  had  assailed  it.  Another 
University  Professor,  some  thirty  years  thereafter,  by  name  John  "Wilson^ 
threw  dirt  in  Josiah  "Walker's  face  for  all  this. 

After  this  period  (1811),  by  apparent  universal  consent,  a  demand  for  Justice" 
TO  Burns  seemed  to  set  in  like  a  return  tide,  with  reaction  slow  but  sure. 
Alexander  Peterkin,  in  1814,  published  a  "  Review  of  the  Life  and  Writings 
of  Robert  Burns,  and  of  various  Criticisms  on  his  Character  and  Writings,"  in 
which  the  current  mis-statements  and  slanders  against  the  Poet  were  generously 
repelled.  In  1816,  William  Wordsworth,  in  a  letter  to  James  Gray,  the  early 
preceptor  of  the  Poet's  children,  kindly  took  up  the  theme ;  aud  in  1819,  the- 
Rev.  Hamilton  Paul,  in  a  Life  of  Burns,  prefixed  to  an  edition  of  his  poetical 
works,  threw  down  the  gauntlet  to  all  the  Poet's  detractors,  ecclesiastical  and 
laic,  and  vigorously  vindicated  his  character.  In  1820,  appeared  what  is' 
termed  "  Gilbert  Burns'  Edition  of  Dr.  Currie's  Life  and  Works  of  Burns,"  con- 
taining eloquent  letters  from  Jambs  G-rat,  and  from  Alexander  Findlater 
(the  Poet's  immediate  superior  officer  in  the  Excise),  defending  the  bard  from 
the  effect  of  Currie's  exaggerations  and  mis-statements ;  and  also  containing 
retractions  and  apologies  by  Gilbert,  in  respect  of  his  own  share  in  misleading- 
Dr.  Currie.  Hew  Ainslib,  a  true  poet  himself,  (and  still  alive  in  1871,  pro- 
ducing poetry  in  America  1)  published  his  P^rmas'e  ^0  the  Land  of  Ewns,  which 
shall  not  soon  be  forgotten  by  the  Poet's  countrymen  here. 

In  1828,  was  published — a  gem  in  Biography — "  The  Life  of  Robert 
Burns,"  by  J.  G.  Lockhart,  LL.B.,  the  son-in-law,  and  future  Biographer 
of  Sir  Walter  Scott;  and  this  brought  forth  the  noblest  tribute  to  Burns 
that  ever  was  penned — namely,  a  "Critique  on  Lockhart's  Life  of  Burns,''" 
in  the  Edinburgh  Review,  December,  1828,  by  Thomas  Carlylb. 

In  1830,  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  a  blunt  and  straight-forward  Englishman 
produced  a  "Memoir  of  Burns" — a  reactionary  performance,  intended  to 
throw  cold  water  on  the  "hero-worship  "  which  was  now  surrounding  the  Poet 
on  every  side,  and  consequently  somewhat  depreciatory  in  tone.   It  abounds 
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In  errors  of  fact,  and  therefore,  fallacies  in  argument;  but,  notwithstanding 
these  defects,  -we  respect  the  honesty  and  manliness  of  the  writer.  We  do  not 
approve  of  any  "labouring  to  exalt  our  National  Poet — of  extenuating  his 
faults,  and  den3ring  his  vices,"  and  feel  bound  to  agree  with  him  in  saying 
that  "  the  merits  of  even  the  most  valuable  Lives  of  Burns  are  lessened  by  the 
panegyrical  tone  that  is  everywhere  conspicuous."  After  naming  these  we  can 
afEord  to  be  very  brief.  In  1834  and  1835,  Biographies  by  Allan  Cunningham 
and  by  James  HoaG  were  produced — the  former  especially  warm  and  poetical 
in  character,  but  very  deficient  in  grip — the  latter,  a  motley  performance,  and 
literally  worthless,  excepting  where  inverted  commas  mark  the  paragraphs. 

Need  we,  after  this,  refer  to  Professor  Wilson's  Ussay  on  Burns,  1840  ?— to 
the  Eev.  p.  HatelyWaddell's  ''Eulogy  on  the  Genius  and  Morality  of  Eobert 
Burns,"  1859  ? — or  to  his  "Life  of  Burns:  a  Spiritual  Biography,"  1867?  Such 
seem,  to  common  admirers  of  Burns  like  ourselves,  unreliable  flights  of 
enthusiasm  on  the  one  hand,  and  mystical  raptures  of  over-fed  rhetoric  on  the 
other.  The  even-minded  Eobert  Chambers,  in  1851-52,  winds  up  his  sensible 
memoirs  of  the  Poet,  with  the  following  apt  motto,  taken  from  Hare's  Life  of 
Sterling,  with  which  also  we  bring  this  note  to  a  close: — 

"A  bent  tree  Is  not  to  be  drawn  as  a  straight  one;  or  the  truth  of  history 
vanishes,  and  likewise  its  use  as  a  discipline  of  knowledge  and  of  wisdom— 
hence  the  representation  of  my  friend's  life  is  unsatisfactory.  By  the  omission 
of  certain  portions,  it  might  easily  have  been  made  to  appear  more  satisfactory; 
but  then,  it  would  have  been  a  lie :  and  every  lie — 0  that  people  would  believe 
it! — ^is  at  best  but  a  whited  sepulchre!  " 


CHRONOLOGICAL  SUMMARY  OF,  THE  LIFE  AND  WRITINGS  OF  BURNS. 


"  The  folio-wing  Memoir  of  the  Life  of  one  who  was  a  GREAT  MAN,  solely 
of  GOD  ALMIGHTY'S  making  such,  has  been  composed  on  the  principle  that 
it  is  the  proper  business  of  the  biographer  to  trace  the  gradual 
developement  op  the  character  and  talents  op  his  hero,  with  all 
the  changes  which  these  undergo  from  the  influence  op  external 
circumstances,  between  the  cradle  and  the  grave ;  and  at  same  time, 
to  record  all  the  eminent  effects  which  the  display  op  that 
Character  and  the  exercise  op  those  Talents  have  produced  oh 
Human  Society,  in  the  sphere  within  which  they  were  exhibited 
and  employed."— iio&e?-«  Heron,  1797. 


PATERNAL  ANCESTRY  OF  BURNS. 

Ev'ti  I  who  sing  in  rustic  lore, 

Haply  my  Sires  have  left  their  shed, 
Andfac'd  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar, 

Bold-following  where  your  Fathers  led! — (P.  1S2,  Vol.  L) 

"  My  father  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the  son  of  a 
farmer  [who,  like  his  ancestors,  had  rented  lands  of  the 
noble  Keiths  of  Marischal,  and  had  the  honor  of  sharing 
their  fate.  I  do  not  use  the  word  honor  with  any  reference 
to  political  principles:  loyal  and  disloyal  I  take  to  be 
merely  relative  terms  in  that  ancient  and  formidable  court, 
known  in  this  country  by  the  name  of  Club-law,  where 
right  is  always  with  the  strongest.  But  those  who  dare 
welcome  ruin,  and  shake  hands  with  infamy,  for  what  they 
sincerely  believe  to  be  the  cause  of  God,  or  their  King, 
are — as  Mark  Anthony  says  of  Brutus  and  Cassius — 
'  honorable  men.'  I  mention  this  circumstance,  because  it 
threw  my  father  on  the  world  at  large],  where,  after  many 
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years'  wanderings  and  sojonrnings,  he  picked  up  a  pretty 
large  quantity  of  observation  and  experience,  to  which  I 
am  indebted  for  most  of  my  little  pretensions  to  wisdom." 
— Autobiography. 

[Tliat  part  of  the  foregoing  passage  which  we  have  placed  within  brackets, 
was  omitted  by  Dr.  Currie  at  the  request  of  Gilbert  Burns,  who  had  the  timidity 
to  deny  that  his  ancestors  had  been  Jacobites ;  and  with  a  view  to  disprove 
that  fact,  referred  to  the  terms  of  a  parish  certificate  found  among  his  father's 
papers,  testifying  that  "  the  bearer  had  no  concern  in  the  late  wicked  rebellion.''' 
Of  course,  William  Burness  had  not,  for  he  was  not  alive  in  1715,  and  although 
twenty-four  years  old,  and  capable  of  bearing  arms  in  1745,  it  is  known  that 
when  only  nineteen  years  of  age,  he  left  his  native  district,  and  worked  as  a 
gardener,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Edinburgh. 

In  language  very  similar  to  that  quoted  in  the  text,  the  poet  thus  wrote  to 
Lady  W,  M.  Constable,  in  1789 : — "  Though  my  fathers  had  not  illustrious 
honors  and  vast  properties  to  hazard  in  that  contest  u-Aer-e  even  to  he  unfortunate 
was  glorious, — though  they  left  their  humble  cottages  only  to  add  so  many  units 
more  to  the  unnoted  crowd  that  followed  their  leaders, — yet  what  tliey  could 
they  did,  and  what  they  had  they  lost:  with  unshaken  firmness,  and  unconcealed 
political  attachments,  they  shook  hands  with  ruin,  for  what  they  esteemed  the 
cause  of  their  king  and  country." 

"  My  fathers  that  name  have  rever'd  on  a  throne ; 
My  fathers  have  fallen  to  right  it; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son, 
That  name  should  he  BCofBngly  slight  it."— (P.  138,  Vol.  II.) 
See  also,  Slraihallan' s  Lament,  page  211,  Vol.  I.] 


THE  POET'S  PEDIGEEE. 

"  I  HAVE  not  the  most  distant  pretensions  to  assume  that 
character  which  the  pye-coated  guardians  of  escutcheons 
call  a  gentleman.  When  at  Edinburgh,  last  winter,  I  got 
acquainted  in  the  Herald's  Office,  and  looking  through 
that  granary  of  honors,  I  there  found  almost  every  name 
in  the  kingdom ;  but  as  for  me — 

My  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the  flood." — Autob. 

[In  1837,  however,  a  search  made  in  the  same  quarter  by  Dr.  .Tames  Burness 
of  Montrose,  a  grandson  of  the  poet's  cousin  and  correspondent,  was  more 
successful.  Tradition  had  assigned  as  the  root  of  the  Burness  family-tree 
planted  in  Kincardineshire,  a  certain  Walter  Camplell,  from  Argyleshire,  who 
had,  in  the  early  part  of  the  seventeenth  century,  for  political  or  prudential 
reasons,  abandoned  his  native  district,  dropping  his  proper  surname,  and 
assuming  that  of  Burnhouse  or  Burness,  and  settled  in  the  parish  of  Glenbervie, 
in  the  Mearns.  The  public  registers  consulted  by  Dr.  Burness,  shewed  that 
this  Walter  of  BuenhOUSE  had  descendents,  as  follow  :— 

(1.)— Walter  Burness,  who  possessed  the  farm  of  Bogjoran,  in  the  same 
parish :  he  had  four  sons,  one  of  whom  we  shall  follow. 

(2.) — James  Burness,  bom  in  1656,  became  tenant  of  the  farm  of  Brawlinmuir, 
in  Glenbervie.  He  died  in  1743,  aged  eighty-seven.  Of  several  sons  of 
his,  we  need  follow  only  one,  who  ranks  as  number  three. 
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<3.) — ^Robert  Burness  (grandfather  of  the  poet,)  who  rented  the  farm  of 
Clockenhill,  on  the  lands  of  Dunnotar,  the  estate  of  the  Earl  Marischal — 
attainted  in  1716,  for  his  concern  in  the  rebellion.  Robert  became  somehow 
involved  in  the  ruin  which  overtook  the  Keiths :  he  had  three  sons  and 
four  daughters.  The  eldest  son,  James,  born  in  1717,  afterwards  settled 
in  Montrose,  and  attained  a  position  of  influence  there :  he  became  the 
head  of  that  branch  of  the  Burness  family  which  produced  the  late  Sir 
Alex.  Burnes,  the  Eastern  traveller,  who,  along  with  his  brother  Charles, 
was  killed  at  Oabool  in  November,  1841;  and  also  Dr.  James  Burnes, 
physician-general  of  the  Bombay  army — likewise  distinguished  as  a 
diplomatist  in  connection  with  the  Government  in  India.  The  third  son 
of  Robert  Burness  was  named  Robert:  family  misfortunes  at  Clockenliill 
compelled  him,  while  a  mere  lad,  to  leave  home  along  with  the  poet's 
father,  and  seek  labouring  work  in  the  south  country.  Poor  "Uncle 
Robert "  died  in  the  poet's  house  at  EUisland,  in  1789. 

(4.) — "William  Burness,  second  son  of  Robert  Burness,  was  born  in  1721,  left 
the  Mearns  about  the  year  1740,  and  finally  settled  in  Ayrshire,  where, 
on  25th  January,  1759,  he  became  the  father  of 

(5.)— ROBERT  BURNS,  the  Poet  of  Scotland.] 


THE  PARENTS  OF  BURNS:  THEIR  CHARACTER  AND 
PHYSICAL  CONTOUR. 

[A.D.  1757.] 

William  Burness,  born  at  Clockenliill,  in  The  Mearns^ 
llth  November,  1721,  and  Agnes  Brown,  born  in  the 
Carrick  district  of  Ayrshire,  17tli  March,  1732,  were — 
according  to  the  record  in  their  Family  Bible,  now  in 
possession  of  Gilbert  Burns,  nephew  of  the  poet,  presently 
resident  in  Dublin — 

"married  TOGETHER,  15tH  DECEMBER,  1757." 

"  I  have  met  with  few  who  understood  '  men,  their 
manners,  and  their  ways,'  equal  to  him;  but  stubborn, 
ungainly  integrity,  and  headlong,  ungovernable  irascibility, 
are  disquahfying  circumstances ;  consequently,  I  was  born 
a  very  poor  man's  son." — Autobiography, 

"  This  worthy  woman,  Agnes  Brown,  had  the  most  thorough  esteem  for  her 
husband  of  any  woman  I  ever  knew.  At  all  times,  and  in  all  companies,  she 
listened  to  him  with  a  more  marked  attention  than  to  any  body  else,  and  I  can 
by  no  means  wonder  that  she  highly  esteemed  him;  for  I  myself  have  always 
considered  William  Burness  as  by  far  the  best  of  the  human  race  that  ever  I 
had  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with— and  many  a  worthy  character  I 
have  known.  I  can  cheerfully  join  with  Robert  in  the  last  line  of  his  epitaph 
—borrowed  from  Goldsmith — And  even  Ms  failings  leaned  to  Virtue's  side."— 
John  Murdoch's  Narrative. 
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"  According  to  Mrs.  Begg,  her  mother  was  about  the  ordinary  height; — a  well- 
made,  sonsy  figure,  with  a  beautiful  red  and  white  complexion— a  skin  the  most 
transparent  Mrs.  Begg  ever  saw — red  hair,  dark  eyes  and  eyebrows,  with  a  fine 
square  forehead.  "With  all  her  good  qualities — and  they  were  many — her 
temper,  at  times,  was  irascible.  William  Burness,  the  father  of  the  poet,  was  a 
thin,  sinewy  figure,  about  five  feet  eight  or  nine  inches  in  height,  somewhat  bent 
with  toil;  his  haffet-locks  thin  and  bare,  with  a  dark,  swarthy  complexion. 
From  this  it  will  be  seen  that  Burns  inherited  his  swarthy  complexion  from  his 
father — not  from  his  mother,  as  stated  by  Cunningham:  men  who  rise  to 
celebrity  in  the  world,  are  generally  supposed  to  inherit  their  genius  from  the 
maternal  side.  If  it  shall  be  said  that  Burns  inherited  his  love  of  ballad-lore 
from  his  mother,  we  may  presume  that  he  derived  his  strong  manly  sense  from 
his  father: — as  to  his  genius — '  the  light  that  led  astray  was  light  from  heaven.' 
It  may  be  traced  in  most  of  his  poems,  and  flashes  out  in  his  lyrics,  like  sheet- 
lightning  in  a  summer's  eve,  when  sung  to  the  simple  and  pathetic  melodies  of 
his  native  land."— Copiam  Chas.  Gray,  in  WOOD'S  SONGS  OF  SCOTLAND,  1848. 


THE  CLAY  BIGGIN. 

With  secret  throes  I  marked  that  earth. 

That  COITAGE  witness  of  my  birth.— (P.  159,  Vol  I.) 

"  William  Burness  had  been  settled  in  Ayrshire  ten  or  twelve  years  before  1 
knew  him  in  1765,  and  had  been  in  the  service  of  Mr.  Crawford  of  Doonside. 
He  was  afterwards  employed,  as  a  gardener  and  overseer,  by  Provost  Ferguson 
of  Doonholm,  in  the  parish  of  AUoway,  which  is  now  united  with  that  of  Ayr. 
In  this  parish,  on  the  road-side,  a  Scots  mile  and  a  half  from  the  town 
of  Ayr,  and  half  a  mile  from  the  (old)  bridge  of  Doon,  William  Burness 
took  a  piece  of  land,  consisting  of  about  seven  acres,  part  of  which 
he  laid  out  in  garden  ground,  and  part  of  which  he  kept  to  graze 
a  cow,  &C.,  still  continuing  in  the  employment  of  Provost  Ferguson.  Upon 
this  little  farm  was  erected  a  humble  dwelling,  of  which  William  Burness  was 
the  architect  It  was,  with  the  exception  of  a  little  straw,  literally  a  tabernacle 
of  clay.  In  this  mean  cottage,  of  which  I  myseK  was  at  times  an  inhabitant,  I 
really  believe  there  dwelt  a  larger  portion  of  content  than  in  any  palace  in 
Europe.  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  will  give  some  idea  of  the  temper  and 
manners  that  prevailed  there." — John  Murdoch's  Narrative 


THE  POET'S  BIKTH. 
[1759.] 

That  night,  a  child  might  understand 

The  Deil  had  business  on  his  hand. — (P.  352,  Vol.  I.) 

"  Robert  Burns,  lawful  son  of  William  Burns,  in  Alloway, 
and  Agnes  Brown,  his  spouse,  was  born  January  25, 1759: 
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baptised  by  Mr.  William  Dalrymple.  Witnesses — John 
Tennant  and  James  Young." — Extract  from  the  Session- 
Books  of  Ayr  Parish. 

"  One  very  stormy  morning,  when  my  brother  was  nine  or  ten  days  old,  a  little 
before  daylight,  a  part  of  the  gable  of  the  cottage  fell  out,  and  the  rest  appeared 
so  shattered,  that  my  mother,  with  the  young  poet,  had  to  be  carried  through 
the  storm  to  a  neighbour's  house,  where  they  remained  a  week,  till  their  own 
dwelling  was  adjusted." — Gilbert  Burns'  Narrative. 

[See  Song,  There  was  a  lad  was  born  in  Kyle,  page  260,  Vol.  II.  See  Sonnet 
composed  an  the  Author's  Birthday,  page  157,  Vol.  II.  See  also.  The  Vision,  where 
Ooila  says  to  the  bard, 

" I  mark'd  thy  embryo-tuneful  flame — thy  natal  hour^-^-Tage  49,  Vol.  I.] 


EARLY  EDUCATION, 
[1765.— AGE  6.] 

My  talents  they  were  not  the  worst, 

Noi'  yet  my  education. — (P.  257,  Vol.  IL) 

"  In  the  inonth  of  May,  1765, 1  was  engaged  by  Mr.  Burness  and  four  of  his 
neighbours,  to  teach  the  little  school  at  Alloway.  My  pupil,  Robert  Burns, 
was  between  six  and  seven  years  of  age,  his  preceptor  about  eighteen.  Robert 
and  his  brother,  Gilbert,  had  been  grounded  a  little  in  English  before  they  were 
put  under  my  care.  They  both  made  a  rapid  progress  in  reading,  and  a 
tolerable  progress  in  writing,  and  were  generally  at  the  head  of  the  class,  when 
ranged  with  boys  far  their  seniors.  Robert's  countenance  was  generally  grave, 
and  expressive  of  a  serious,  contemplative,  and  thoughtful  mind.  Gilbert's 
face  said,  Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live;  and  certainly,  if  any  person  who  knew 
the  two  boys  had  been  asked  which  of  them  was  the  most  likely  to  court  the 
Muses,  he  would  surely  never  have  guessed  that  Robert  had  a  propensity  of 
that  kind."— /oAn  Murdoch's  Narrative. 


MOUNT  OLIPHANT. 
[1766.— AGE  7.] 

"  For  the  first  six  or  seven  years  of  my  life,  my  father 
was  gardener  to  a  worthy  gentleman  of  small  estate,  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Ayr.  Had  he  continued  in  that 
station,  I  must  have  been  marched  off  to  be  one  of  the 
little  underlings  of  a  farm-house ;  but  it  was  his  dearest 
wish  and  prayer  to  have  it  in  his  power  to  keep  his  children 
under  his  own  eye  till  they  should  discern  between  good 
and  evil.  So,  with  the  assistance  of  his  generous  master, 
my  father  ventured  on  a  small  farm  on  his  estate." — Autoh, 
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"In  the  year  1766,  Mr.  Burness  quitted  his  mud  edifice,  and  took  possession 
of  a  farm  of  his  own  improving.  The  farm  being  a  considerable  distance  from 
the  school,  the  boj-s  could  not  attend  regularly,  and  some  changes  taking  place 
among  the  other  supporters  of  the  school,  I  left  it,  having  continued  to  conduct 
it  for  nearly  two  years  and  a  half." — MurdocKs  Narrative. 

"  The  farm  of  Mount  Oliphant  was  upwards  of  seventy  acres :  the  rent  was 
£40  annually,  for  the  first  six  years  [Martinmas  1765  to  Martinmas  1771,]  and 
afterwards  p.771  to  1777]  £45.  My  father  endeavoured  to  sell  his  leasehold 
property*  for  the  purpose  of  stocking  this  farm,  but  at  that  time  was  unable, 
and  Mr.  Ferguson  lent  him  £100  for  that  purpose." — Gilberts  Narratioe. 


EAELY  TRAINING  CONTINUED. 
[1768.— AGE  9.] 

An'  huirdly  cMels  and  clever  Jiizzies, 

Are  bred  in  sic  a  way  as  this  is. — (P.  3,  Vol.  I.) 

"At  those  years,  I  was  by  no  means  a  favorite  with 
anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  a  retentive 
memory — a  stubborn,  sturdy  something  in  my  disposition, 
and  an  enthusiastic  idiot-piety.  I  say  etZzo^-piety,  because 
I  was  then  but  a  child.  Though  it  cost  the  schoolmaster 
some  thrashings,  I  made  an  excellent  Enghsh  scholar,  and 
by  the  time  I  was  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  I  was  a  critic 
in  substantives,  verbs,  and  particles. 

"  In  my  infant  and  boyish  days,  I  owed  much  to  an  old 
woman  who  resided  in  the  family  [Betty  Davidson,  a  rela- 
tion by  the  mother's  side,]  remarkable  for  her  ignorance, 
credulity,  and  superstition.  She  had,  I  suppose,  the 
largest  collection  in  the  country  of  tales  and  songs  con- 
cerning devils,  ghosts,  fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warlocks, 
spunkies,  kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead-lights,  wraiths,  appari- 
tions, cantraips,  giants,  enchanted  towers,  dragons,  and  other 
trumpery.    This  cultivated  the  latent  seeds  of  poetry. 

"  The  two  first  books  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  which 
gave  me  more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever  read 


*  When  the  poet's  father,  in  1777,  removed  to  Lochlea,  he  sold  the  leasehold 
right  to  the  clay  biggin  and  land  adjoining,  to  the  Corporation  of  Shoemakers 
of  Ayr,  who  are  still  its  proud  owners.  The  Cottage  has  long  been  a  country 
ale-house,  and  one  of  the  apartments  is  converted  into  a  sale-shop  for 
■•'relics  of  Burns."  A  considerable  addition  was,  some  years  ago,  built  to 
it,  in  the  form  of  a  fine  large  Hall  to  the  back,  in  which  the  Burns  Anniversary 
is  regularly  celebrated. 
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since,  were  The  Life  of  Hannibal  [lent  by  Murdoch]  and 
The  History  of  Sir  William  Wallace  [lent  by  the  village 
blacksmith.]  Hannibal  gave  my  young  ideas  such  a  turn, 
that  I  used  to  strut  in  raptures  up  and  down  after  the 
recruiting  drum  and  bagpipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough 
to  be  a  soldier;  while  the  story  of  Wallace  poured  a  tide 
of  Scottish  prejudice  into  my  veins,  which  will  boil  along 
there  till  the  floodgates  of  hfe  are  shut  in  eternal  rest." — 
Autobiography. 

"  It  was  then  that  Murdoch,  our  tutor  and  friend,  left  this  part  of  the  country ; 
and  there  being  no  school  near  us,  and  our  little  services  being  useful  on  the 
farm,  my  father  undertook  to  teach  us  arithmetic  in  the  winter  evenings  by 
candle-light;  and  in  this  way  my  two  eldest  sisters  got  all  the  education  they 
received." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 


"BONIE  BAIENTIME."— THE  CLOSED  EECOED. 
[1771.— AGE  12.] 

When  slcirlin  weanies  see  the  light. — (P.  10,  Vol.  L) 

William  Bueness  and  Agnes  Beown  were  "Married 
together,  15th  December,  1757: — 

"Had  a  son,  ..Bobeet,  25th  Jan.,  1759 

Had  a  son,  Gilbert,  28th  Sep.,  1760 

Had  a  daughter,... Agnes,  30th  Sep.,  1762 

Had  a  daughter,... An abella,....  14th  Nov.,  1764 

Had  a  son,  William,  30th  July,  1767 

Had  a  son,  John,  10th  July,  1769 

Had  a  daughter,... Isabel,  27th  June,  1771." 

— Family  Bible  Record. 

[While  we  are  transcribing  the  foregoing  record,  the  reflection  is  forced  upon 
UB  that  Mrs.  Begg,  the  last  named  in  that  list  of  seven  brothers  and  sisters, 
would  have  been  precisely  1 00  years  old,  had  she  survived  to  this  time.  Twenty- 
one  years  ago,  we  had  some  correspondence  with  her,  and  she  was  pleased  to 
favour  us  vsdth  a  few  notes  in  reference  to  this  Chronological  Table  now  passing 
through  the  press,  a  draught  of  which  had  been  transmitted  to  her  for  ex- 
amination and  correction.  Those  notes  of  information  will  be  incorporated  at 
their  proper  places.   Mrs.  Begg  died  in  1858.] 

"  Nothing  could  be  more  retired  than  our  general  manner  of  living  at  Mount 
Oliphant,  where  we  rarely  saw  anybody  but  the  members  of  our  own  family." 
^Gilbert's  Narrative. 
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[In  the  Thoa  Dogs,  the  picture  of  the  fireside  at  Mount  Oliphant  is  faithfully 
paint«d  in  these  lines,  put  into  the  mouth  of  Luath : — 
"The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives, 
Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives; 
The  pratt'ing  things  are  just  their  pride 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire  side. 

The  cantie  auld  folks,  crackin'  crouse, 
The  young  anes  rantin'  through  the  house— 
My  heart  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them. 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barket  wi'  them."] 


FAETHEE  TEAININa  AT  MOUNT  OLIPHANT. 
[1773.— AGE  14.] 

"  In  the  year  1772, 1  was  appointed  to  teach  the  English  school  at  Aj'r ;  and 
in  1773,  Eobert  Bums  came  to  board  and  lodge  with  me  for  the  purpose  of 
revising  English  grammar,  &c.,  that  he  might  be  better  qualified  to  instruct  his 
brothers  and  sisters  at  home.  At  the  end  of  one  week  I  told  him  I  should  like 
to  teach  him  something  of  French.  He  took  such  pleasure  in  learning  and  I  in 
teaching,  that  it  was  difficult  to  say  which  was  most  zealous  in  the  business ; 
and  about  the  end  of  our  second  week  of  the  study  of  French,  he  began  to  read 
the  Adventures  of  TdemacJius,  in  Fenelon's  own  words. 

"But  now  the  plains  of  Mount  Oliphant  began  to  whiten,  and  Eobert  was 
summoned  to  signalize  himself  in  the  fields  of  Ceres — and  so  he  did;  for  although 
imder  fifteen,  I  was  told  that  he  performed  the  work  of  a  man.  Thus  was  I 
deprived  of  my  very  apt  pupil,  and  consequently  agreeable  companion,  at  the 
end  of  three  weeks." — MurdocKs  Narrative. 

"Mount  Ohphant  is  almost  the  very  poorest  soil  I  know  of  in  a  state  of  culti- 
vation. My  father  in  consequence  of  this,  soon  fell  into  difficulties,  which  were 
increased  by  the  loss  of  several  of  his  cattle  by  accident  and  disease.  To  the 
bufi:etings  of  misfortune,  we  could  only  oppose  hard  labour  and  the  most  rigid 
economy,  "We  hved  very  sparingly,  and  for  several  years  butcher's  meat  was 
a  stranger  in  the  house ;  while  all  the  members  of  the  family  exerted  them- 
selves to  the  utmost  of  their  strength — and  rather  beyond  it — in  the  labours  of 
the  farm.  My  brother,  at  the  age  of  thirteen,  assisted  in  threshing  the  crop  of 
corn,  and  at  fifteen,  was  the  principal  labourer  on  the  farm — for  we  had  no 
hired  servant,  male  or  female.  I  doubt  not,  but  that  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow 
of  this  period  of  his  life  was,  in  a  great  measure,  the  cause  of  that  depression 
of  spirits  with  which  Eobert  was  so  often  affiicted  through  his  whole  life  after- 
wards. At  this  time,  he  was  almost  constantly  afflicted  in  the  evenings  with  a 
dull  headache,  which,  at  a  subsequent  period  of  his  life,  was  exchanged  for  a 
palpitation  of  the  heart,  and  a  threatening  of  fainting  and  suffocation  in  the 
night-time." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 


FIEST  LOVE  AND  FIEST  SONG. 
[1773.— AGE  14.] 

SONG:  0  once  I  loved  a  bonielass.—(P.  235,  Vol.  II.;  references  at  p.  135,  Vol.  11.)- 
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"  This  kind  of  life — the  cheerless  gloom  of  a  hermit,  with 
the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave,  brought  me  to  my 
sixteenth  year,  a  little  before  which  period  I  first  committed 
the  sin  of  rhyme." — See  fine  passage  in  Autobiography^  in 
reference  to  this  incident. 

"Many  a  solitary  hour  have  I  stole  out,  after  the  laborious  vocations  of  the 
day,  to  shed  a  tear  over  the  glorious,  but  unfortunate  story  of  Wallace.  In 
those  boyish  days  I  remember,  in  particular,  being  struck  with  that  part  of  his 
■story  where  these  lines  occur : — 

'  Syne  to  the  Leglen  Wood,  when  it  was  late, 
To  make  a  silent  and  a  safe  retreat' 

I  chose  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the  only  day  my  time  of  life  allowed,  and  walked 
half-a-dozen  of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglen  Wood,  with  as  much 
devout  enthusiasm  as  ever  pilgrim  did  to  Loretto ;  and  as  I  explored  every  den 
-and  dell  where  I  could  suppose  my  heroic  countryman  to  have  lodged,  I  recollect 
— for  even  then  I  was  a  rhymer^that  my  heart  glowed  with  a  wish  to  be  able 
to  make  a  song  on  him,  in  some  measure  equal  to  his  merits." — Burns  to  Mrs, 
Dunlojo,  October,  178G. 


FARTHER  STRUGGLES,  AND  TRAINING  IN  POESY. 
[1775.— AGE  16.] 

"  My  father's  generous  master  died ;  the  farm  proved  a 
ruinous  bargain ;  and  to  clench  the  misfortune,  we  fell  into 
the  hands  of  a  factor  who  sat  for  the  picture  I  have  drawn 
of  one  in  my  tale  of  The  Tim  Dogs.  There  was  a  freedom 
from  his  lease  in  two  years  more,  and  to  weather  these  two 
years,  we  retrenched  our  expenses  and  lived  very  poorly. 
A.  novel-writer  might  perhaps  have  viewed  these  scenes 
with  satisfaction ;  but  so  did  not  I.  My  indignation  yet 
boils  at  the  recollection  of  the  scoundrel  factor's  insolent, 
threatening  letters  which  used  to  set  us  all  in  tears. 

"  A  collection  of  English  songs  was  my  vade  mecmn. 
I  pored  over  them  driving  my  cart,  or  walking  to  labour 
— song  by  song — verse  by  verse ;  carefully  noting  the  true, 
tender,  or  subhme,  from  affectation  and  fustian ;  and  I  am 
convinced  I  owe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  critic-craft, 
such  as  it  is." — AutoUography. 

[Mrs.  Begghas  noted  that  her  brother  possessed  Ramsay's  Tea-Table  Miscellany 
at  an  early  period,  and  also  a  collection  of  songs  called  TIte  Lark.] 

"  The  mother  of  Dr.  Paterson,  now  physician  in  Ayr,  and  widow  of  one  of  the 
.established  teachers  there,  frequently  invited  my  father  and  mother  to  her 
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house  on  Sundays,  when  she  met  them  at  church.  When  she  camo  to  know 
my  brother's  passion  for  books,  she  kindly  offered  us  the  use  of  hor  late 
husband's  library,  and  from  her  we  got  the  Spectator,  Pope's  translation  of 
Homer,  and  several  other  books  that  were  of  use  to  us." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 


EABLY  LYRICAL  ATTEMPTS. 
[1770.— AGE  17.] 

"  My  father  struggled  on  till  he  reached  the  freedom  in 
his  lease,  when  he  entered  on  a  larger  farm,  about  ten 
miles  farther  in  the  country." — Autohiograpliy* 

Song  :  I  dream: d  I  lay  whei'e  flowers  were  springing.— (Pa,go  216,  Vol.  L)— "  These 
two  stanzas  I  composed  at  the  age  of  seventeen,  and  are  among  the  oldest 
of  my  printed  pieces." — Eeliques. 

Fragment:  Though  flckle  Fortune  has  deceived  me. — (Page  251,  Vol.  II.) 

Song  :  0  raging  Fortune's  withering  blast.— (P&ge  250,  Vol.  IL) 

Prayer  :  0  thou  great  Being!— (P&s^  176,  Vol.  L) 

Song:  The  Euined Farmer.— (Page  395,  Vol  IL) 

Winter:  a  Dirge.— (P.  86,  Vol.  L)— "Eldest  of  my  printed  pieces."— (1787.) 
Tragic  Fragment:  AU  devil  as  Jam,  a  damned  wretch.— (P&ge  252,  Vol.  II.) 

"  I  was,  I  think,  about  eighteen  or  nineteen,  when  I  sketched  the  outlines  of 
a  Tragedy,  forsooth!  but  the  bursting  of  a  cloud  of  family  misfortunes,  which 
had  for  some  time  threatened  us,  prevented  my  farther  progress." — Eeliques. 


BEMOVAL  TO  LOOHLEA. 
[1777.— AGE  18.] 

SONG:  0  Tibbie,  I  hoe  seen  the  day.—(T&ge  235,  Vol.  I.) 
SOKQ:  The  Tarbolton  Lasses.— (Page  396,  Vol  IL) 

"  It  Is  during  the  time  that  we  lived  on  this  farm,  that  my 
little  story  is  most  eventful.  I  was,  at  the  beginning  of 
this  period,  perhaps  the  most  ungainly,  awkward  boy  in 
the  parish,  and  no  solitaire  was  less  acquainted  with  the 
ways  of  the  world.  To  give  my  manners  a  brush,  I  went 
to  a  country  dancing  school. 

"  I  was  generally  a  welcome  guest  where  I  visited ;  and 
where  two  or  three  were  gathered  together,  there  was  I 
among  them.     Polemical  divinity  about  this  time  was 
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putting  the  country  half -mad  ;  and  I,  ambitious  of  shining 
in  conversation  parties  on  Sundays,  between  sermons,  at 
funerals,  &c.,  used,  a  few  years  afterwards,  to  puzzle 
Calvinism  with  so  much  heat  and  indiscretion,  that  I 
raised  a  hue  and  cry  of  heresy  against  me  which  has  not 
ceased  to  this  hour." — AutoUography. 

"  My  father  took  tlie  farm  of  Lochlea,  of  130  acres,  in  tlie  parish  of  Tarbolton, 

of  Mr.  ,  then  a  merchant  in  Ayr,  and  now  [1797]  a  merchant  in  Liverpool. 

He  removed  to  this  farm  at  Whitsunday,  1777,  and  possessed  it  only  seven 
years.  No  -writing  had  ever  been  made  out  of  the  conditions  of  the  lease;  a 
misunderstanding  took  place  respecting  them;  the  subjects  in  dispute  were 
submitted  to  arbitration,  and.the  decision  involved  my  father  in  ruin." — Gilbert's 
Narrative. 


SUMMER  AT  KIEKOSWALD. 
[1777.— AGE  18.] 

If  anything  m  earth  deserves  the  name  of  rapture  or  transport,  it  is  the  feelings  of 
green  eighteen  in  company  of  the  mistress  of  his  heart,  when  she  repays  him  with  an 
equal  return  of  affection. — (Common-place  Book,  April,  1783.) 

"  A  CIRCUMSTANCE  in  my  life  which  made  some  alteration 
in  my  mind  and  manners  was,  that  I  spent  my  nineteenth 
summer  on  a  smugghng  coast,  a  good  distance  from  homCy 
at  a  noted  school,  to  learn  mensuration,  surveying,  diahng, 
&c.,  in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good  progress  ;  but  I  made 
a  greater  progress  in  the  knowledge  of  mankind.  The 
contraband  trade  was  at  this  time  very  successful,  and  it 
sometimes  happened  to  me  to  fall  in  with  those  who  carried 
it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  riot  and  roaring  dissipation 
were,  till  this  time,  quite  new  to  me ;  but  I  was  no  enemy 
to  social  life.  Here,  though  I  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and 
to  mix  without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet  I  went  on 
with  a  high  hand  with  my  geometry,  till  the  sun  entered 
Virgo — a  month  which  is  always  a  carnival  in  my  bosom, 
when  a  charming ^ZZe^e,  who  lived  next  door  to  the  school, 
overset  my  trigonometry,  and  set  me  off  at  a  tangent  from 
the  spheres  of  my  studies.  I,  however,  struggled  on  with 
my  sines  and  cosines  for  a  few  days  more ;  but  stepping 
into  the  garden  one  charming  noon,  to  take  the  sun's  alti- 
tude, there  I  met  my  angel — 

•  Like  Proserpine  gathering  flowers— 
Herself  a  fairer  flower,' 
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It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any  more  good  at  school. 
The  remaining  week  I  stayed  I  did  nothing  but  craze  the 
faculties  of  my  soul  about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her  ; 
and  the  two  last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the  country,  had  sleep 
been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest  and  innocent 
girl  had  kept  me  guiltless." — Autobiography. 

[The  young  poet  was  then  in  the  district  where  his  mother's  relatives  resided, 
and  here  he  is  said  to  have  first  picked  up  the  story  which  furnished  the 
materials  for  his  future  Tarn  o"  Shanter.  Here  also,  it  is  supposed,  the  first  idea 
was  formed  of  his  ultimate  vocation  of  Excise-officer,  for  undertaking  the 
technical  duties  of  which  post,  he  was  then  unconsciously  being  trained. 

The  name  of  the  "  charming  flllette  "  who  interrupted  his  studies,  was  Peggy 
Thomson,  and,  according  to  Mrs.  Begg,  he  renewed  acquaintance  with  her  at  a 
later  period  of  life,  when  his  "  Song  composed  in  August "  received  a  brushing 
up  into  its  published  shape.] 

Song  :  Now  westlin  winds  and  slaughtiHng  guns. — (Page  124,  Vol.  I.) 

"  Song  second  [of  Edinburgh  edition],  was  the  ebulli- 
tion of  that  passion  which  ended  the  forementioned  school 
business." — Autobiography. 


LIFE  AT  LOCHLEA  AND  TABBOLTON. 
[1778-79.— AGE  19-20.] 

"  I  RETURNED  homc  [from  Kirkoswald]  very  considerably 
improved.  My  reading  was  enlarged  with  the  very 
important  addition  of  Thomson's  and  Shenstone's  works. 
I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new  phasis  ;  and  I  engaged 
several  of  my  schoolfellows  to  keep  up  a  literary  corres- 
pondence with  me.  This  improved  me  in  composition.  I 
had  met  with  a  collection  of  letters,  by  the  wits  of  Queen 
Anne's  reign,  and  I  pored  over  them  most  devoutly.  I 
kept  copies  of  any  of  my  own  letters  that  pleased  me,  and 
a  comparison  between  them  and  the  compositions  of  most 
of  my  correspondents,  flattered  my  vanity. 

"  The  great  misfortune  of  my  life  was  to  want  an  aim. 
I  had  early  felt  some  stirrings  of  ambition,  but  they  were 
the  blind  gropings  of  Homer's  Cyclops  round  the  walls  of 
his  cave.  With  a  strong  appetite  for  sociability,  as  well 
from  native  hilarity,  as  from  a  pride  of  observation  and 
remark ;  a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypochondriacism 
that  made  me  fly  from  solitude ;  and  to  these  incentives  to 
/  c 
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social  life,  add  my  reputation  for  bookish  knowledge,  a 
certain  wild  logical  talent,  a  strength  of  thought,  something 
like  the  rudiments  of  good  sense  ;  and  it  will  not  seem 
surprising  that  I  was  generally  a  welcome  guest  where  I 
visi  ted. " — Autob  iographj. 

•'The  seven  years  that  we  lived  in  Tarbolton  parish  were  not  marked  by 
much  literary  improvement ;  but,  during  this  time,  the  foundation  was  laid 
of  certain  habits  in  my  brother's  character,  which  afterwards  became  but  too 
prominent,  and  which  malice  and  envy  have  taken  delight  to  enlarge  upon. 
He  was  constantly  the  victim  of  some  fair  enslaver.  The  symptoms  of  his 
passion  were  often  such  as  nearly  to  equal  those  of  the  celebrated  Sappho. 
I  never,  indeed,  knew  that  he '  fainted,  sunk,  and  died  away ; '  but  the  agitations 
of  his  mind  and  body  exceeded  anything  of  the  kind  I  ever  knew  in  real  life. 
He  had  always  a  particular  jealousy  of  people  who  were  richer  than  himself, 
or  who  had  more  consequence  in  life.  His  love,  therefore,  rarely  ever  settled 
on  persons  of  this  description.  When  he  selected  any  one  out  of  the  sover- 
eignty of  his  good  pleasure  to  whom  he  should  pay  his  particular  attention, 
she  was  instantly  invested  with  a  sufficient  stock  of  charms  out  of  the  plentiful 
stores  of  his  own  imagination ;  and  there  was  often  a  great  disparity  between 
his  fair  captivator  and  her  attributes.    One  generally  reigned  paramount  in 

his  affections ;  but  as  Yorick's  affections  flowed  out  towards  Madame  de  L  

at  the  remise-door,  while  the  eternal  vows  of  Eliza  were  upon  him,  so  Robert 
was  frequently  encountering  other  attractions,  which  formed  so  many  under- 
plots in  the  drama  of  his  love." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 

Song  :  The  Ronalds  of  the  iJennaZs.— (Page  397,  Vol.  II.) 


LOVE  ENTANGLEMENTS. 
[1779.— AGE  20.] 

Were  I  a  baron  proud  and  high, 

And  horse  and  servants  waiting  ready  ; 
Then  a'  'twad  gie  o'  joy  to  me, — 

The  Sharin't  with  Montgomerie's  Peggy. — (P.  25i,  Vol.  II.) 

"Far  beyond  all  other  impulses  of  my  heart  was 
penchant  a  Vadorahle  moitiS  du  genre  humain.  My  heart 
was  completely  tinder,  and  was  eternally  lighted  up  by 
some  goddess  or  other ;  and,  as  in  every  other  warfare  in 
the  world,  my  fortune  was  various  :  sometimes  I  was 
received  with  favour,  and  sometimes  I  was  mortified  with 
a  repulse.  At  the  plough,  scythe,  or  reap-hook,  I  feared 
no  competitor,  and  thus  I  set  absolute  want  at  defiance ; 
and  as  I  never  cared  farther  for  my  labours  than  while  I 
was  in  actual  exercise,  I  spent  the  evenings  in  the  way 
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after  my  own  heart.  A  country  lad  seldom  carries  on  a 
love  adventure  without  an  assisting  confidant.  I  possessed 
a  curiosity,  zeal,  and  intrepid  dexterity,  that  recommended 
me  as  a  proper  second  on  these  occasions  ;  and  I  daresay 
I  felt  as  much  pleasure  in  being  in  the  secret  of  half  the 
loves  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  as  ever  did  statesman  in 
knowing  the  intrigues  of  half  the  courts  of  Europe.  The 
iirave  sons  of  science,  ambition  or  avarice,  baptize  these 
things  by  the  name  of  follies  ;  but  to  the  sons  and  daugh- 
ters of  labour  and  poverty,  they  are  matters  of  the  most 
serious  nature  :  to  them  the  ardent  hope,  the  stolen  inter- 
view, the  tender  farewell,  are  the  greatest  and  most 
-delicious  parts  of  their  enjoyments." — Autobiography. 

'*  My  '  Montgomerie's  Peggy '  was  my  deity  for  six  or  eight  months.  She 
had  been  bred  in  a  style  of  hfe  rather  elegant,  but  (as  Vanburgh  says  in  one  of 
his  plays)  my  '  damned  star  found  me  out '  there  too ;  for  although  I  began 
the  affair  merely  in  a  gadete  de  coeur,  it  will  scarcely  be  believed  that  a  vanity 
of  showing  my  parts  in  courtship,  particularly  my  abilities  at  a  billet-doux 
(which  I  always  piqued  myself  upon),  made  me  lay  seige  to  her.  When — as  I 
always  do  in  my  foolish  gallantries— I  had  battered  myself  into  a  very  warm 
-affection  for  her,  she  one  day  told  me,  in  a  flag  of  truce,  that  her  fortress  had 
been  for  some  time  before,  the  rightful  property  of  another.  I  found  out 
afterwards,  that  what  she  told  me  of  a  pre-engagement  was  really  true ;  but 
it  cost  me  some  heart-aches  to  get  rid  of  the  affair." — Common-place  Book,  1785. 

[In  consequence  of  the  circumstances  in  this  attachment  agreeing  pretty 
closely  with  what  the  poet  himself  tells  us  of  the  result  of  his  passion  for 
"  My  dear  E— ,"  to  whom  he  addressed  four  love-letters  in  1780  ;  and  more 
particularly  from  Cromek's  foot-note  to  the  above  quotation  :  "  This  passage 
explains  the  love-letters  to  Peggy" — the  editor  had  concluded  that  the  "jilt  " 
Avho  caused  his  melancholy  at  Irvine,  and  his  "  Montgomerie's  Peggy,"  must 
have  been  one  and  the  same  person.  Mrs.  Begg  corrected  this  error  by  causing 
her  daughter  to  note  thus  :— "  How  Mr.  D.  runs  into  the  mistake  of  saying 
that  Mrs.  Begg,  in  her  account  of  Ellison  Begbie,  represented  her  as  the  same 
with  '  Montgomerie's  Peggy,'  is  to  me  incomprehensible.  She  has  ever  said 
the  very  reverse  ;  for  they  were  as  distinct  as  two  women  with  two  souls  can 
be.  '  Montgomerie's  Peggy '  was  housekeeper  at  Coilsfield,  not  to  Colonel 
Montgomery,  but  to  his  father,  A.  Montgomery,  Esq.  The  poet  and  she  had 
met  frequently  at  Tarhoth  Mill  (The  '  Willie's  Mill '  of  Dr.  Hornbook) :  they 
sat  in  the  same  church,  and  had  had  a  good  deal  of  intercourse  ;  but  she  was 
engaged  to  another  before  ever  they  met ;  so,  on  her  part,  it  was  nothing  but 
amusement,  and  on  Burns'  part,  little  else,  from  the  way  he  speaks  of  it."] 


THE  BACHELOR'S  CLUB  AT  TARBOLTON. 

[1780.— AGE  21.}, 

'  The  social,  friendly,  honest  man,  whatever  he  he, 

'Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan,  and  none  but  he.' — (P.  112,  Vol.  I.) 

"lEuLE  X. — Every  man,  proper  for  a  Member  of  this 
Society,  must  have  a  frank,  honest,  open  heart,  above  any- 
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thing  dirty  or  mean,  and  must  be  a  professed  lover  of  one 
or  more  of  the  female  sex.  No  haughty,  self- conceited 
person,  who  looks  upon  himself  as  superior  to  the  rest  of 
the  club  ;  and  especially,  no  mean-spirited,  worldly  mortal, 
whose  only  will  is  to  heap  up  money,  shall,  upon  any  pre- 
tence whatever,  be  admitted." — Regulations  of  the  Bachelors* 
Club. 

"  We,  the  following  lads  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  namely — ^HuGH  Eeid, 

KOBBET  BURNESS,  GILBERT  BURNESS,  ALEXANDER  BrOWN,  WALTER  MITCHELL, 

Thomas  Wright,  and  William  M'Gavin,  Resolved,  for  our  mutual  entertain- 
ment, to  unite  ourselves  into  a  Club,  or  Society,  under  such  Eules  and  Eegulations 
that,  while  we  should  forget  our  cares  and  labours  in  Mirth  and  Diversion,  we 
might  not  transgress  the  bounds  of  Innocence  and  Decorum ;  and  after  agreeing 
on  these  and  other  Eegulations,  we  held  our  first  meeting  at  Tarbolton,  in  the 
house  of  JohnEichard,  upon  the  evening  of  the  11th  November,  1780,  commonly 
called  Halloween,  and  after  choosing  EOBEET  BUENESS  president  for  the 
night,  we  proceeded  to  debate  on  this  question : — 

"  '  Suppose  a  young  man,  hred  a  farmer,  hut  without  any  fortune,  Ms  it  in  his  power 
to  marry  either  of  two  women,  the  one  a  girl  of  large  fortune,  hut  neither  hand- 
some in  person  nor  agreeable  in  conversation,  yet  wlw  can  manage  the  household 
affairs  of  a  farm  well  enough ;  the  other  of  them,  a  giii  every  way  agreeable  in 
person,  coiiversatim,  and  behaviour,  but  without  any  fortune:  Which  of  them 
shall  he  choose  ? ' 

"  Finding  ourselves  very  happy  in  our  Society,  we  resolved  to  continue  to  meet 
once  a  month,  in  the  same  house,  in  the  way  and  manner  proposed. 

"Shortly  thereafter,  we  chose  Egbert  Eitghie  for  another  member.  In 
May,  1781,  we  brought  in  David  Sillab,  and,  in  June,  Adam  Jamibson  as 
members.  About  the  beginning  of  the  year  1782,  we  admitted  Matthew 
Patterson  and  John  Ore,  and  in  June  following  we  chose  James  Patterson, 
all  as  proper  Brothers  for  such  a  Society.  The  Olub  being  thus  increased,  we 
resolved  to  meet  at  Tarbolton,  on  the  Race  night,  in  July  following,  each  with 
his  partner,  and  have  a  dance  in  honor  of  our  Society.* 

[FARTHER  SAMPLE  OP  THE  QUESTIONS  DEBATED.] 

" '  Whether  is  a  young  man  of  the  lower  ranks  of  life  likeliest  to  be  happy,  who  has  got 
a  good  education,  and  Ms  mind  well-inf07'med ;  or  he  wfio  has  Just  the  education 
and  information  of  those  around  him  ? ' 

"  •  Whether  do  we  derive  more  happiness  from  Love  or  Friendship  ? ' 

" '  Whether  is  the  savage  man,  or  tM  peasant  of  a  civilized  country,  in  the  most  happy 
situation  ? ' 

*  "Mrs.  Begg  had  the  pleasure  of  dancing  on  that  same  night  with  that  same 
Club.  She  was  attending  the  sewing  school  at  Tarbolton,  and  when  going  home, 
she  met  with  her  sister  Annie,  who  took  her  back  with  her,  because  a  swain, 
by  name  Matthew  Patterson,  had  lost  his  sweetheart,  and  was  in  despair  for 
a  partner :  so  a  girl  of  eleven  years  old  supplied  her  place  for  one  night " — 
Remarks  by  Mrs.  Begg. 
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*'  Wiether,  hettceen  friends  who  have  no  reason  to  doubt  each  other's  friendship,  there 
should  be  any  reserve* ' "— Kecords  of  the  Tarbolton  Bachelors'  Olur 

"  Ay  free,  aff  han',  your  story  tell,  when  wi'  a  bosom  crony; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel  ye  scarcsely  tell  to  ony.**— P.  92,  Vol.  L 


A  SEEIOUS  COUETSHIP 
[1780-8L— age  21-22.] 

Tho'  this  was  fair,  and  that  texts  braw, 

And  yon  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 
I  sigKd,  and  said  among  them.  a\ 

'  Ye  are  na  Peggy  Ellison !  '—(P.  88,  VoL  II.) 

'  All  these  charming  qualities,  heightened  by  an  education 
much  beyond  anything  I  have  ever  met  in  any  woman 
I  ever  dared  to  approach,  have  made  an  impression  on  my 
heart  that  I  do  not  think  the  world  can  ever  efface." — 
Letter  to  E,  B.,  1780. 

**  As  my  brother's  love  connections  were  governed  by  the  strictest  rules  of 
virtue  and  modesty,  from  which  he  never  deviated  till  he  reached  his  twenty- 
third  year,  he  became  anxious  to  be  in  a  situation  to  marry.  This  was  not  likely 
to  be  soon  the  case  while  he  remained  a  farmer,  as  the  stocking  of  a  farm 
required  a  sum  of  money  he  had  no  probability  of  being  master  of  for  a  great 
while.  He  began,  therefore,  to  think  of  trsring  some  other  line  of  life.  He  and 
I  had  for  several  years,  taken  land  of  my  father,  for  the  purpose  of  raising  flax 
on  our  own  account,  and  in  the  course  of  selling  it,  Bobert  began  to  think  of 
turning  flax-dresser,  both  as  being  suitable  to  his  grand  view  of  settling  in  life, 
imd  as  subservient  to  the  flax  raising." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 

SONG  :  The  Lass  of  Cessnock  Banks.— (Page  254,  VoL  11.) 
Song:  Mary  Mo7'ison.—(Psise  87,  VoL  IL) 
SONG:  Peggy  Alison.— (P&ge  232,  VoL  I.) 
SOUG:  31y  Nanie,  0.--(Page  188,  VoL  L) 

[Mrs.  Begg,  in  her  notes,  inclines  to  think  that  this  song,  "My  Nanie,  0, 
was  inspired  by  Peggy  Thomson,  of  Kirkoswald,  the  heroine  of  "  Now  westlin 
winds  and  slaught'ring  guns."  This  idea  has  arisen  (1)  from  the  undoubted 
purity  of  the  passion,  and  (2)  from  a  misreading  of  the  opening  verse  of  the 
song,  which  refers  to  the  wintry  sun  closing  the  day  behind  the  Carrick  hills, 
where  flows  the  river  Stinsiar,  in  the  direction  of  Kirkoswald.  Chambers  has 
been  blamed  for  assigning  its  heroineship  to  a  certain  Agnes  Fleming,  a  servant 
girl  near  Lochlea,  "  to  whom,"  according  to  Gilbert,  "  the  poet  paid  some  of 
that  roving  attention  which  he  was  continually  devoting  to  some  one,  and  whose 
charms,"  he  adds,  "  were  indeed  mediocre ;  and  what  she  had  were  sexual,  which 
was,  indeed,  the  characteristic  of  the  greater  part  of  the  poet's  mistresses ;  for 
he  was  no  Platonic  lover,  whatever  he  might  pretend  or  suppose  of  himself."— 
Unpublished  correspondence  between  Gilbert  Bums  and  George  Thomson,  1820. 

The  editor  is  inclined  to  think  that  the  "  Lass  of  Cessnock  Banks "  was  the 
inspirer  of  "My  Nanie  0,"  as  well  as  of  "  Mary  Morison"  and  "  Peggy  Alison." 
In  the  notes  attached  to  these  lyrics,  he  has  given  his  reasons  for  such  con- 
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jectures.  Mrs.  Begg,  who,  about  the  year  1848,  communicated  to  the  poet's 
annotators  the  history  of  her  brother's  courtship  of  The  lass  of  Gessnock  bavks, 
has  remarked  as  follows  regarding  that  matter: — "The  belle-fille  who  caused 
his  melancholy  at  Irvine,  was  the  aforesaid  Ellison  Begbie,  one,  for  whom  he 
evidently  had  a  most  sincere  respect,  but  who  declined  a  nearer  connection  tlian 
friendship  with  him,  for  reasons  known  only  to  themselves ;  but  where  the  fair 
one  was  amiable  and  prudent,  the  reasons  may  easily  be  imagined. — She  married 
soon  after.  The  idea  regarding  '  Peggy  Ellison'  being  a  euphonious  rendering 
of  ElUsm  BegUe  is  fanciful,  but  very  like  truth.  '  0  Peggy  at  thy  window  be  '— 
very  sensibly  arranged  by  Mr.  D.  Mrs.  Begg  never  heard  of  any  girl  in  the 
neighbourhood  call^  'Mary  Morison.'"] 

Four  letters  to  "  E,"  dated  "  about  1780,"  printed  in 
Carrie's  first  edition. 


THE  POET'S  ENTEY  AS  A  FEEE-MASON. 
[ITSl^AGE  22.] 

May  Secrecy  round  he  the  Mystical  Bound, 
And  Brotherly  Love  be  the  Centre!— (P.  364,  Vol.  II.) 

"  On  25th  June,  1781,  tlie  ;S'^.  James^  Tarbolton  Lodge^ 
No.  178,  united  with  the  St.  David's  Tarbolton  Lodge,,  No. 
174.  It  was  agreed  that  this  united  Lodge  should  bear 
the  name  of  St.  David's.  Burns  was  admitted  an  apprentice 
thereof,  on  4th  July,  1781,  and  passed  and  raised  on  1st 
October  thereafter." — Excerpt  from  Lodge  Records^  by 
Chambers. 

[At  the  latter  date,  Burns  was  resident  in  Irvine,  whence  he  must  have 
travelled  to  Tarbolton  to  attend  the  Lodge  meeting  where  he  was  aflaiiated.  A 
disruption  of  this  united  Lodge  took  place  in  June,  1782,  and  the  separating 
body,  with  Burns  of  their  number,  then  re-constituted  themselves  under  the  old 
charter  from  Mother  Kilwinning  (dated  1771),  as  St.  James'  Tarbolton  Lodge. 
Thenceforward,  the  name  of  Burns  is  found  only  in  the  books  of  the  distinct 
St.  James'  Lodge.] 

"  In  Irvine,  Eobert  had  contracted  some  acquaintances  of  a  freer  manner  of 
thinking  and  living  than  he  had  been  used  tO;  whose  society  prepared  him  for 
overleaping  the  bounds  of  rigid  virtue  which  had  hitherto  restrained  him. 
During  this  period,  also,  he  became  a  Free-mason,  which  was  his  first  introduc- 
tion to  the  life  of  a  boon-companion.  Yet,  notwithstanding  these  circumstances, 
I  do  not  recollect,  during  the  seven  years  we  were  at  Lochlea,  nor  till  towards 
the  end  of  his  commencing  Author — when  his  growing  celebrity  occasioned  his 
being  often  in  company — to  have  ever  seen  him  intoxicated ;  nor  was  he  at  all 
given  to  drinking." — Gilbert's  Narrative, 


BUENS  A  FLAX  DEESSER  AT  lEVINE. 
[1781-82.— AGE  22-23.] 

**My  twenty-third  year  was  to  me  an  important  era. 
Partly  through  whim,  and  partly  that  I  wished  to  set  about 
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doing  something  in  life,  I  joined  a  flax-dresser  in  a  neigh- 
bouring town,  to  learn  his  trade.  This  was  an  unlucky 
affair.  My  [here^  in  the  original  passage^  suppressed  hy  Currie^ 
the  poet  charges  his  partner  with  having  swindled  Am],  and 
to  finish  the  whole,  as  we  were  giving  a  welcome  carousal 
to  the  new  year,  the  shop  took  fire  and  burnt  to  ashes,  and 
I  was  left  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth  a  sixpence. 

["0  why  the  deuce  should  I  repine,  and  be  an  ill-f  orboder  ? 
Tm  twenty-three,  and  flve-f eet-nine, — I'll  go  and  be  a  sodgerl " — P.  115,  VoL  II.] 

"  From  this  adventure  I  learned  something  of  a  town  life; 
but  the  principal  thing  that  gave  my  mind  a  turn,  was  a 
friendship  I  formed  with  a  young  fellow — a  noble  character. 
His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence,  magnanimity, 
and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved  and  admired  him  to  a 
degree  of  enthusiasm,  and  of  course  strove  to  imitate  him. 
In  some  measure  I  succeeded  :  I  had  pride  before,  but  he 
taught  it  to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His  knowledge  of 
the  world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine,  and  I  was  all 
attention  to  learn.  He  was  the  only  man  I  ever  saw  who 
was  a  greater  fool  than  myself  where  Woman  was  the 
presiding  star ;  but  he  spoke  of  illicit  love  with  the  levity  of 
a  sailor,  which  hitherto  I  had  regarded  with  horror. 

''I  was  obliged  to  give  up  this  [flax- dressing]  scheme:  the 
clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick  round  my  father's 
head;  and,  what  was  worst  of  all,  he  was  visibly  far  gone 
in  a  consumption ;  and  to  crown  my  distresses,  a  helle-jille 
whom  I  adored  [reference  here^  according  to  Mrs.  Begg^ 
to  Ellison  Beghie^  and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet 
me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jilted  me  with  pecuhar 
circumstances  of  mortification.  The  finishing  evil  that 
brought  up  the  rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was  my  con- 
stitutional melancholy  being  increased  to  such  a  degree 
that,  for  three  months,  I  was  in  a  state  of  mind  scarcely  to 
be  envied  by  the  hapless  wretches  who  have  got  their 
mittimus — '  Depart  from  me,  ye  cursed.' " — Autobiography, 

"  Do  you  recollect  a  Sunday  we  spent  together  in  Eglinton  Woods  ?  Tou  told 
me,  on  my  repeating  some  verses  to  you,  that  you  wondered  I  could  resist  the 
temptation  of  sending  verses  of  such  merit  to  a  magazine.  It  was  from  this 
remark  I  derived  that  idea  of  my  own  power  which  encouraged  me  to  endeavour 
at  the  character  of  a  poet" — Letter  to  Richard  Brawn,  December  30, 1787. 
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Prayer  in  the  Prospect  of  Death. — (Page  87,  Vol  L)  , 
Stanzas  on  the  same  occasion. — (Page  172,  VoL  L) 
Paraphrase  of  First  Psalm. — (Page  175,  Vol.  L) 
Paraphrase  ofNintieth  Psalm. — (Page  177,  Vol.  L) 


THE  PLOUGH  AND  THE  LYRE  RESUMED. 
[1782.— AQK  2a] 

"  My  reading  only  increased  while  in  this  town,  [Irvine]  by- 
two  stray  volumes  of  Pamela^  and  one  of  Ferdinand  Count 
Fathom^  which  gave  me  some  idea  of  novels.  Rhyme, 
except  some  religious  pieces  that  are  in  print,  I  had  given 
up  ;  but  meeting  with  Fergmson's  Scottish  Poems,  I  strung 
anew  my  wildly-sounding  lyre  with  emulating  vigour. 
The  addition  of  two  more  authors  to  my  library  gave  me 
great  pleasure ;  Sterne  and  Mackenzie — Tristram  Shandy 
and  the  Man  of  Feeling,  were  my  bosom  favorites.  Poesy 
was  still  a  darling  walk  for  my  mind,  but  it  was  only  in- 
dulged in,  according  to  the  humour  of  the  hour.  I  had 
usually  half-a-dozen  or  more  pieces  on  hand ;  taking  up 
one  or  other  as  it  suited  the  momentary  tone  of  my  mind, 
and  dismissing  the  work  as  it  bordered  on  fatigue.  My 
passions,  when  once  hghted  up,  raged  like  so  many  devils, 
till  they  got  vent  in  rhyme  ;  and  then  the  conning  over  my 
verses,  like  a  spell,  soothed  all  into  quiet.  None  of  the 
rhymes  of  those  days  are  in  print,  except  Winter,  a  Dirge, 
the  eldest  of  my  printed  pieces  ;  The  death  of  poor  Mailie ; 
John  Barleycorn,  and  Songs  i.  ii.  and  iii."  [in  Edinburgh 
edition.] — Autobiography. 

The  death  and  dying  words  of  poor  Mailie. — (Page  30,  Vol.  L) 

Ballad  :  John  Barleycorn.— C^&ge  183,  Vol.  L) 

Song  :  It  was  upon  a  Lammas  Night. — (Page  123,  VoL  L) 

Song  :  No  Chwrchm/in  am  J  for  to  rail  and  to  write. — (Page  194,  Vol.  L) 

"  I  seem  to  be  sent  into  the  world  to  see  and  observe ;  and  I  very  easily  com- 
pound with  the  knave  who  tricks  me  out  of  my  money,  if  there  be  anything 
original  about  him.  Even  the  last,  worst  shift  of  the  unfortunate  and  the 
wretched  does  not  much  terrify  me.  I  know  that  even  then,  my  talent  for  what 
country  folks  call  'a  sensible  crack,'  when  once  it  is  sanctified  by  a  hoary  head, 
would  procure  me  so  much  esteem — that  even  then  I  would  learn  to  be  happy. 
My  favourite  authors  are  of  the  sentimental  kind,— Shenstone,  Thomson, 
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M'Kenzie,  Stsrne,  Oseian,  &c  These  are  the  glorious  models  after  which  I 
endeavour  to  form  my  conduct;  and  'tis  incongruous — 'tis  absurd  to  suppose 
that  the  man  whose  mind  glows  with  sentiments  lighted  at  their  sacred  flamo 
— the  man  whose  heart  distends  with  benevolence  to  all  the  human  race — he 
who  can  soar  above  this  little  scene  of  things, — can  ?ie  descend  to  mind  the 
paltry  concerns  about  which  the  terxae-filial  race  fret,  and  fume,  and  vex  them- 
selves ?  0  how  the  glorious  triumph  swells  my  heart  I  I  forget  that  I  am  a 
poor,  insigniacant  devil,  unnoticed  and  miknown,  stalking  np  and  down  fairs 
and  markets,  when  I  happen  to  be  there  reading  a  page  or  two  of  mankind, 
while  the  men  of  pleasure  jostle  me  on  every  side,  as  an  idle  encumbrance  in 
their  way!  "^Letter  to  Murdoch^  12th  January,  1783. 


THE  LAST  OF  LOCHLEA. 
[1783.— AGE  24.] 

FiEST  ComiON-PLACE  BooK. — "  Observations,  &c.,  by 
Kobert  Burness,  a  man  who  had  little  art  in  making 
money,  and  still  less  in  keeping  it ;  but  was,  however,  a 
man  of  some  sense,  a  great  deal  of  honesty,  and  unbounded 
good-will  to  every  creature,  rational  and  irrational." 

"  April,  1783. — Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  said  against  Love,  respect- 
ing the  folly  and  weakness  it  leads  a  young,  inexperienced  mind  into,  still  I 
think  it  in  a  great  measure  deserves  the  highest  encomiums  that  can  be  passed 
upon  it  If  anything  on  earth  deserves  the  name  of  rapture  or  transport,  it  is 
the  feelings  of  green  eighteen  in  the  company  of  the  mistress  of  his  heart,  when 
she  repays  him  with  an  equal  return  of  affection. 

"  AuoasT,  1783. — I  never  had  the  least  thought  or  inclination  of  turning  poet 
till  once  I  got  heartily  in  love,  and  then  rhyme  and  song  were,  in  a  manner,  the 
spontaneous  language  of  my  heart  The  first  of  my  performances  [Handsome 
Nell,  page  235,  Vol.  IL]  was  done  at  an  early  period  of  life,  when  my  heart 
glowed  with  honest,  warm  simplicity;  unacquainted  and  uncorrupted  with  the 
ways  of  a  wicked  world.  The  performance  is,  indeed,  very  puerile  and  silly; 
but  I  am  always  pleased  with  it  as  it  recalls  to  my  mind  those  happy  days 
when  my  heart  was  yet  honest,  and  my  tongue  was  sincere." — Common-place  Book. 

For  four  years  we  lived  comfortably  on  this  farm ; 
but  a  difference  commencing  between  him  and  his  land 
lord  as  to  terms,  after  three  years  tossing  and  whirling  in 
the  vortex  of  litigation,  my  father  was  just  saved  from  the 
horrors  of  a  jail,  by  a  consumption,  which,  after  two  years' 
promises,  kindly  stepped  in,  and  carried  him  away  to  '  where 
the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  where  the  weary  are 
at  rest ! ' " — Autobiography. 
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"  When  my  father's  affairs  drew  near  a  crisis,  Eobert  and  I  took  the  farm  of 
MosBgiel,  consisting  of  118  acres,  at  the  rent  of  £90  per  annum,  from  Mr.  Gavin 
Hamilton,  as  an  asylum  for  the  family  in  case  of  the  worst  It  was  stocked  by 
the  property  and  individual  savings  of  the  whole  family,  and  was  a  joint-concern 
among  us.  Every  member  of  the  family  was  allowed  ordinary  wages  for  the 
labour  he  performed  on  the  farm.  My  brother's  allowance  and  mine  was  £7 
per  annum,  e&ch."— Gilbert' s  Nairative, 


DEATH  OF  WILLIAM  BUENESS. 
[1784.— AQB  26] 

0  Death!  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend,  the  kindest  and  the  best! 
Welcome  the  hour  my  aged  limbs  are  laid  mth  thee  at  rest ! 
The  Great,  the  Wealthy  fear  thy  blow,  from  pomp  and  pleasure  torn; 
But,  oh!  a  blest  relief  for  those  that  weary-laden  mourn! — (P.  85,  Vol.  I.) 

"  LocHLEA,  \lth  February^  1784. — Dear  Cousin — On  the 
13th  current,  I  lost  the  best  of  fathers.  Though,  to  be 
sure,  we  have  had  long  warning  of  the  impending  stroke, 
still  the  feelings  of  nature  claim  their  part ;  and  I  cannot 
recollect  the  tender  endearments  and  parental  lessons  of 
the  best  of  friends  and  ablest  of  instructors,  without  feeling 
what  perhaps  the  calmer  dictates  of  reason  would  partly 
condemn." — Letter  to  Mr.  James  Burness^  Montrose, 

Epitaph  for  the  Author's  Father.— (P&ge  130,  Vol.  I.) 

"  Whatever  comes  from  you  always  wakens  up  the  better  blood  about  my 
heart.  'Tis  there  that  man  is  blest!  'Tis  there,  my  friend,  Man  feels  a 
consciousness  of  something  within  him  above  the  trodden  clod !  The  grateful 
reverence  he  feels  for  the  hoary-headed  author  of  his  being — ^the  burning  glow 
when  he  clasps  the  woman  of  his  soul  to  his  bosom — the  tender  yearnings  of 
heart  for  the  little  angels  to  whom  he  has  given  existence — these  Nature  has 
poured  in  milky  streams  about  the  human  heart,  and  the  man  who  never  rouses 
them  to  action  by  the  inspiring  influences  of  their  proper  objects,  loses  by  far 
the  most  pleasurable  part  of  his  existence." — Letter  to  his  cousin,  James  Burness, 
Montrose,  September  26th,  1786. 

"  If  there  is  another  world,  it  must  only  be  for  the  just,  the  benevolent,  the 
amiable,  and  the  humane;  what  a  flattering  idea,  then,  is  a  world  to  come! 
Would  to  God  I  as  firmly  believed  it  as  I  ardently  wish  it !  There  I  should 
meet  an  aged  parent,  now  at  rest  from  the  many  bufletings  of  an  evil  world, 
against  which  he  so  long  and  so  bravely  struggled." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop^ 
December  13th,  1789. 


MOSSGIEL  AND  MAUOHLINE. 
[1784.— AGE  25.] 

"  I  ENTERED  ou  this  farm  with  a  full  resolution — Come^  go 
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to^  Iivill  he  wise!  I  read  farming  books — I  calculated  crops 
— I  attended  markets — and,  in  short,  in  spite  of  'the  devil, 
and  the  world,  and  the  flesh,'  I  beUeve  I  should  have  been 
a  wise  man  ;  but  the  first  year,  from  unfortunately  buying 
bad  seed,  and  the  second,  from  a  late  harvest,  we  lost  half 
our  crops.  This  overset  all  my  wisdom,  and  I  returned 
'  like  the  dog  to  his  vomit,  and  the  sow  that  was  washed, 
to  her  wallowing  in  the  mire ! '  My  brother  wanted  my 
hair-brained  imagination,  as  well  as  my  social  and  amorous 
madness  ;  but  in  good  sense,  and  every  sober  qualification, 
he  was  far  my  superior." — Autobiography, 

Fragment:  The  MaucMine  Lady.—{V&ge  259,  VoL  11.) 

Sons:  0  leave  navels,  ye  MauchUne  Belles.— (P.  237,  Vol.  11.— Note,  p.  116,  Vol.  IL) 

July  27, 1784.— Elected  Depute-master  of  St.  James'  Lodge,  Tarbolton. 
Verses  to  Eankinb:  lama  keeper  of  the  law.— (Page  1S8,  Vol.  IL) 
Song  :  77ie  rantin  dog,  tTie  daddie  o7.— (Page  260,  Vol.  1.) 
The  Poet's  welcome  to  his  illegitimate  child.— (Page  188,  Vol.  IL) 
Epistle  to  J.  Jtankine.—(P.  120,  Vol.  1.)    Green  grow  the  rashes,  0.—(P.  190,  VoL  I.) 

"  September,  1784. — Eemorse  is  the  most  painful  sentiment  that  can  embitter 
the  human  bosom.  Any  ordinary  pitch  of  fortitude  may  bear  up  tolerably  well 
under  calamities  which  we  ourselves  have  had  no  hand  in  procuring;  but  when 
our  own  follies,  or  crimes,  have  made  us  miserable  and  wretched,  to  bear  up 
with  manly  firmness,  and  at  same  time  have  a  proper  penitential  sens©  of  our 
mieconduct,  is  a  glorious  effort  of  self-command." — Common-place  Book. 

Remorse:  a  Fragment.— (Page  126,  Vol.  II.) 

"  I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the  neighbourhood  as  a 
maker  of  rhymes.  The  first  of  my  poetic  offspring  that 
saw  the  light  was  a  burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel 
between  two  reverend  Calv.'Trj;t^,,both  of  them  dramatis 
personce  in  my  Holy  Fair.  Wrth  a  certain  description  of 
the  clergy,  as  well  as  the  laity,  it  met  with  a  roar  of 
applause." — Autohiography. 

The  Twa  Herds,  or  the  Holy  Tulzie..— (Page  190,  Vol.  II.) 
The  Belles  of  Mauchline.—(Page  116,  Vol.  IL) 

[The  last  of  those  "  six  proper  young  belles  " — she  whom  the  poet  dis- 
tinguishes from  the  others  as  possessing  "wit."  namely,  Miss  Smith,  died  on 
20th  January,  1854,  aged  86.  Her  remains  lie  iu  the  Old  Calton  Necropolis  of 
Edinburgh,  in  a  rocky  bed  behind  the  City  Bridewell.  The  tablet  there  to  her 
memory  and  that  of  her  husband,  James  Candlish,  A.M.,  Lecturer  ou  Medicine 
(who  died  in  1806),  was  erected  by  her  gifted  son,  the  Bev.  I)r.  Oaudlish,  of 
Edinburgh.] 
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BOB  MOSSGIEL. 

[1785.— AGE  2C.] 

For  me,  Fm  on  Paitmssus'  brink, 
Rivin  the  words  to  gar  them  clink ; 
Whyles  daezH  wP  love,  whyles  daez't  wi"  drink, 

Wi"  jauds  or  masons; 
An"  whyles,  but  aye  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lessons.— (P.  127,  VoL  II.) 

January  1st,  1785.— Epistle  to  Davie,  a  brother  Poef.— (Page  73,  Vol.  I.) 

Epistle  to  John  Govdie,  Kilmarnock. — (Page  193,  VoL  11.) 

Holy  Willie's  Prayer,  and  Epitaph  on  Do. — (Page  195  and  198,  Vol.  II.) 

Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook. — (Page  137,  VoL  1.) 

April  1st,  1785.— Epistle  to  J.  Lapraik.—(Pa,ge  104,  Vol.  I.) 

„    21st,  1785.— Second  Epistle  to  J.  Lap}'aik.—(P&ge  109,  VoL  L) 
May,  1785.—SONG :  RantirC,  rovin'  Robin.— (Vsbge  260,  Vol.  IL) 

„    1785.— SONG :  Though  cruel  Fate.—(Psige  210,  VoL  I.) 

„    1785. — Epitaph  on  Robert  Ruisseaux. — (Page  261,  VoL  II.) 

„    1785.— Epistle  to  William  Simpson,  OcIiiltree.—(Pa,ge  118,  Vol.  L) 
August,  1785.— The  Holy  Fair.—(Fsige  19,  VoL  I.) 

September  13th,  1785.— Third  Epistle  to  J.  Lapraik.—(P&ge  262,  VoL  II.) 

„       17TH,  1785.— Epistle  to  Rev.  John  M' Math.— (Page  264,  VoL  IL 
Song  :  Young  Peggy  blooms  our  boniest  lass. — (Page  199,  VoL  L) 
Man  was  made  to  mourn :  a  Dirge. — (Page  83,  VoL  L) 
November,  1785.-^0  a  Mouse.— (Page  71,  VoL  I.) 
Second  Epistle  to  Davie.— (Page  127,  VoL  II.) 
Song  :  The  Braes  o'  Ballochmyle.—(P&ge  259,  Vol.  L) 
CANTATA:  The  Jolly  Beggars. — (Page  176,  VoL  IL) 

"  St.  James'  Lodge,  Taebolton. — The  poet's  attend- 
ances as  Depute-master,  were — in  1785 — June  29,  July 
20,  Aug.  2  &  18,  Sep.  7  &  15,  Oct.  26,  Nov.  10,  Dec.  1, 
Dec.  7  ;  in  1786,  Jan.  7,  March  1 : — At  this  meeting, 
Gilbert  Burns  was  'passed  and  raised.'" — Notes  from 
Lodge  Records, 

THE  AYRSHIEE  BAED.— THE  GEIEF  BEHIND  THE  GLOEY. 
[1786— JANUARY  1  TO  APRIL  3.— AGE  27.] 

 now  o'er  all  my  wide  domains  thy  fame  extends. 

And  some,  the  pride  of  Coilai's  plains,  become  thy  friends. — (P-  50  VoL  I.) 

The  auld  Farmer's  New-Year-morning  salutation.— (Psnge  61,  Vol.  I.) 


(    xliii  ) 


A  Winter  Night  -(P.  169.  Vol.  I.)     The  Cotter's  Saturday  mght.—(P.  65,  Vol.  1.) 
The  Twa  Bogs.— (Page  1,  Vol.  L)      The  Ordination.— (Page  151,  Vol.  I) 
Address  to  the  De  L—(P.  26,  Vol.  I.)  Address  to  a  Louse.— {Page  102,  Vol.  I.) 
Scotch  Drink.— (Page  8,  Vol.  I.)        The  Author's  earnest  Cry.— (Page  12,  VoL  I.) 
T?ie  Vision. — (Page  44,  also  page  157,  Vol.  L) 

"The  farm  of  Mossgiel  lies  very  high,  and  mostly  on  a  cold  wet  bottom. 
The  first  years  t  lat  we  were  on  the  farm  were  very  frosty,  and  the  Spring  was 
very  late.  Our  "rops,  in  consequence,  were  very  unprofitable ;  and,  notwith- 
standing our  utmost  diligence  and  economy,  we  found  ourselves  obliged  to  give 
up  our  bargain,  with  the  loss  of  a  considerable  part  of  our  stock.  It  was  during 
these  years  th&t  Eobert  formed  his  connexion  with  Jean  Armour ;  afterwards, 
Mrs.  Burns.  This  connexion  could  no  longer  be  concealed,  about  the  time  we  came 
to  a  final  determination  to  quit  the  farm.  Eobert  durst  not  engage  with  a  family 
in  his  poor,  unsettled  state ;  but  was  anxious  to  shield  his  partner  by  every 
means  in  his  power,  from  the  consequences  of  their  imprudence.  It  was  agreed, 
therefore,  between  them,  that  they  should  make  a  legal  acknowledgment  of  theiir 
marriage, — that  he  should  go  to  Jamaica  to  push  his  fortune  ;  and  that  she  should 
remain  with  her  father,  till  it  might  please  Providence  to  put  the  means  of 
su'-'porting  a  family  in  his  power. 

"  Mrs.  Burns  was  a  great  favorite  of  her  father's.  The  intimation  of  a  marriage 
was  the  first  suggestion  he  received  of  her  real  situation.  He  was  in  the  greatest 
distress,  and  fainted  away.  A  husband  in  Jamaica,  appeared  to  him  and  his 
wife  little  better  than  none,  and  an  effectual  bar  to  any  other  prospects  of  a 
settlement  in  life  that  their  daughter  might  have.  They,  therefore,  expressed 
a  wish  to  her,  that  the  written  papers  respecting  the  marriage  should  be  cancelled, 
and  the  marriage  thus  rendered  void.  Jean,  in  her  melancholy  state,  felt  the 
deepest  remorse  at  having  brought  such  heavy  affliction  on  parents  that  loved 
her  so  tenderly,  and  submitted  to  their  entreaties.  Humble  as  Miss  Armour's 
station  was,  and  great  though  her  imprudence  had  been,  she  still,  in  the  eyes- 
of  her  partial  parents,  might  look  to  a  better  connection  than  that  with  my 
friendless  and  unhappy  brother." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 

"This  is  the  unfortunate  story  that  gave  rise  to  my 
printed  poem,  The  Lament.  This  was  a  most  melancholy 
affair,  which  I  cannot  yet  bear  to  reflect  on.  I  gave  up  my 
part  of  the  farm  to  my  brother  (in  truth,  it  was  only 
nominally  mine),  and  made  what  little  preparation  was  in 
my  power  for  Jamaica.  But  before  leaving  my  native 
country  for  ever,  I  resolved  to  publish  my  poems.  I  was 
pretty  confident  that  they  would  meet  with  some  applause; 
but,  at  the  worst,  the  roar  of  the  Atlantic  would  deafen 
the  voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of  West  Indian- 
scenes  would  make  me  forget  neglect." — Autohiography. 

"MossaiEii,  Februabt  17th,  1786. — I  have  some  very  important  news  with 
respect  to  myself,  not  the  most  agreeable,— news  that  I  am  sure  you  cannot 


(   xliv  ) 

guesB;  but  I  shall  give  you  the  particulars  another  time.  I  am  extremely 
happy  with  my  friend  Smith:  he  is  the  only  friend  I  have  now  in  Mauchline." 
—Burns  to  John  Rictimmd. 

MossGiEL,  Feby.  22.— The  Inventory,  addressed  to  Mr.  Aiken.— (P.  128,  Vol,  IL) 
Halloween:  a  Poem.— (Page  52,  VoL  L) 

Lament,  occasioned  by  the  unfortunate  itstte  of  a  friends  amour.— (P&ge  78,  VoL  L) 
Despondency:  an  Ocfc.— (Page  81,  Vol.  I.)  To  Ruin.— (P&ge  90,  VoL  L) 

SONQ:  Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees.— (P&ge  191,  Vol.  L) 

"  April  3rd,  1786. — My  proposals  for  publishing  I  am 
just  going  to  send  to  the  press.  I  am  ever,  dear  sir,  yours, 
Robert  Burness." — Letter  to  Mr.  Aiken. 

p?his  appears  to  be  the  last  known  instance  of  Burns  spelling  his  name  with 
two  syllables.  Chambers  notes  that,  in  the  records  of  the  St.  James'  Tarboltou 
Lodge,  he  thus  signs  the  minutes,  as  Deputy-master,  from  27th  July,  1784  to 
??it,  March,  1786,  after  which  date,  the  name  appears  contracted  into  the  form 
in  which  it  is  known  all  over  the  world.  However,  in  writing  to  his  relations 
ia  Montrose,  he  continued  the  old  spelliog  for  some  months  longer.] 


THE  PRINTING  PRESS— CROSS  AFFECTIONS— AMOROUS  MADNESS. 
[1786— APRIL  8  TO  MAT  14.— AttB  27.] 

The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine,  poor,  thoughtless  devils!  yet  may  sfiiae 
In  glorious  light. — (Page  112,  VoL  1.) 

April  14:Th,  1786. — Proposals  for  Publishing,  by  Sub- 
scription, Scottish  Poems,  by  Robert  Burns.  One  Vol. 
8 vo.  Price  (stitched)  Three  ShilKngs."— AS'ee  p.  41 7,  Vol.  ii. 

[J.  B.  Greenshields,  Esq.,  Kerse,  Lesmahago w,  possessor  of  the  only  known  copy 
of  this  Prospectus,  is  of  opinion  that  the  Subscribers  whose  names  are  appended 
to  the  paper,  belonged  to  the  Cumnock  and  Auchinleck  district.  The  "  block- 
head who  refused  "  to  take  the  book  he  had  subscribed  for — by  name,  William 
Lorrimer,  little  dreamed  that  a  copy  of  the  precious  volume  would  bring  at  a 
public  sale,  in  May,  1871,  the  sum  of  Seventeen  Pounds  sterling !] 

"April  15th,  1786. — My  proposals  came  to  hand  last 
night,  I  enclose  you  half  a  sheet  of  them.  I  must  con- 
sult you,  first  opportunity,  on  the  propriety  of  sending  my 
quondam  friend,  Mr.  Aiken,  a  copy.  If  he  is  now  reconciled 
to  my  character  as  an  honest  man,  I  would  do  it  with  all  my 
soul ;  but  I  would  not  be  beholden  to  the  noblest  being  ever 
God  created,  if  he  imagined  me  to  be  a  rascal.  Apropos^ 
old  Mr.  Armour  prevailed  with  him  to  mutilate  that  un- 
lucky paper  yesterday.  Would  you  believe  it? — though 
I  had  not  a  hope,  nor  even  a  wish  to  make  her  mine  after 


her  conduct,  yet,  when  he  told  me  the  names  were  all  out 
of  the  paper,  my  heart  died  within  me,  and  he  cut  my  veins 
with  the  news." — Letter  to  Ballantyne  of  Ayr. 

To  a  Mountain-Daisy,  uprooted  by  the  Plough. — (Page  88,  VoL  I.) 

"MOSSOAVIL,  May  3,  1786."— Rhyming  note  to  Gavin  Hamilton.— (P.  267,  VoL  IL) 

Answer  to  a  trimming  Epistle  from  a  Tailor. — (Page  201,  Vol,  II.) 

T/te  Court  of  Equity:  a  Poem.— 12TH  MAY,  1786  t^r- 

"  In  Truth  and  Honor's  name,  amen ! 
Know  all  men  by  these  presents  then, 
The  twelfth  of  May,  at  Mauchline  given. 
And  year  'tween  eighty-flve  and  seven : 
We  [old  practitioners]  by  profession — 
As  per  extracts  frae  Books  o'  Session— 
In  way  and  manner  here  narrated, 
All  con  amore  congregated. 
And  by  oar  bra  xiieu  constituted 

A  COUET  OF  EQUITT."  &C. 

[Such  are  the  opening  lines  of  a  long  composition  of  Burns  which  can  never 
appear  in  any  edition  of  his  works  intended  for  public  circulation.  A  notice  of 
it,  however,  cannot  consistently  in  this  place  be  withheld,  if  a  full  view  of  every 
phase  of  Boms'  mind  and  character  is  to  be  presented  in  the  epitomized  form 
here  attempted.  If  the  compiler  had  any  doubt  regarding  the  authenticity  of 
this  comic  production,  he  would,  of  coiu-se,  have  passed  it  by;  but  the  piece 
has  been  pretty  widely  circulated  in  privately  printed  and  manuscript  copies, 
and  Chambers,  in  his  last  edition  of  Burns,  makes  pointed  reference  to  it  in 
these  words: — "In  the  midst  of  the  cross-fire  of  various  affections,  and  the 
dreary  prospects  of  exile,  he  composed  a  poem  on  the  reigning  scandals  of  his 
village,— cases  on  which  the  Session  record  throws  ample  light,  if  light  were  of 
any  use  in  the  matter;  but,  unfortunately,  though  the  mock-serious  was  never 
carried  to  a  greater  pitch  of  excellence  than  in  this  poem,  its  license  of  phrase 
renders  it  utterly  unfit  for  publication." 

The  date  of  its  composition  given  by  Chambers,  is  4th  June,  1786  (Sunday, 
King  George  Third's  Birthday),  and  although  we  have  seen  several  copies,  with 
that  date  inserted  in  its  text,  yet  we  are  assured  by  Mr.  Greenshields  of  Kerse, 
possessor  of  one  or  more  copies,  of  it  which  formed  part  of  what  are  known  as 
The  PiCKERiNd  MSS.,  that  I2th  May,  1786,  is  the  date  in  the  body  of  the 
Pickering  copy,  although  the  other  date  (4th  June)  is  inscribed  on  the  margin 
as  that  of  citation  or  service.  He  also  mentions  that  Pickering's  editor  (Sir 
Harris  Nicolas),  had  collated  the  copy  with  several  others,  and  marked,  in  red 
ink,  innumerable  variations.] 


THE  EPISODE  OF  HIGHLAND  MAEY. 
[1786— MAY  14.— AGE  27,] 

Truth  is  stranger  than  Fiction — ^Aye,  and  stronger  too! 

"  The  Secokd  Sunday  of  May."— Song  :  The  Highland  Lassie,  0.—(P.  208,  Vol.  I.) 

"  This  was  a  composition  of  mine  in  very  early  life,  before 
I  was  known  at  all  in  the  world.  My  Highland  lassie  was 
a  warm-hearted,  charming  young  creature  as  ever  blessed 
a  man  with  generous  love.    After  a  pretty  long  tract  of 


(    xlvi  ) 


the  most  ardent  reciprocal  attachment,  we  met  by  appoint- 
ment, on  the  second  Sunday  of  May^  in  a  sequestered  spot 
by  the  banks  of  Ayr,  where  we  spent  the  day  in  taking  a 
farewell,  before  she  should  embark  for  the  West  Highlands, 
to  arrange  matters  among  her  friends  for  our  projected 
change  of  life." — Cromek's  Reliques^  page  237. 

SONG:  Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  3fary?—(Pa,ge  85,  Vol.  II.) 

"  I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Mary, 
I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  be  true ; 
And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me, 
When  I  forget  my  vow  1" 

"  In  my  very  early  years,  when  I  was  thinking  of  going  to 
the  West  Indies  [!],  I  took  this  farewell  of  a  dear  girl. 
All  my  earlier  love  songs  were  the  breathings  of  ardent 
passion ;  and  though  it  might  have  been  easy  for  me  in 
aftertimes  to  have  given  them  a  polish,  yet  that  pohsh  to 
me,  whose  they  were,  and  who  alone  cared  for  them,  would 
have  defaced  the  legend  of  my  heart,  which  was  so  faith- 
fully inscribed  on  them.  Their  uncouth  simplicity  was,  as 
they  say  of  wines,  their  race." — Letter  to  Thomson,  Nov.,  1792. 

"Such  epochs  in  the  history  of  our  lives,  may  be  termed  the  trials  of  the 
heart.  We  treasure  them  deeply  in  our  memory,  and  as  time  glides  silently 
away,  they  help  us  to  number  our  days.  Of  this  character  was  the  parting  of 
Burns  with  his  Highland  Mm^,  that  interesting  female,  the  first  object  of  the 
youthful  poefs  love  [!].  This  adieu  was  performed  with  all  those  simple  and 
striking  ceremonials  which  rustic  sentiment  devised  to  prolong  tender  emotions 
and  to  inspire  awe.  The  lovers  stood  on  each  side  of  a  small,  purling  brook ; 
they  laved  their  hands  in  its  limpid  stream,  and  holding  a  Bible  between  them, 
pronounced  their  vows  to  be  faithful  to  each  other.  They  parted— never  to 
meet  again!" — Crom«A,  1808. 

Inscriptions  on  the  Bibles  presented  hy  Bums  to  Highland 
Mary,  accurately  copied  from  the  originals,  on  their 
return  from  Canada,  to  he  deposited  in  the  Monument 
at  Ayr,  December,  1840: — 

Vol.  I.— (Inside  of  board) :  "  And  ye  shall  not  swear  by  My  name  falsely :  I  am 
the  Lord." — Levit.  xix,  12. 
„        (Below  Inscription) :  Obliterated  Mason-mark. 

„        (On  opposite  Ajf-leaf) :  Inscription  obliterated— apparently  "Mary  Camp- 
bell.'" 

„       (Below  Inscription) :  The  Poefs  Mason-mark  (very  perfect). 

Vol.  II.— (Inside  of  board) :  "  Thou  shalt  not  forswear  thyself,  but  shalt  perform 
unto  the  Lord  thine  oath." — Matthew  v,  33. 
„        (On  opposite  fly-leaf):  Inscription  considerably  effaced,  "EOBEET 

BURNS,  MOSSGIBL." 

,,       (Below  Inscription) :  Obliterated  ma7-kings. 
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[The  hand-writing  is  unmistakably  that  of  Burns,  and  the  date  on  the  TIt2e 
Page  is  17S2.   Bookseller's  price,  mai-ked  on  Vol.  L,  "  5/G."] 

"  Bridgehousb,  Aye,  21st  January,  1S50.— Mr.  Douglas  is  perfectly  right 
with  regard  to  Burns  and  his  Highland  Mary's  short  love  passage.  It  was  in 
nSG,  just  as  he  supposes;  at  least  so  my  mother  has  all  along  thought,  from  a 
revulsion  of  feeling  attendant  on  the  heartless  desertion  of  him  by  Jean 
Armour.  He  just  then  became  acquainted  with  Mary  Campbell,  who  was 
acting  as  nursery-maid  in  the  family  of  Gavin  Hamilton.  He  must  have  known 
her  previously  to  that  time,  though  his  love-fit  had  only  begim  then.  My 
mother  has  no  doubt  that  he  meant  to  marry  her.  " — Letter  from  Miss  Agnes 
Begg  to  Robert  Chambers. 

[The  reference  here  is  to  a  Paper  by  the  present  editor,  which  was  read  at  a 
meeting  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries  of  Scotland,  on  16th  January,  1S50 — John 
"Whitefoord  Mackenzie,  Esq.,  in  the  chair;  on  which  occasion,  His  Grace  tha 
Duke  of  Argyle,  Lord  Murray,  and  John  Miller  of  Millfleld,  Esq.,  were  elected 
as  Fellows.  Among  the  company  present  were — Sir  W.  O.  Trevellyan,  Sir 
James  Eamsay;  Professors  John  Wilson,  John  Goodsir,  and  J.  Y.  Simpson; 
Mr.  Eobert  Chambers ;  Kev.  A.  E.  Bonar;  Drs.  Huie,  Kobertson,  &c.] 


PEOGEESS  OF  THE  PEESS,  AND  POSITION  OF  THE  POET. 
[1786.— MAY  14  TO  JULY  30.] 

The  sacred  louee  o'  weel-placed  love,  luxuriantly  indulge  it. — (P.  92,  Vol.  I.) 

May  15. — Epistle  to  a  young  friend. — (Page  91,  Vol.  L) 

„    15.— [Servants'  Term-day :  Mary  leaves  Ayrshire  for  the  West  Highlands.] 

„    25. — "  The  Poet  holds  a  Mason  Lodge  in  Mauchline." — Chambers'  Notes. 
June  1.— Address  to  Beelzebub.— (Page  297,  Vol.  IL) 

„     4. — King's  Birthday :  A  Dream. — (Page  40,  Vol.  1.) 

„  9. — [Jean  Armour  returns  to  Mauchline,  after  three  months'  sojourn 
in  Paisley. — See  notes  to  The  Gallant  Weaver,  page  322,  Vol.  I.] 

June  12.— "Poor,  ill-advised,  ungrateful  Armour  came  home  on  Friday  last 
You  have  heard  all  the  particulars  of  that  affair,  and  a  black  affair  it  is.  "What 
she  thinks  of  her  conduct  now,  I  don't  know ;  one  thing  I  do  know — she  has 
made  me  completely  miserable.  Never  man  loved,  or  rather  adored,  a  woman 
more  than  I  did  her ;  and,  to  confess  a  truth  between  you  and  me,  I  do  still 
love  her  to  distraction  after  all,  though  I  won't  tell  her  so  if  I  were  to  see  her, 
which  I  don't  want  to  do. 

"  May  Almighty  God  forgive  her  ingratitude  and  perjury  to  me,  as  I  from 
my  very  soul  forgive  her;  and  may  His  grace  be  with  her  and  bless  her  in  all 
her  future  life !  I  can  have  no  nearer  idea  of  the  place  of  eternal  punishment 
than  what  I  have  felt  in  my  own  breast  on  her  account.  I  have  tried  often  to 
forget  her ;  I  have  run  into  all  kinds  of  dissipation  and  riots,  mason-meetings, 
drinking-matches,  and  other  mischief,  to  drive  her  out  of  my  head,— but  all  in 
vain.  And  now  for  a  grand  cure ! — The  ship  is  on  her  way  home  that  is  to  take 
me  out  to  Jamaica;  and  then,  farewell  dear  old  Scotland!  and  farewell  dear, 
nngrateful  Jean!  for  never,  never  shall  I  see  you  more. 

/  d 
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"You  will  have  heard  that  I  am  going  to  commence  poet  in  print;  and  to- 
morrow my  works  go  to  the  press.  I  expect  it  will  be  a  volume  of  about  200 
pages :  it  is  just  the  last  foolish  thing  I  intend  to  do ;  and  then  turn  a  wise  naan 
as  fast  as  possible." — Letter  to  David  Brice,  at  Glasgow. 

Address  to  the  Unco  Guid,  or  the  Rigidly  Righteous. —  Page  162,  Vol.  I.) 

Dedication  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq. — (Page  98,  Vol.  I.) 

On  a  Scotch  Bard  gone  to  the  West  Indies. — (Page  95,  Vol.  L) 

SONG :  From  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  £?o.— (Page  120,  Vol.  I.) 

Farewell  to  the  Brethren  of  St.  James'  Lodge,  Tarholton. — (P.  127,  Vol.  L) 

A  Bard's  Epitapk— (Page  131,  Vol.  I.) 

Sunday,  July  9. — "  T  have  waited  on  Armour  since  her  return  home ;  not 
from  the  least  view  of  reconciliation,  but  merely  to  ask  for  her  health,  and— to 
you  I  will  confess  it — from  a  foolish  hankering  fondness,  very  ill-placed  indeed. 
The  mother  forbade  me  the  house,  nor  did  Jean  show  that  penitence  that  might 
have  been  expected.  However,  the  priest,  I  am  informed,  will  give  me  a 
certiQcate  as  a  single  man,  if  I  comply  with  the  rules  of  the  Church,  which,  for 
that  very  reason,  I  intend  to  do.  I  am  (therefore)  going  to  put  on  sackcloth  and 
ashes  this  day.  I  am  indulged  so  far  as  to  appear  in  my  own  seat.  Peccavi^ 
pater;  m,iserere  me.  The  Lord  stand  with  the  righteous,  amen! 

"  My  book  will  be  ready  in  a  fortnight." — Letter  to  John  Richmond. 

July  17. — "  I  have  already  appeared  publicly  in  church,  and  was  indulged  in 
the  liberty  of  standing  in  my  own  seat.  Jean  and  her  friends  insisted  much 
that  she  should  stand  along  with  me  in  the  kirk,  but  the  minister  would  not 
allow  it,  which  bred  a  great  trouble  I  assure  you,  and  I  am  blamed  as  the  cause 
of  it,  though  I  am  sure  I  am  innocent ;  but  I  am  very  much  pleased  for  all  that, 
not  to  have  had  her  company." — Letter  to  David  Brice. 

Song  :  The  Lass  o'  Ballochmyle.—(Page  119,  Vol.  II.) 

July  22. — Burns  executes  an  assignation  of  his  effects 
— the  profits  of  his  eclition  then  in  the  press,  and  the  copy- 
right of  his  poems,  in  favour  of  Gilbert  Burns,  for  behoof 
of  his  own  illegitimate  child,  Elizabeth  Burns, — "  wee 
image  of  my  bonie  Betty,"  born  in  November,  1784.* 

July  29. — The  "  Kilmarnock  Yolume  "  ready  for  Publi- 
cation. 

[Old  Komb  Forest,  near  Kilmarnock.— The  poet's  aunt,  named  Allan, 
resided  there,  and  in  her  house  he  found  shelter  from  legal  diligence;  and 
thither  he  conveyed  the  large  sea-chest,  containing  his  outfit  and  providings 
for  the  voyage  to  Jamaica.] 

*  This  child  was  brought  up  with  the  poet's  mother  and  sisters,  at  Mossgiel. 
In  1804,  by  the  exertions  of  Mr.  Alderman  Shaw  of  London,  a  fund  of  .£'400 
was  raised  by  subscription,  and  sunk  for  behoof  of  this  girl  and  anotner 
illegitimate  child  of  the  poet  rborn  in  1791)— to  be  equally  divided  between 
them  at  their  marriage,  or  arrival  at  majority,  the  survivor  to  succeed  to  the 
predeceasor's  share.  Both  livecS  to  receive  their  marriage-tocher  of  £200  each. 
Bonie  Betty's  child  survived  to  Dec,  1816,  as  the  wife  of  John  Bishop,  Overseer 
at  Polkemmet 
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ivNIMOSITY  OF  THE  ARMOUES— THE  POET  IN  PRINT— AYESHIEE 
IN  AGITATION. 

[17SG.— JCLY  30  TO  SBPTEMBER  a] 
There's  a  Divinity  that  shapes  our  ends,  rouah-hew  them  how  we  wiU 

"  Old  Kome  Forest,  30th  July,  1786. — My  dear  Rich 
mond,  my  hour  is  now  come  :  you  and  I  shall  never  meet 
in  Britain  more.  Would  you  believe  it  ?  Armour  has  got 
a  warrant  to  throw  me  in  jail  till  I  find  security  for  an 
enormous  sum.  I  know  you  will  pour  an  execration  on 
her  head ;  but  spare  the  poor,  ill-advised  girl  for  my  sake." 
— Letter  to  John  Richmond^  Edinburgh, 

July,  SL — The  blue-paper  boarded  thin  octavo  volume  of  "Poems,  chiefly 
in  the  Scottish  Dialect,  by  Robert  Burns,"  was  issued  to  eager  crowds  of  sub- 
scribers as  fast  as  "  Wee  Johnie's  "  folders,  stitchers,  and  binders  could  get 
through  their  work.  The  following  list  is  made  up  from  the  careful  typo- 
grapher's check-note  of  distribution,  in  the  possession  of  Robert  Cole,  Esq., 
London : — 

Copies.  Copies. 


Mr.  Aiken,  of  Ayr,   145 

Robert  Muir,  Kilmarnock,   72 

Gilbert  Bums,  Mossgiel,   70 

James  Smith,  Mauchline,   41 

Gavin  Hamilton,  Mauchline,   40 

John  Logan,  Esq.,  Laight,   20 

John  Kennedy,  Dumfries  House,  20 

Mr.  M'Whinnie,  Ayr,   20 


Amount  brought  over,   428 

David  Sillar,  Irvine,   14 

Wm.  Niven,  Maybole,   7 

Walter  Morton,  Cumnock,   6 

John  Neilson,  Cumnock,   5 

The  Author,   8 

The  Printer,   70 

Sundry  persons,   67 


Carry  over,...  428  Total,...  GOO 

[Mrs,  Begg  has  noted  the  fact  that,  so  very  scarce  did  copies  become  within 
a  fcAv  weeks  after  publication,  the  inmates  at  Mossgiel  had  to  wait  till  the 
appearance  of  the  Edinburgh  edition  before  they  had  an  opportunity  of  reading 
their  brother's  poems  in  print.  The  poet,  in  his  autobiography,  says  that  he 
cleared  nearly  £20  by  the  adventure,  after  paying  outlays ;  but,  from  the  copy 
account  between  the  poet  and  the  printer — also  in  Mr.  Cole's  possession — 
Burns'  profits  ought  to  have  exceeded  Fifty  Pounds.] 

''  These  poems  eminently  possessed  all  those  qualities  which  never  fail  to 
render  a  literary  work  quickly  and  permanently  popular.  Old  and  young,  high 
and  low,  grave  and  gay,  learned  or  ignorant, — all  were  alike  delighted, 
agitated,  transported.  I  was  at  that  time  resident  in  Galloway,  contiguous 
to  Ayrshire ;  and  I  can  well  remember  how  that  even  plough-boys  and  maid- 
servants would  have  gladly  bestowed  the  wages  which  they  earned  the  most 
bardly,  and  which  they  wanted  for  necessary  clothing,  if  they  might  but  pro- 
cure the  works  of  Burns.   A  friend  in  my  neighbourhood  put  a  copy  into  my 
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hands  on  a  Saturday  evening.  I  opened  tlie  volume  wtile  I  was  undressing  to 
go  to  bed,  and  closed  it  not  till  a  late  hour  on  the  rising  Sunday  morn,  after  1 
had  read  over  every  syllable  it  contained." — Heron's  Memoir  of  Burns,  1797. 

*'  August  [15]. — ^A  vessel  sails  from  Greenock  the  1st 
of  September,  right  for  the  place  of  my  destination.  Where 
I  shall  shelter  I  know  not,  but  I  hope  to  weather  the 
storm.  Perish  the  drop  of  blood  of  mine  that  fears  them ! 
I  know  their  worst,  and  am  prepared  to  meet  it : 

'  I'll  laugh,  an'  sing,  an'  shake  my  leg,  as  lang's  I  dow.' 

After  all,  Heaven  bless  the  sex !  I  feel  there  is  still 
happiness  for  me  among  them  : 

'0  Woman,  lovely  Woman!  Heaven  designed  you 
To  temper  Man! — ^we  had  been  brutes  without  you.'  *• 

Lines  on  a  Bank-note. — (Page  301,  Vol.  IL) 

Farewell,  old  Scotia's  NeaJc  domains. — Page  300,  Vol.  II.) 

Inscribed  on  the  Author's  poems,  presented  to  an  old  Sweetheart.— (B.  131,  VoL  IL) 


THE  "THIED  OF  LIBRA,"  AND  ITS  RESULTS. 

[1786.— SEPTEMBER  3  TO  NOVEMBER  27.] 

Then  at  the  balance  lefs  he  mute,  we  never  can  adjust  it ; 

What's  done  we  partly  may  compute,  hut  know  not  whafs  resisted. — (P.  164,  V.  I.) 

"  MossGiEL,  Sunday,  3iid  Sept.,  1786. — Wish  me  luck, 
dear  Richmond !  Armour  has  just  brought  me  a  fine  boy 
and  girl  at  one  throw.    God  bless  them,  poor  little  dears  I 

'  Green  grow  the  rashes,  0 !  green  grow  the  rashes  0 ! 
The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spent,  were  spent  amang  the  lasses,  0 !  "* 

— Note  to  Richmond^  in  Pickering  MSS, 

Sept.  3.— The  OALP  :  To  the  Rev.  J.  Steven,  on  his  text  in  Church.— (B.  155,  Vol.  1.) 

Sept.  8. — "I  believe  all  hopes  of  staying  at  home  will  be  abortive.  You  will 
have  heard  that  Armour  has  repaid  me  double.  A  very  fine  boy  and  girl  have 
awakened  thoughts  and  feelings  that  thrill,  some  with  tender  pressure,  and 
some  with  foreboding  anguish  through  my  souL" — Letter  to  Robert  Muir. 

Nature's  Law:  a  Poem,  inscribed  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq. — (Page  302,  Vol.  II.) 
SONG:  Willie  Chalmers.— (P&ge  304,  VoL  IL) 

Pr.  Blacklock's  Letter  to  the  Eev.  George  Lawrie,  dated,  "  Sept.  4,  1786."] 
Verses  left  at  a  Reverend  Friend's  liouse,  where  the  Author  slept.— (Fa.ge  174,  Vol.  I.) 
SONd :  Ye  sons  of  old  Killie.— (P&ge  364,  Vol.  IL) 

Tarn  Samson's  Elegy.— (P.  165,  Vol.  I. )   The  Brigs  of  Ayr :  a  Poenu—T.  143,  Vol.  L) 
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"  My  father's  cousin,  the  late  Mies  Greenshields  of  Sprin  gbank,  Kilmarnock 
who  attained  the  long  age  of  97,  has  often  told  me  that  she  knew  Burna 
intimately— that  he  used  frequently,  on  market-days,  to  dine  with  her  uncle, 
the  first  Bailie  Greenshields  of  Townend ;  and,  with  his  long  drab  greatcoat 
and  gig- whip,  which  he  carried  with  him  everywhere,  he  was  by  all  regarded 
as  bearing  a  strong  resemblance  to  a  Horse-couper." — Letter  from  J.  B.  Green- 
shields, Esq.,  ofK&rse,  to  the  FublisJier,  1871. 

September  26. — "  My  departure  is  uncertain,  but  I  do  not  think  it  will  be 
till  a^ter  harvest" — Burns  to  his  cousin,  Mi:  Burness. 

OCTOBBE  6.— [Final  accounting  with  Wilson  the  printer.] 

October  9. — "I  was  with  Wilson,  my  printer,  the  t'other  day,  and  we  settled 
all  our  bygone  matters  together.  I  made  him  an  offer  of  the  second  edition,  on 
the  hazard  of  being  paid  out  of  the  first  and  readiest,  which  he  declines.  I 
have  been  feeling  all  the  various  rotations  and  movements  within  respecting 
the  Excise ;  and  even  should  you,  my  friends,  my  benefactors,  be  successful 
in  your  application  for  me,  perhaps  the  consequences  of  my  follies  may  make 
it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at  home.  I  have  for  some  time  been  pining 
imder  secret  wretchedness,  from  causes  which  you  pretty  well  know — the  pang 
of  disappointment,  the  sting  of  pride,  with  some  wandering  stabs  of  remorse, 
which  never  fail  to  settle  on  my  vitals  like  vultures,  when  attention  is  not 
called  away  by  the  vagaries  of  the  Muse.  Even  in  the  hour  of  social  mirth, 
my  gaiety  is  the  madness  of  an  intoxicated  criminal  under  the  hands  of  the 
executioner."— Zef^er  to  Aiken. 

SOKG:  Farewell,  the  bonie  Banks  o'  Ayr,—(P&ge  193,  VoL  I.) 

"  I  had  taken  the  last  farewell  of  my  few  friends :  my 
chest  was  on  the  road  to  Greenock :  I  had  composed  the 
last  song  I  should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia,  when  Dr. 
Blacklock's  opinion  that  I  would  meet  with  encouragement 
in  Edinburgh  for  a  second  edition,  fired  me  so  much,  that 
I  posted  away  for  that  city." — AutoUography, 

"At  the  close  of  the  autumn  following,  she  [Mary] 
crossed  the  sea  to  meet  me  at  Greenock,  where  she  had 
scarce  landed,  when  she  was  seized  with  a  malignant  fever, 
which  hurried  my  dear  girl  to  the  grave  in  a  few  days, 
before  I  could  even  hear  of  her  illness." — CromeTcs  Beliques. 

October  23.— Dines  with  Dugald  Stewart  and  Lord  Doer.— (2.  131,  Vol.  II.) 

October  ZQ.— Epistle  to  Major  Logan.— (P&ge  365,  Vol.  IL) 

November  18.— [Letter  to  Miss  Alexander  of  Ballochmyle.] 

November.— [Letter  to  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair,  enclosing  the  "Stair  MS"— 
See  page  159,  Vol.  I.] 

November  20. — [Writes  a  mock- warrant  to  William  Chalmers,  writer,  Ayr, 
to  burn  a  certain  wicked  ballad  enclosed.] 
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Note  of  Mason  Lodge  attendances  (continued):  1786 — 
June  7, 15,  23,  July  29  ;  Aug.  18 ;  Oct.  5  (Sorn) ;  Nov.  10. 

November  27. — Left  Mossgiel  on  horseback,  by  way 
of  Biggar,  for  Edinburgh. 

"  Ton  wild  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide, 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  of  the  Clyde." — P.  288,  Vol.  L 

[Referring  to  the  fact,  first  announced  by  Mr.  Archibald  Prentice  (sometime 
editor  of  the  Manchester  Times)  in  a  letter  to  Professor  Wilson,  dated  March  8, 
1841,  that  Burns,  on  his  road  to  Edinburgh  from  Mossgiel,  on  this  occasion, 
spent  a  night  in  the  farmhouse  of  his  father,  Mr.  Archibald  Prentice,  Covington 
Mains,  near  Biggar  (a  subscriber  for  20  copies  of  the  poet's  Edinburgh  edition) 
—Dr.  Hately  Waddell  has  the  following  note  in  connection  with  this  song,  Yon 
wild  mossy  mountains : — "  Death  had  by  this  time  dissolved  the  bond  between 
Bums  and  Mary,  and  circumstances  for  the  moment  had  alienated  his  affections 
from  Jean.  Some  country  beauty  in  the  moors  of  Tintock  must  have  attracted 
his  attention  for  the  moment  when  he  rested  there,  and  he  has  immortaliz  ed 
the  nameless  heroine  accordingly.  The  'part  of  his  private  history  which  it  is 
of  no  consequence  to  the  world  to  know,'  seems  to  be  made  thus  sufficiently 
clear,  without  further  mystery  or  conjecture."] 


THE  BEIDaE  OF  LIFE— KEYSTONE  OF  THE  ARCH. 
[1786.— AGE  27.] 

If  the  compiler  has  placed  the  "  Episode  of  Highland  Mary  "  under  its  proper 
date  in  the  foregoing  table  (and  the  date  has  been  adopted  by  all  who  have 
written  on  the  subject  since  1850),  the  most  indifferent  reader  can  scarcely  fail 
to  be  struck  with  the  amazing  discrepancy  between  the  facts  thus  established 
and  the  words  we  have  quoted  from  the  poet's  own  account  of  that  celebrated 
passage  in  his  "  early  life."  If  Dr.  Hately  Waddell  be  correct  in  averring,  that 
out  of  these  accepted  facts  a  theory  has  arisen  which  "  implies  a  charge  of 
cruelty  or  injustice  towards  Mary  Campbell  on  Burns'  part,"  it  is  very  certain 
that  no  suggestion  of  such  a  charge  is  contained  in  the  Essay,  by  the  present 
writer,  which  accompanied  the  first  announcement  of  the  result  of  his  "Enquiry 
concerning  the  date  of  Highland  Mary's  death." 

Like  that  enthusiastic  eulogist  of  Burns,  we  see  "  neither  gmlt  nor  the 
shadow  of  guilt  on  his  conscience  "  in  connection  with  his  posthumous  passion 
for  Mary ;  yet  we  cannot  admire  the  manner  in  which  his  spiritual  biographer 
tries  to  escape  consideration  of  the  inconsistencies  above  referred  to  (seeming, 
as  they  do,  to  compromise  the  credit  of  the  poet),  when,  instead  of  manfully 
meeting  these  difficulties,  by  offering  some  defence  or  attempted  explanation, 
he  seeks  to  break  the  teeth  of  argument  with  his  Pontifical  crozier,  thus :  "Let 
no  man,  for  the  credit  of  his  own  manhood,  question  more!  " 

In  a  merely  suggestive  outline  or  biographical  frame-work  like  the  present, 
there  is  little  room  for  argument  or  discussion ;  yet,  for  the  poet's  sake,  who 
really  does  need  at  times  to  be  protected  from  his  friends,  and  for  our  own 
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sake — for  we  neither  ■wish  the  poet  nor  ourselves  to  be  misrepresented — wo 
may  be  allowed  here  to  quote  a  passage,  bearing  on  this  point,  from  the 
Antiquarian  paper  which  the  Doctor  is  so  disposed  to  denounce: — 

"It  seems  to  me  pretty  plain  that  when  Burns,  in  his  after  life  (that  is, 
after  1786),  makes  use  of  such  general  expressions  as  'my  yonthful  days,'  'my 
very  early  years,'  'before  I  was  known  in  the  world,'  he  means  to  sub-divide 
his  life  into  two  distinct  periods — namely,  that  which  preceded  the  first  publi- 
cation of  his  poems  as  his  early  life,  and  the  portion  subsequent  thereto  as  his 
latter  life.  We  find  him,  in  1792,  applying  the  expression  '  my  early  years '  with 
this  meaning,  in  his  letter  to  Eiddel  of  Glenriddel,  in  reference  to  the  excerpts 
from  his  first  common-place  Book  (closed  in  October,  1785),  thus — '  I  lighted 
on  a  manuscript  of  my  early  years;'  and  we  have  a  still  more  remarkable 
instance  of  this  distinction  in  the  poet's  mind,  where,  in  his  letter  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop,  written  not  very  many  weeks  after  his  first  appearance  in  Edinburgh, 
he  says — '  When  I  composed  my  Vision  long  ago' — which  'long  ago'  could  not 
possibly  reach  farther  back  than  eighteen  months!  These  expressions  are 
somewhat  parallel  to  the  words  which  startle  us  in  his  allusions  to  those 
youthful  days,'  those  'very  early  years  before  he  was  at  all  known  in  the 
«\^orld,'  when  his  heart  was  soothed  by  Mary's  'generous  love.'  It  thus  seems 
to  have  become  a  habit  of  his  mind  to  set  up  the  period  of  his  first  publication 
as  a  middle  wall  of  partition  between  what  he  considered  his  early  and  his 
latter  j^ears.  This  distinction  appears  not  unnatural  when  we  contemplate  the 
world  of  pressing  thought  and  the  teeming  events  that  were  crushed  into 
that  little  year  of  his  brief  but  burning  existence.  Small  room  do  we 
find  for  interpolating  that  '  pretty  long  tract  of  reciprocal  attachment ' 
followed  so  sharply  by  Mary's  mournful  death,  into  the  shifting  melo- 
drama of  that  wonderful  yearl  Never  was  the  Promethean  fire  of  Man's 
breathing  soul  exhibited  in  more  volcanic  force  than  it  was  seen  in  Burns. 
'Poor  sons  of  a  day'  as  we  all  are  at  the  farthest,  to  no  care-laden,  toil-worn 
mortal,  whose  energies  for  good  or  ill  are  hushed  at  length  in  everlasting 
slumber,  could  the  phrase — 'He  died  an  old  man  at  thirty-seven!' — be  more 
correctly  applied  than  to  him !  His  spirit  consumed  brightly  within  him  to  the 
last ;  but  long  ere  he  could  see  Death  coming  forth  to  meet  him  (and  exactly 
ten  years  after  inditing  his  first  Epistle  to  Davie),  he  thus  wrote  to  Mrs.  Dunlop 
— '  What  a  transient  business  is  life !  Very  lately  I  was  a  boy, — but  t'other  day 
I  was  a  young  man, — and  already  I  begin  to  feel  the  rigid  fibre  and  stiffening 
joints  of  old  age  coming  fast  over  my  frame!'  The  noble  arch  of  his  existence 
was  not  wide  of  span;  but  the  weight  which  pressed  upon  it,  and,  indeed, 
contributed  to  the  formation  of  its  Eoman  strength,  was  enormous!  The  key- 
stone of  that  arch  was  certainly  the  year  1786,  from  which  momentous  centre- 
point,  laden  with  interest  to  himself  and  to  the  world,  did  the  wondrous 
masonry  of  his  life  round  itself  off  to  the  right  side  and  to  the  left, — at  the 
base  of  one  of  its  piers,  a  tiny  cradle  by  a  cottage  hearth — at  the  base  of  the 
other,  a  not  unwelcome  grave  in  the  Poet's  Corner." 


Clci??  of  Part  First. 


CHRONOLOGICAL  SUMMARY,  &o.-PARr  SECOND. 


INTKODUOTOET.— THE  POET  IN  EDINBURQH. 
[1786 — AGE  27.] 


At  the  very  threshold  of  this  new  portion  of  our  undertaking,  we  are  met  by 
a  difficulty  somewhat  akin  to,  although  devoid  of  the  importance  of,  that 
which  is  discussed  at  the  conclusion  of  our  former  stage.  The  members  of 
the  Caledonian  Hunt  were  lately  pleased,  through  their  Secretary,  to  intimate 
to  the  publisher  their  acceptance  of  his  proposal  to  inscribe  the  present  work 
to  them;  and,  at  same  time,  the  Secretary  favored  him  with  an  excerpt  from  the 
original  minute  of  that  meeting  which  passed  the  resolution  to  subscribe,  as  a 
Club,  for  one  hundred  copies  of  the  poet's  Edinburgh  edition,  then  in  the 
printer's  hands.  This  minute  happens  to  be  dated  10th  January,  1787,  whereas, 
in  the  poet's  printed  correspondence,  we  have  him,  so  early  as  7th  December, 
1786,  writing  thus  to  Gavin  Hamilton — "  Through  my  Lord  Glencairn's  influ- 
ence, it  is  inserted  in  the  records  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt  that  they  universally, 
one  and  all,  subscribe  for  the  second  edition,"  A  letter  to  Ballantyne,  dated 
six  days  thereafter,  contains  the  same  information,  with  the  addition  that 
he  says  the  entry  orders  one  guinea  to  be  paid  for  each  copy!  Thus  we 
see  how  little  reliance  can  be  placed  on  the  on  dits  and  table  talk  circulating  in 
lettei-s  or  passing  conversations  between  one  friend  and  another.  "We  are, 
therefore,  driven  to  content  ourselves  with  the  conjecture  that  the  sanguine 
poet,  in  the  first  week  of  December,  1786,  mistook  Lord  Glencairn's  promise  to 
move  in  the  matter  referred  to,  for  an  assurance  that  such  motion  (which  was 
not  really  made  till  five  weeks  thereafter)  had  already  passed.  The  exaggeration 
from  five  shillings  (one  shilling  under  the  publishing  price)  to  owe  guinea,  needs 
no  comment  Here  follows  a  copy  of  the  minute  referred  to : — 
Excerpt  from  Minute  of  Meeting  of  the  Royal  Caledonian  Hunt,  held  at  Edinburgh 


on  10th  January,  1787 ; — 


Present — ^Lord  Elibank,  Preses. 


The  Duke  of  Gordon. 
Lord  Maitland, 
Lord  Elphinston. 
Sir  Wm.  Maxwell. 
Sir  John  Scott 
John  Eutherfurd,  Esq. 
Wm.  M'Dowall,  Esq. 
Colonel  Wemyss. 
Andw.  M'Dowall,  Esq. 
John  M 'Donald,  Esq. 
Duncan  Campbell,  Esq. 
William  Hamilton,  Esq. 


The  Earl  of  Glencairn. 

Lord  Haddo. 

Sir  Archibald  Hope. 

Sir  John  Whitefoord. 

Sir  Wm.  Cunninghame. 

Alexr.  Cunningham,  Esq. 

Andw.  Houston,  Jordanhill, 

Alexander  Duncan,  Esq. 

Captain  Eoss. 

Captain  Douglass. 

Andrew  Houston,  Calderhall. 


(    Iv  ) 

"A  motion  being  made  by  the  Earl  of  Glencairn,  and  Beconded  by  Sir  John 
"Whitefoord,  in  favour  of  Mr.  Burns,  of  Ayrshire,  ^vho  had  dedicated  the  new 
edition  of  his  Poems  to  the  Caledonian  Hunt — 

The  meeting  were  of  opinion  that,  in  consideration  of  his  superior  merit,  as 
well  as  of  the  compliment  paid  to  them,  Mr.  Hagart  should  be  directed  to 
subscribe  for  One  Hundred  copies,  in  their  name,  for  which  he  should  pay 
to  Mr.  Burns,  Twenty-five  Pounds,  upon  the  publication  of  his  Book.' " 


THE  EVENTFUL  YEAR  CLOSED  IN  THE  SCOTTISH  METROPOLIS. 
[178G.— iGE  27.] 

Thy  Som,  Edina!  social,  kind, 
With  open  arms  the  Stranger  hail— (P.  181,  Vol.  I.) 

Tuesday,  28th  November. — Supposed  date  of  the  poet's 
arrival. — See  Note,  page  196,  Yol.  i. 

[Obtained  a  share  of  bed  and  board  with  his  Mauchline  friend  and  corre- 
spondent, John  Richmond,  formerly  apprentice  with  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer, 
and  now  (1786)  clerk  to  Wm.  Wilson,  W.S.] 

[James  Dalrymple,  Esq.  of  Orangefield,  seems  to  have  been  the  first  person 
of  consequence,  resident  in  the  city,  whom  the  poet  waited  on.  By  him,  he 
was  speedily  introduced  to  the  Earl  of  Glencairrt] 

[Saturday,  2nd  Dec] — "  You  want  to  know  how  I  come  on.  The  noble 
Earl  of  Glencairn  took  me  by  the  hand  to-day,  and  interested  himself  in  my 
concerns,  with  a  goodness  like  that  benevolent  Being  whose  image  he  so  nobly 
bears." — Letter  to  Dalrymple. 

Wednesday,  6th  Dec— [The  Ayrshire  estates  of  the  late  unfortunate  Earl 
of  Loudoun  were  judicially  sold.  The  poet,  by  request  of  his  friend,  Gavin 
Hamilton,  attended,  and  next  day  dispatched  to  him  a  note  of  the  result.] 

Thursday,  7th  Dec.—"  My  Lord  Glencairn  and  the  Dean  of  Faculty  [Mr.  H. 
Erskine]  have  taken  me  under  their  wing ;  and,  by  all  probability,  I  shall  soon 
be  the  tenth  worthy,  and  the  eighth  wise  man  in  the  world.  Through  my  lord's 
infiuence,  it  is  inserted  in  the  records  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  that  they 
universally,  one  and  all,  subscribe  for  the  second  edition.  My  subscription 
bills  come  out  to-morrow.  I  have  met  in  Mr.  Dalrymple  of  Orangefield,  what 
Solomon  calls  '  a  friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother.' " — Letter  to  Gavin 
Hamilton. 

Saturday,  9th  Dec — [The  last  number  of  The  Lounger  was  published,  con- 
taining Henry  Mackenzie's  Review  of  Burns'  Kilmarnock  poems.  A  few  days 
thereafter.  Dr.  Blacklock  wrote  to  the  Rev.  Dr  Lawrie,  recommending  that  the 
new  edition  should  be  prefaced  by  the  article  from  The  Lounger,  and  complain 
ing  that  Burns  had  not,  as  yet,  called  on  him.] 

"  Wednesday,  13th  Dec — I  arrived  here  on  Tuesday  was  se'night,  and  have 
suffered,  ever  since  I  came  to  town,  with  a  miserable  headache  and  stomach 
complaint,  but  am  now  a  good  deal  better.  By  Lord  Glencairn's  interest,  it  is 
passed  in  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  and  entered  in  their  books,  that  they  are  to  take 
each  a  copy  of  the  second  edition,  for  which  they  are  to  pay  One  Guinea.  I 
have  been  introduced  to  a  good  many  of  the  noblesse:  my  avowed  patrons  ar« 


(    Ivi  ) 


the  Duches3  of  Gordon,  the  Countess  of  Glencalrn,  &c.  An  unknown  hand  left 
Ten  Guineas  for  the  Ayrshire  Bard,  -with  Mr.  Sibbald,  which  I  got.  I  have 
Bince  discovered  my  generous,  unknown  friend  to  be  Patrick  Miller,  Esq., 
brother  to  the  Justice-Clerk.  I  am  nearly  agreed  with  Creech  to  print  my  book, 
and  I  suppose  I  will  begin  on  Monday." — Letter  to  Ballantyne. 

POEM:  Address  to  Edinburgh.— (P&ge  181,  VoL  I.) 
Address  to  a  Haggis. — (Page  179,  Vol.  I.) 

Wednesday,  27th  Dec. — "I  enclose  you  two  poems  I  have  carded  and  spun 

since  I  passed  Glenbuck.*   One  blank  in  the  Address  to  Edinburgh, '  Fair  B  , 

is  heavenly  Miss  Burnet,  daughter  to  Lord  Monboddo,  at  whose  house  I  have 
had  the  honour  to  be  more  than  once." — Letter  to  Wm.  Chalmers,  writer,  Ayr. 

Sunday,  31st  Dec— [Birthday  of  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart.] 
Birthday  Oc?e.— (Page  133,  Vol.  II.) 

"  The  town  is  at  present  agog  with  the  Ploughman  Poet,  who  receives  adula- 
tion with  native  dignity,  and  is  the  very  figure  of  his  profession — strong,  but 
coarse ;  yet  has  he  a  most  enthusiastic  heart  of  love.  He  has  seen  Duchess 
Gordon,  and  all  the  gay  world.  His  favourite,  for  looks  and  manners,  is  Bess 
Burnet — no  bad  judge  indeed! " — Letter  of  Mrs.  Alison  Cockburn. 


PATKONAGE  OF  THE  SCOTTISH  GENTEY. 
IEdinbukgh  1787.— age  28.] 

0  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts,  an'  please  themseVs      countra  sports. 

It  wad  for  ev'ry  ane  be  better,  the  Laird,  the  Tenant,  arC  the  Cotter ! 

For  thae  frank,  rantin\  ramblin'  billies,  fient  haet  o'  them's  ill-hearted  fellows; 

Except  for  brealciri  o'  their  timmer,  or  speakin'  lightly  6"  their  Limmer, 

Or  shootin"  of  a  hare  or  moorcock,  the  ne'er-a-bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. — (P.  6,  V.  I.) 

Monday,  1st  Jan.— Ferses  to  Miss  Logan,  with  Beattie's  Poems.— (V.  178,  VoL  I.) 

Sunday,  7th  Jan.— "To  tell  the  truth,  I  feel  a  miserable  blank  in  my  heart 
with  the  want  of  her,  and  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  meet  with  so  delicious  an 
armful  again.  She  has  her  faults,  and  so  have  you  and  I,  and  so  has  every- 
body. ...  I  have  met  with  a  very  pretty  girl,  a  Lothian  farmer's  daughter, 
whom  I  have  almost  persuaded  to  accompany  me  to  the  West  Country,  should 
I  ever  return  to  settle  there." — Letter  to  Gavin  Hamilton  about  Jean  Armour. 

Wednesday,  10th  Jan. — [Caledonian  Hunt  Meeting,  and  Minute  resolving 
to  subscribe  for  100  copies  of  his  forthcoming  edition. — See  page  5i  ante.] 

Thursday,  11th  Jan.—"  This  is  the  great  day— the  assembly  and  ball  of  the 
Caledonian  Hunt.  A  gentleman  (Mr.  Wauchope)  waited  on  me  yesterday,  and 
gave  me,  by  Lord  Eglinton's  order,  ten  guineas,  by  way  of  subscription  for  a 
brace  of  copies  of  my  second  edition." — Letter  to  Mr.  Mackenzie,  surgeon, 
Mauchline. 

Feiday,  12th  Jan. — [Grand  Masonic  demonstration.  Burns  present  at  a 
meeting  of  St.  Andrew's  Lodge.  Grand  Master  Charteris,  with  the  Grand 
Lodge  and  several  other  Lodges,  attended.] 

"  The  Grand  Master,  who  presided  with  great  solemnity  and  honor  to  himself 
fts  a  gentleman  and  as  a  mason,  gave,  among  several  other  toasts,  '  Caledonia! 


*  Glenbuck  is  the  source  of  the  River  Ayr. — See  The  Twa  Brigs. 


(    Ivii  ) 


and  Caledonia's  Bard— Kobert  Barns  !*  which  rang  through  the  whole  assembly 
with  multiplied  honors  and  repeated  acclamations.  As  I  had  no  idea  such  a 
thing  would  happen,  I  was  downright  thunder-struck,  and,  trembling  in  every 
nerve,  made  the  best  return  in  my  power.  ...  I  have  corrected  to  my  152 
page." — Letter  to  Ballantyne. 

Sunday,  14th  Jan.— "My  generous  friend,  Mr.  Patrick  Miller,  has  been 
talking  with  me  about  a  lease  of  some  farm  or  other  in  an  estate  called 
Dalswinton,  which  he  has  recently  bought,  near  Dumfries.  I  dare  say  he 
means  to  favor  me;  yet,  as  he  is  no  judge  of  land,  he  may  give  me  an 
advantageous  bargain  that  may  ruin  me." — Letter  to  Ballantyne. 

Song  :  The  Banis  o'  Z)oon.— First  version.— (Page  310,  Vol.  1.) 

Thursday,  1st  Feb. — [Burns  attended  a  meeting  of  the  Canongate-Kilwinning 
Lodge — Alexander  Ferguson,  Esq.,  of  Craigdarroch,  E.W.  Master,  in  the  Chair.] 

"  The  E.W.  Master  having  observed  that  Brother  Burns  was  at  present  in  the 
Lodge — who  is  well  known  as  a  great  poetic  writer,  and  for  a  late  publication 
of  his  works,  which  have  been  universally  commended — submitted  that  he 
should  be  assumed  a  member  of  the  Lodge,  which  was  unanimously  agreed  to, 
and  he  was  assumed  accordingly." — Lodge  Minutes. 

Poem:  Reply  to  the  Gudewife  of  Waiichope-JIouse.—(P&ge  134,  Vol.  IL) 

Crochallan  Femihles. — See  pp.  137  and  342,  Vol.  IL — [Burns  introduced  to  the 
Club  by  "Wm.  Smellie,  printer.] 

[Alexander  Nasmyth,  artist,  Writers'  Court,  paints  the  well-known  portrait 
of  the  poet.— See  pp.  306  and  307,  Vol.  IL] 

Feb.  6. — Ttob&rt  Fergusson,  the  Poet. — [Burns  petitions  the  managers  of  the 
Kirk  and  Kirkyard  Funds  of  Canongate  for  leave  to  erect  a  headstone  over  his 
grave,  which  was  granted.] 

Inscnption  on  the  Tomb  of  Fergusson. — (See  pp.  136,  270,  and  322,  VoL  II.) 

Feb.  ii.—Beugo's  Engraving  from  Nasmyth' s  Painting. — "I  am  getting  my 
phiz  done  by  an  eminent  engraver  (John  Beugo,  Princes  Street),  and  if  it 
can  be  ready  in  time,  I  shall  appear  in  mybook,  looking,  like  other  fools,  to  my 
title-page." — Letter  to  Ballantyne. 

Verses  written  Mow  the  Earl  of  Glencairn's  Picture. — (Page  367,  Vol.  II.) 

Professor  Dugald  Stewart's  Morning  Walls  with  Burns. — "In  the  course 
of  the  Spring,  he  called  on  me  once  or  twice,  at  my  request,  early  in  the 
morning,  and  walked  with  me  to  Braid  Hills,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  town, 
when  he  charmed  me  still  more  by  his  private  conversation  than  he  had  ever 
done  in  company.  When  I  was  admiring  a  distant  prospect  in  one  of  our 
morning  walks,  he  told  me  that  the  sight  of  so  many  smoking  cottages  gave  a 
pleasure  to  his  mind,  which  none  could  understand  who  had  not  witnessed,  like 
himself,  the  happiness  and  the  worth  which  they  contained." 

April  4»— [Date  of  the  'Poefs  Dedication  to  the  Caledonian  Runt. — P.  135,  Vol.  L] 

„     9. — [Commences  his  Edinburgh  Common-place  Book.] 

„   IG.— Prologue  spoken  by  Mr.  Woods,  on  his  Benefit-night.— (P.  204,  Vol.  II.) 

„    21. — [New  Edition  of  his  Poem's  published.   Price  to  Subscribers,  5s. ; 
to  Non-subscribers,  6s.] 

May  5. — [Leaves  Edinburgh,  on  a  Border  Tour  of  five  weeks.] 
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BACK  TO  AYESHIEE— MOODY  EETEOSPEOT— INFIBM  EESOLVES. 
[1787.— AGE  28.] 

May  13th,  1787 ^E^fistle  to  William  Creech.— (Pa-ge  271,  Vol  II.) 

Mat  5th  to  June  9th. — [The  poet  enjoyed  an  interesting  zig-zag  tour  in  the 
Bouth  border  counties  of  Scotland  during  this  period.  The  last  week  of  the 
journey  was  spent  in  Dumfries  and  neighbourhood,  embracing  a  visit  to 
Dalswinton,  with  some  inspection  of  Mr.  Miller's  farms.] 

June  9th. — [Arrived  at  Mauchline  and  MossgieL  Slept  not  at  home,  but  at 
John  Dow's  Inn,  where  the  "  old,  old  story"  between  the  poet  and  Jean  Armour 
was  resumed.] 

June  11th.— "If  anything  had  been  wanting  to  disgust  me  completely  at 
Armour's  family,  their  mean,  servile  compliance  would  have  done  it.  I  cannot 
settle  my  mind.  I  cannot  dare  to  risk  on  farms  as  they  are.  If  I  do  not  flx,  I 
will  go  to  Jamaica.  Should  I  stay  in  an  unsettled  state  here,  I  would  only 
dissipate  my  little  fortune,  and  ruin  what  I  intend  shall  compensate  my  little 
ones  for  the  stigma  I  have  brought  on  their  names." — Letter  to  James  Smith. 

June  13th. — "  I  never,  my  friend,  thought  mankind  very  capable  of  anythiijg 
generous;  but  the  stateliness  of  the  patricians  of  Edinburgh,  and  the  civility 
of  my  plebeian  brethren  (who,  perhaps,  formerly  eyed  me  askance)  since  I 
returned  home,  have  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit  altogether  with  my  species. 
The  many  ties  of  acquaintance  and  friendship  which  I  have,  or  think  I  have, 
in  life, — I  have  felt  along  the  lines,  and  (damn  them !)  they  are  almost  all  of 
them  of  such  frail  contexture,  that  I  am  sure  they  would  not  stand  the  breath 
of  the  least  adverse  breeze  of  fortune." — Letter  to  William  Nicol. 

West  Highland  Tour. — "  Having  remained  with  his  friends  in  Mauchline 
a  few  days,  he  set  out  on  a  journey  to  the  Highlands ;  but  no  particulars  of  the 
tour  have  been  found  among  his  manuscripts." — Currie. 

Epigram  at  Inverary. — (Page  205,  VoL  II.) 

[Chambers  suggests  that  the  poet  may  have,  on  this  occasion,  secretly  visited 
the  relatives  of  Highland  Mary,  and  perhaps  dropped  a  tear  over  her  grave  at 
Greenock;  and  remarks  that  a  sort  of  mystery  hangs  over  this  journey,  much 
like  that  with  which  the  poet  has  contrived  to  invest  the  whole  story  of  Mary. 
With  the  exception  of  the  ill-natured  epigram  at  Inverarj%  and  a  like  tem- 
pered note  to  Ainslie,  written  from  Arrochar,  by  Lochlong,  on  28th  June,  the 
only  information  we  have  concerning  the  tour  is  derived  from  letters  addressed 
to  James  Smith  and  John  Eichmond,  by  the  poet  after  his  return  home.  The 
"  gossip  "  which  has  been  so  religiously  gathered  by  Dr.  Waddell  in  relation  to 
this  and  other  incidents  in  the  life  of  Burns,  is  very  properly  so  denominated ; 
for  little,  if  any  of  it,  seems  to  have  much  foundation  beyond  the  natural  vanity 
so  frequently  displayed  by  unscrupulous  triflers,  who  are  fond  to  bring  them- 
selves or  their  ancestors,  in  ever  so  contemptible  a  degree,  into  juxta  position 
with  greatness. — "When  you,  Mr.  Garrick,  played  Hamlet  at  Drury  Lane,  I 
played  tlie  Cock  I"} 

Verses  addressed  to  Isabella  M'Leod,  of  Raasay,  on  her  Brother's  Death.— 
(Page  365,  VoL  I.) 

[In  the  Buccleuch  Street  Chapel  burying-ground  at  Edinburgh,  close  by  the 
resting-place  of  old  David  Herd  and  of  Mrs.  Alison  Cockburu,  is  the  tomb  of 
"  Flora,  eldest  daughter  of  M'Leod  of  Eaasay,  wife  of  Col.  James  Mure  Camp- 
bell, of  Eowallan,  who  died  3d  September,  1780,  a  few  hours  after  giving  birth 
to  her  only  child,  Flora,  who  became  Countess  of  Loudoun."] 


(   lix  ) 


Masonic  Mania. — "In  Summer,  17S7,  I  passed  some  weeks  in  AjTshii'e,  and 
Baw  Burns  0  ccasionally.  I  think  that  he  made  a  pretty  long  excursion  that  season 
to  the  Highlands,  and  had  visited  what  Beattie  calls  the  Arcadian  ground  of 
Scotland,  upon  the  Banks  of  Teviot  and  Tweed,  I  was  led  by  curiosity  to 
attend,  for  an  hour  or  two,  a  Mason  Lodge  in  Mauchline,  where  Burns  presided  . 
He  had  occasion  to  make  some  short,  unpremeditated  compliments  to  different 
individuals  from  whom  he  had  no  reason  to  expect  a  visit,  and  everything  he 
said  was  happily  conceived,  and  forcibly,  as  well  as  fluently  expressed.  His 
manner  of  speaking  in  public  had  evidently  the  marks  of  practice  in  ex- 
tempore elocution," — Professor  Dugald  Stewart's  Narrative. 

"Mauchline,  June  30,  1787. — I  have  yet  fixed  on  nothing  with  respect  to 
the  serious  business  of  life.  I  am,  as  usual,  a  rhyming,  mason-making 
raking,  aimless,  idle  fellow.  However,  T  shall  have  a  farm  soon:  I  was  going 
to  say  a  wife  too ;  but  that  must  never  be  my  blessed  lot.  I  am  but  a  j'ouuger 
son  of  the  house  of  Parnassus,  and  like  other  younger  sons  of  great  families,  I 
may  intrigue,  if  I  choose  to  run  all  risks,  but  must  not  marry," — Letter  to  James 
Smith, 

"  MatjCHLIne,  25th  July,  1787.— -This  night  the  Deputation  of  the  Lodge 
met  at  Mauchline,  and  entered  Brother  Alexander  Allison  of  Barmuir,  an 
apprentice.  Likewise  admitted  Brs.  Professor  Stuart  of  Cathrine,  and 
Claude  Alexander,  Esq.,  of  Ballochmyle,  Claude  Neilson,  Esq.,  Paisley,  John 
Farquhar  Gray,  Esq.,  of  G-ilmiscroft,  and  Dr.  George  Grierson,  Glasgow, 
Honorary  Members  of  the  Lodge.         (Sig.)  Eobt.  Burks,  D.M.  " 

Lodge  Record,  extracted  hy  Editor. 


MOEE  EDINBUEGH  LIFE,  AND  SUNNY-DAT  EEOEEATIONS. 
[1787.— AGE  28.] 

Down  Pleasure's  stream,  wV  swelling  sails,  Tm  tauld  ye^re  driving  rarely; 

But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails,  an'  curse  your  folly  sairly. — (P.  42,  Vol.  I.) 

Aua. — Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Sir  James  Hunter  Blair. — (Page  139,  Vol.  II.) 

Love  Attachment. — [The  Poet  apprehended  on  a  Fugae  warrant,  obtained  at 
instance  of  a  servant-girl,  in  Edinburgh,  then  "  under  a  cloud,"  on  his  account.] 

Aug.  15,— [He  finds  security  to  her  satisfaction,  and  is  released.] 
"  The  lady  must  have  told  you  of  a  girl,  a  Jenny  Olow,  who  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  make  me  a  father  (with  contrition  I  own  it)  contrary  to  the  laws  of  our 
most  excellent  constitution,  in  our  holy  Presbyterian  hierarchy.  I  would  have 
taken  my  boy  from  her  long  ago,  but  she  would  never  consent."  *— Burns  to  Mrs. 
M'Lehose,  23rd  November,  1791. 

Aug.  25. — Northern  Tour. — [Sets  out  from  Edinburgh,  in  a  chaise,  along 
with  Wm.  Nicol,  for  StirUng  and  the  North.] 

Verses  at  Catron.— (P&ge  206,  Vol.  II.) 

Inscriptions  at  Falkirk  and  Stirling.— (P&gQ  309,  VoL  IL) 

•  Both  mother  and  child  are  understood  to  have 'been  dead  when  Mr.  Alderman 
Shaw's  Committee,  in  1304,  made  provision  for  the  other  illegitimate  offspring 
of  the  poet 


(  ) 

Aug.  27. — [The  poet  leaves  Nicol  for  one  day  in  Stirling,  and  proceeds  to  visit 
Gavin  Hamilton's  relatives  at  Harvieston,  on  the  Devon.] 

SoxG:  Banks  of  the  Devon.— (Page  220,  Vol.  L) 

Peggy's  Charms.— (P&ge  234,  Vol  L)     My  Peggy's /ace.— (P&gQ  122,  Vol.  II.) 

Aug.  28.— [Journey  resumed,  by  way  of  Crieff,  Taymouth,  Aberfeldy,  Dunkeld, 
Blair  Athcle,  Killiecrankie,  Fort  George,  Inverness;  and  back  by  Nairn, 
Forres,  Elgin,  Fochabers,  Castle-Gordon,  Cullen,  Aberdeen,  The  Mearns,  Mon- 
trose, Arbroath,  Dundee,  Carse  of  Gowrie,  Perth,  Strathearn,  Invermay,  Kinross, 
Queensferry  to  Edinburgh,  where  the  travellers  arrived  on  16th  September, 
after  three  weeks  absence.] 

Lines  at  Kenmore.—(Pa.ge  371,  VoL  I.)      Birks  of  Aberfeldy.— (Page  206,  VoL  1.) 
T/ieniel  Menzie's  Mary.— (P.  218,  Vol.  L)    BrtMr  Water.— (P&gQ  367,  VoL  L) 
Killiecrankie,— (Pa,gQ  269,  VoL  L)  Bonie  Castle  Gordon.— (P.  121,  VoL  II.) 

Young  Highland  Rover.— (P.  214,  VoL  L)   Fall  of  Fyers.—(P&ge  373,  Vol.  I.) 
MTherson's  Farewell.— {P.  207,  Vol.  I.)     Lads  o'  T]u>rniebank.—(P.  219,  VoL  I.) 

Filial  Excursion  in  October. — [Ee visits  Stirling  and  Harvieston  in  company 
with  Dr.  Adair;  Cauldron  Linn,  Eumbling  Brig.  VisitsMr.  Eamsay,  of  Octer- 
tyre  on  Teith,  and  Sir  William  Murray,  of  Ochtertyre  in  Strathearn ;  also,  Mrs. 
Bruce,  of  Clackmannan  Tower.] 

Poem:  On  Scaring  Water-Fowl  in  Loch  (Page  370,  VoL  L) 

Song:  Blythe  was  She.— (P&ge  226,  VoL  L) 

Oct.  20. — [Eeturns  to  Edinburgh,  and  makes  his  residence  with  Mr.  William 
Cruickshanks,  teacher.  High  SchooL] 

SONG:  The  Rosebud— (Page  230,  VoL  L) 

Poem:  Beauteous  Rosebud.— (Page  363,  Vol.  L) 

Dec. — Second  Winter  in  the  City. — [The  poet  had  resolved  to  leave  Edinburgh 
for  Ayrshire,  about  the  beginning  of  this  month,  when  Fate  so  willed  that  he 
met  and  admired  Mrs.  Agnes  or  Nancy  M'Lehose,  the  comely  young  wife  of  a 
gentleman  who  had  deserted  her,  with  two  children,  and  now  (1787)  resided  in 
Jamaica.  On  8th  December,  after  having  seen  the  lady  only  once,  a  fall  from 
a  coach  bruised  his  knee,  and  caused  him  to  be  confined  in-doors  for  nearly 
six  weeks.] 

Dec.  13.~[Death  of  Lord  President  Dundas.] 

Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Lord  President  Dundas. — (Page  311,  Vol.  II.) 

Dec.  19. — "There  are  just  two  creatures  I  would  envy — a  horse  in  his  wild 
state,  traversing  the  forests  of  Asia,  or  an  oyster  on  some  of  the  desert  shores 
of  Europe.  The  one  has  not  a  wish  without  enjoyment,  the  other  has  neither 
wish  nor  fear." — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers. 

[Jeffrey,  in  the  Edinburgh  Review,  commended  the  eloquent  hypochondriacism 
of  this  passage.] 

Dec.  30. — "  I  am  just  the  same  Will-o'-wisp  being  I  used  to  be.  About  the 
first  and  fourth  quarters  of  the  moon,  I  generally  set  in  for  the  trade-wind  of 
Wisdom ;  but  about  the  full  and  change,  I  am  the  luckless  victim  of  mad  tor- 
nadoes which  blow  me  into  chaos.  Almighty  Love  still  reigns  and  revels  in 
my  bosom ;  and  I  am  at  this  moment  ready  to  hang  myself  for  a  young  Edin- 
burgh widow." — Letter  to  Richard  Bi'own. 

[From  6th  December,  1787,  to  18th  February,  1788,  a  very  close  epistolary 
correspondence  was  mainfained  between  the  poet  and  Mrs.  M'Lehose,  who, 
after  the  first  half-dozen  letters  had  been  interchanged,  adopted  the  pastoral 


(  ki  ) 


name  of  C/ar/nda,  and  Burns  took  that  of  Sylvander,  because  he  said  he  liked  "the 
idea  of  Arcadian  names  in  a  commerce  of  this  kind."  On  4t.h  Januarj'',  1788, 
the  improvement  on  the  poet's  limb  enabled  him  to  visit  her  in  a  sedan  chair, 
and  the  intercourse,  epistolary  and  personal,  continued,  with  little  interruption, 
till  near  the  end  of  March,  17S8,  when  it  was  brought  to  a  sudden  termination 
by  events  which  the  next  chapter  will  disclose. — See  pp.  228  and  236,  Vol.  I.; 
also,  pp.  71,  231,  232,  and  313,  Vol.  IL] 


EDINBUEGH  BEAUTIES  AND  MAUCHLINE  BELLES. 
[17SS.— AGE  29.J 

The  question  is  not  at  what  door  of  Foftune's  palace  shall  we  enter  in,  but,  what  doon 
does  site  open  for  us. — (Burns  to  Peggy  Chalmei-s,  Feb.  17,  1788. ) 

Matrimonial  Aspirations. — "  It  does  not  appear  from 
Barns'  letters  that  he  ever  formally  proposed  marria<2;e  to 
Miss  Margaret  Chalmers,  afterwards  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay; 
yet  the  late  Thomas  Campbell,  the  poet,  told  me  that  the 
lady  herself  hiformed  him  that  Burns  made  a  serious  pro- 
posal to  her." — Note  of  Dr.  Carruthers  to  the  Editor. — (See 
page  365,  Vol.  l) 

[There  are  about  a  dozen  of  these  letters — some  of  which  are  mere  fragments — 
that  seem  to  have  been  printed  from  the  poet's  first  draughts,  the  last  being  dated 
"  September,  17S8,  "  shortly  after  the  poet's  marriage,  and  only  three  months 
preceding  her  own.  In  addressing  her,  he  generally  makes  reference  to  her, 
cousin,  Charlotte  Hamilton,  at  same  time ;  but  we  have  none  of  his  letters  to 
the  latter,  and  it  is  evident  that  one  or  both  of  them  must,  at  some  after  period, 
have  conceived  umbrage  at  the  poet ;  for  we  are  told  by  Cromek,  that  Miss 
Hamilton  burned  all  the  poet's  letters  addressed  to  them.  The  public  have  not 
been  permitted  to  see  any  of  the  letters  addressed  by  Miss  Chalmers  to  Burns, 
although  we  know,  from  the  Clarinda  Correspondence,  that  these  were  admir- 
able, and  that  the  poet  indulged  Clarinda  with  a  reading  of  them.  In  one  of 
his  raving  letters  to  that  lady,  penned  at  the  witching  time  of  night,  after  a  two 
hours'  bout  of  drinking,  he  blabbed  something  about  Peggy  Chalmers  being 
"  indelibly  registered  in  his  heart's  core,"  which  aU  Olarinda's  after-queries 
could  not  induce  him  to  explain.] 

The  Clarinda  Interlude. — "I  think  you  had  almost  best  resolve  against 
WEDLOCK;  for,  unless  a  woman  were  qualified  for  the  companion,  the  friend, 
and  the  mistress,  she  would  not  do  for  you.  The  last  may  gain  you;  but  the 
others  alone  can  keep  you." — Clarinda  to  Sylvander. 

"I  could  suffer  the  lash  of  misery  eleven  months  of  the  year,  were  the 
twelfth  to  be  composed  of  hours  like  j^esternight!  Clarinda!  first  of  3'-our  sex! 
if  ever  I  am  the  veriest  wretch  on  earth  to  forget  you — if  ever  your  lovely 
image  is  effaced  from  my  soul — 

'  May  I  be  lost — no  es'e  to  weep  my  end. 
And  find  no  earth  that's  base  enough  to  bury  me ! ' " 

— Sylvander  to  Clarinda. 

CXJMNOCK,  March  2, 1788. — "  I  long  to  see  you ;  your  image  is  omnipresent 
to  me!  To-night,  at  the  sacred  hour  of  eight,  I  expect  to  meet  yow  at  the 
Throne  of  Grace.  If  I  settle  on  the  farm  I  propose,  I  am  just  a  day  and  a-half's 
ride  from  Edinburgh.  We  will  meet — dou't  you  say,  'perhaps  too  often.'"— 
Sylvander  to  Clarinda. 


(    Ixii  ) 


The  PoeVs  Views  Regarding  Jean  Armour. — ^Matjchlinb,  March.  3,  1788.— 
"1  have  been  through,  sore  tribulation,  and  much  buffeting  of  the  Wicked 
One,  since  I  came  to  this  country.  Jean  I  found  banished  like  a  martyr — 
forlorn,  destitute,  and  friendless,  all  for  the  good  old  cause.  I  have  reconciled 
her  to  her  fate;  I  have  reconciled  her  to  her  mother;  I  have  taken  her  a  room; 
I  have  taken  her  to  my  arms;  I  have  given  her  a  mahogany  bed;  I  have  given 
her  a  guinea.  But  (as  I  alwaj's  am  on  every  occasion)  I  have  been  prudent 
and  cautious  to  an  astonishing  degree:  I  swore  her  privately  and  solemnly 
never  to  attempt  any  claim  on  me  as  a  husband — even  though  anybody  should 
persuade  her  she  had  such  a  claim,  which  she  had  not — neither  during  my  life 
nor  after  my  death.  She  did  all  this  like  a  good  girl,  and"  .  .  .  — Letter  to 
Robert  Ainslie. 

[Within  ten  days  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  poor  Jean  was  again  delivered 
of  twins,  at  the  house  of  William  Muir,  Tarbolton  Mill,  the  place  of  refuge 
above  referred  to  as  "  taken  for  her"  by  the  poet.  These  children  died  shortly 
after  birth.  Bums  was  then  absent  in  Edinburgh,  whither  he  had  gone  for  a 
fortnight,  on  10th  March,  to  complete  his  bargain  about  the  Ellisland  farm,  get 
a  settlement  with  Creech,  and  hold  some  farther  dalliance  with  Clarinda.  That 
lady,  on  5th  March,  had  written  to  him,  enquiring  kindly  after  Jean  in  these 
words,  "I  pity  her  sincerely,  and  wish  a  certain  affair  happily  over."] 

Feb.  14,  1 788. — [Second  volume  of  Johnson's  Museum  published.  35  songs  by 
Burns.— Page  203,  Vol.  L] 


THE  POET'S  MAEEIAGE,  AND  THE  POET'S  APOLOGY. 
[1788.— AGE  29.] 

But  if  it's  ordained  I  maun  take  him, 
O  wha  will  I  get  but  Tarn  Glen? 

Sacrifices. — "MAtrcHLiNB,  April  7, 1788. — I  have  lately  made  some  sacriflces, 
for  which,  were  I  viva  voce  with  you  to  paint  the  situation  and  recount  the 
circumstances,  you  would  applaud  me." — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers. 

"  I  have  already  told  you,  and  I  again  aver  it,  that,  at  the  period  of  time 
alluded  to,  I  was  not  under  the  smallest  moral  tie  to  Mrs.  Burns ;  nor  did  I,  nor 
could  I  then  know  all  the  powerful  circumstances  that  omnipotent  Necessity 
was  busy  laying  in  wait  for  me.  Had  I  seen  the  least  glimmering  of  hope  that 
(Olarinda's)  charms  could  ever  have  been  mine ;  or  even  had  not  iron  Necessity 

 but  these  are  unavailing  words!   As  I  am  convinced  of  my  own  innocence, 

you  will  pardon  me,  Madam,  if  I  do  not  carry  my  complaisance  to  your  opinion 
so  far  as  humbly  to  acquiesce  in  the  name  of  "  Villain,"  merely  out  of  compli- 
ment to  your  opinion." — Burns  to  Mrs.  M'Lehose,  March  9, 1789. 

"Mauchlinb,  April  28. — ^There  is  a  certain  clean-limbed,  handsome,  be- 
witching young  hussey  of  your  acquaintance,  to  whom  I  have  lately  an** 
vrivately  given  a  matrimonial  title  to  my  corpus." — Letter  to  James  Smith. 

The  Merits  of  Necessity.— "■liovindi  a  once  much-loved,  and  still  much-loverl 
female,  literally  and  truly  cast  out  to  the  mercy  of  the  naked  elements  ;  bit  I 
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enabled  her  to  purchase  a  shelter:  there  is  no  sporting  with  a  fellow-creature' a 
happiness  or  misery.  ...  On  my  eclatant  return  to  Mauchlino,  I  was  made 
very  welcome  to  visit  my  girl:  the  usual  circumstances  hegan  to  betray  her, 
and,  as  I  was  at  that  time  laid  up  a  cripple  in  Edinburgh,  she  was  turned  literally 
out  of  doors,  and  I  wrote  to  a  friend  to  shelter  her  till  my  return,  when  our 
marriage  was  declared.  Her  happiness  or  misery  was  in  my  hands,  and  who  could 
trifle  with  such  a  deposit!"— Burns  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

[Lodge  Minutes  of  March  29  and  May  23  1788,  sigd.  Kobt.  Burns,  D.M.] 
"  Mauchline,  Aug.  5th.  17SS.— Sess  Oon :— Compeared  Kobert  Burns  with 
Jean  Armour,  his  alleged  spouse.  They  both  acknowledged  their  irregular 
marriage,  and  their  sorrow  for  that  irregularity,  desiring  that  the  Session 
will  take  such  steps  as  may  seem  to  them  proper  in  order  to  the  solemn 
confirmation  of  the  said  marriage.  The  Session  taking  this  affair  under  their 
consideration,  agree  that  they  both  be  rebuked  for  this  acknowledged 
irregularity,  and  that  they  be  taken  solemnly  engaged  to  adhere  faithfully  to 
one  another  as  husband  and  wife  all  the  days  of  th  eir  hfe.  And  in  regard  the 
Session  had  a  title  in  law  to  some  fine  for  behoof  of  the  poor,  they  agree  to 
refer  to  Mr,  Burns  his  own  generosity.  The  above  sentence  was  accordingly 
executed,  and  the  Session  absolved  the  said  parties  from  any  scandal  on  this 
acct. 


"  Mr.  Burns  gave  a  guinea  note  for  behoof  of  the  poor." 
[The  signature  of  Jean  Armour  is  in  the  poet's  handwriting.] 

The  Foefs  estimate  of  Cultivated  Womanhood. — "Eobust  health  is  the  peculiar 
privilege  and  blessing  of  our  hale,  sprightly  damsels  that  are  bred  among  th© 
hay  and  heather.  "We  cannot  hope  for  that  highly-polished  mind,  that  charming 
delicacy  of  soul  which  is  found  among  the  female  world  iu  the  more  elevated 
stations  of  life,  and  which  is  certainly  by  far  the  most  bewitching  charm  in  the 
famous  cestits  of  Venus.  It  is,  indeed,  such  an  inestimable  treasure,  that  if  it  can 
be  had  in  its  native  heavenly  purity,  unstained  by  some  one  or  other  of  the 
ma.ny  shades  of  affectation,  and  imalloyed  by  some  one  or  other  of  the  many 
species  of  caprice,  I  declare  to  Heaven,  I  should  think  it  cheaply  purchased  at 
the  expense  of  every  other  earthly  good!  But,  this  angelic  creature  is,  I  am 
afraid,  extremely  rare  in  any  station  and  rank  of  life,  and  totally  denied  to  such 
a  humble  one  as  mine. — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

ChristopTier  North  on  Burns'  Marriage. — "Only  think  of  Bums  taking  an 
Edinburgh  Belle  to  wife !  '  On  his  eclatant  return  to  Mauchline,'  he  flew,  some- 
what too  fervently,  to  'Love's  willing-fetters,  the  arms  of  his  Jean.'  Her 
father  had  again  to  curse  her  for  her  infatuated  love  of  her  husband — for  such 
Bums  certainly  was  by  the  law  of  heaven — and,  like  a  good  Christian,  had  again 
tttmed  his  daughter  out  of  doors.  Had  Bums  deserted  her,  he  had  merely  been 
a  heartless  villain.  In  making  her  his  lawful  wedded  wife,  he  did  no  more  than 
any  other  man,  deserving  the  name  of  man,  in  the  same  circumstances  would 
have  done;  and  had  he  not,  he  would  have  walked  in  shame  before  men,  and 
in  fear  and  trembling  before  God." — Professor  Wilson's  Essay,  1840. 


(Sig.) 


Kobt  Burns. 
Jean  Armour." 
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THE  FARM  AND  THE  EXCISE. 
[BLLISLAND,  ITSS,— AGE  29.] 

Not  vernal  showers  to  budding  flowers,  not  Autumn  to  the  farmer^ 
So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me,  my  bonie  Jeanie  Armour. 

Early  Misgivings  about  his  Farm. — "  I  have  been  with  Mr.  Miller  at  Dalswinton. 
From  my  view  of  the  lauds,  and  his  reception  of  my  hardship,  my  hopes  in 
that  business,  though  rather  mended,  are  still  but  slender." — Letter  to  JVicol, 
June  18,  1787. 

"Ihavobeen  at  Dumfries,  and  at  one  visit  more  shall  be  decided  about  a 
farm  in  that  county.  I  am  rather  hopeless  in  it.  I  am  determined,  if  my 
Dumfries  business  fail  me,  to  remove  into  partnership  with  my  brother,  and, 
at  our  leisure  take  another  farm  in  his  neighbourhood. — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers, 
October,  1787. 

"I  have  altered  all  my  plans  of  future  life.  A  farm  that  I  could  live  in,  I 
could  not  find ;  and,  indeed,  after  the  necessary  support  my  brother  and  the 
rest  of  the  family  required,  I  could  not  venture  on  farming  in  that  style  suitable 
to  my  feelings.  You  will  condemn  me  for  the  next  step  I  have  taken  :  I  have 
entered  into  the  Excise.  I  stay  in  the  West  about  three  weeks,  and  then  return 
to  Edinburgh  for  six  weeks'  instructions." — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers,  Feb.  17, 1788. 

"  I  am  just  returned  from  visiting  Mr.  Miller's  farm.  The  friend  whom  I 
told  you  I  would  take  with  me,  was  highly  pleased  with  it,  and  his  advice  has 
staggered  me  a  good  deal.  If  farming  do  not  appear  eligible,  I  shall  have  re- 
course to  my  other  shift  (the  Excise) ;  but  this  to  a  friend." — Letter  to  Cruick- 
shank,  March  3,  1788. 

"  I  have  written  an  offer  to  Mr.  Miller,  through  which,  if  he  accepts,  I  shall 
sit  down  a  plain  farmer — the  happiest  of  lives,  when  a  man  can  live  by  it." — 
Letter  to  Robert  Muir,  March  7,  1788. 

"  Yesterday  I  completed  a  bargain  with  Mr.  Miller  for  the  farm  of  Ellisland, 
on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  between  five  and  six  miles  above  Dumfries.  I  begin 
at  Whitsunday  to  build  a  house,  drive  lime,  &c.,  and  Heaven  be  my  help." — 
Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers,  March  14,  1788. 

Complacency  regarding  his  Marriage. — "  I  have  been  horridly  busy,  buying  and 
preparing  for  my  farming  business,  over  and  above  the  plague  of  my  Excise 
instructions,  which  this  week  will  finish.  I  have  the  pleasure  to  tell  you  that 
I  have  been  extremely  fortunate  in  all  my  buyings,  and  bargainings  hitherto — 
Mrs.  Burns  not  excepted ;  which  title  I  now  avow  to  the  world.  I  am  truly  pleased 
with  this  last  affair:  it  has,  indeed,  added  to  my  anxieties  for  futurity;  but  it 
has  given  a  stability  to  my  mind  and  resolutions  unknown  before,  and  the  poor 
girl  has  the  most  sacred  enthusiasm  of  attachment  to  me,  and  has  not  a  wish 
but  to  gratify  my  every  idea  of  her  deportment." — Letter  to  Ainslie,  May  26, 1788. 

"  Ellisland,  June  15. — My  farm  gives  me  a  good  many  uncouth  cares  and 
anxieties ;  but  I  hate  the  language  of  complaint.  I  am  decidedly  of  opinion 
that  the  step  I  have  taken  is  vastly  for  my  happiness.  As  it  is,  I  look  to  the 
Excise  scheme  as  a  certainty  of  maintenance.  A  maintenance! — Luxury  to 
what  either  Mrs.  Burns  or  I  was  born  to.''— Letter  to  Ainslie. 


(  Ixv  ) 


Ellislaxd,  Sept.  16. — "Nor  have  I  any  cause  to  repent  my  marriage.  If  I 
have  not  got  polite  tattle,  modish  manners,  and  fashionable  dress,  I  am  not 
sickened  and  disgusted  with  the  multiform  curse  of  boarding-school  affectation : 
I  have  got  the  handsomest  figure,  the  sweetest  temper,  the  soundest  constitu- 
tion, and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  county. 

"I  do  not  find  my  farm  that  pennyworth  I  was  taught  to  expect  To  save 
me  from  that  horrid  situation  of  at  any  time  ^joing  down,  in  a  losing  bargain  of 
a  farm,  to  misery,  I  have  taken  my  Excise  instructions,  and  have  my  commis- 
sion in  my  pocket  for  any  emergency  of  fortune." — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers, 

Song:  0/a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  Stow.— (Page  248,  Vol.  I.) 
Song  :  0  were  I  on  Parnassus  RilL— (Page  250,  Vol.  I.) 

Jvn:e.— Verses  toritten  in  Friars-Carse  Hermitage.— Yiv&t  Version.— (P.  314,  V.  II.) 

JVLY.— Epistle  to  Hugh  Parser.— (Page  368,  Vol.  II.) 

Am.— First  Epistle  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry.—(Pa,ge  141,  Vol.  II.) 

Sep.— SONG:  The  day  returns,  my  hosom  burns.— (Psige  244,  Vol.  I.) 

Sep.— 4  Mother's  Lament  for  the  Death  of  her  -Son.— (Page  258,  Vol.  I.) 

Nov. — The  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  hrow  of  the  hill. — (Page  246,  Vol  I.) 

Dec. — Verses  written  in  Friars-Carse  Hermitage. — Second  Version. — (P.  331,  V.I.) 

Dec— SONG:  Auld  Langsyne.—(Ps,ge  8,  Vol.  II.) 

Dec— Song  :  My  honie  Mary.—(Pa,ge  246,  Vol.  L) 

Dec — SONG:  Ihae  a  wife  o"  my  ain — (Page  298,  Vol.  L) 

Dec — [^Irs.  Burns  joins  her  husband,  and  the  household  reside  at  an  old- 
fashioned  farm-steading,  called  The  Isle,  about  a  mile  down  the  Nith  from  Ellis- 
laud, — the  new  farm-house  there  being  still  in  course  of  erection.] 


THE  FAEMER'S  LIFE,  AND  THE  POET'S  PKOGEESS. 
[ellisland,  1789.— age  30.] 

He  wanders  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  mountains. 
Save  Love's  willing  fetters — the  chains  o'  his  Jean. 

New-Year's  Day  Reflections., —  '■1  own  myself  so  little  a  Presbyterian,  that  I 
approve  set  times  and  seasons  of  more  than  ordinary  devotion.  This  day — the 
first  Sunday  of  May — a  breezy,  blue-skied  morn,  sometime  about  the  beginning, 
and  a  hoary  morning,  and  calm  sunny  day  about  the  end  of  autumn, — these, 
time  out  of  mind,  have  been  with  me  a  kind  of  holiday;  not  like  the  sacra- 
mental, executioner  face  of  a  Kilmarnock  communion ;  but  to  laugh  or  cry,  be 
cheerful  or  pensive,  moral  or  devout,  according  to  the  mood  or  tense  of  Nature 
and  myself.  I  am  a  sincere  believer  in  the  Bible ;  but  I  am  drawn  by  the  con- 
viction of  a  man — not  by  the  halter  of  an  ass.  Apropos  to  an  ass, — ^how  do  you 
like  the  following  apostrophe  to  Dulness,  which  I  intend  to  interweave  in 
The  Poefs  Progress." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  January  1, 1789. 

[Twenty  lines  of  the  Epistle  to  Graham  of  Fintry  (p.  344,  Vol.  I.),  are  appended 
to  the  letter,  the  original  MS.  of  which  is  in  the  possession  of  Eobert  Clarke, 
of  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  and  contains  a  great  deal  which  has  been  omitted  by  Currie.] 
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Sketch:  A  little,  uptHght, pert,  tart,  tripping  wight— (P.  276,  Vol.  IL) 
Profits  of  Edinburgh  Edition,  and  Disposal  thereof. — "I  believe  I  shall,  in  "whole 
(£100  copyright  included),  clear  about  £400,  some  little  odds ;  and  even  part  of 
this  depends  upon  what  the  gentleman  (Creech)  has  yet  to  settle  with  me.  In 
a  month,  I  shall  go  to  town  to  wind  up  the  business  if  possible.  I  have  a 
younger  brother,  who  supports  my  aged  mother ;  another  still  younger  brother 
and  three  sisters,  in  the  farm  of  Mossgiel.  On  my  last  return  from  Edinburgh, 
it  cost  me  about  £180  to  save  them  from  ruin.  Not  that  I  have  lost  so  much ; 
I  only  interposed  between  my  brother  and  his  impending  fate  by  the  loan  of  so 
much.   I  give  myself  no  airs  on  this,"  &c. — Letter  to  Moore,  January  4,  1789. 

["There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Burns'  profits  from  his  Edinburgh  Edition 
exceeded  £500.  In  his  calculation  he  seems  to  have  mentally  included,  as 
relative  outlay,  the  money  he  spent  in  Edinburgh,  and  on  his  Tours." — Ch/tmbers.'] 

[Hurried  visit  to  Edinburgh  at  end  of  February,  when  accounts  between  the 
poet  and  Creech  were  closed.] 

"I  would  have  called  on  you  when  I  was  in  town,  indeed  I  could  not  have 
resisted  it,  but  that  Ainslie  told  me  you  were  determined  to  avoid  your 
windows  while  I  was  in  town,  lest  even  a  glance  of  me  should  occur  in  the 
street." — Letter  to  Glarinda,  March  9,  1789. 

"  But  for  the  consolation  of  a  few  solid  guineas,  I  could  almost  lament  the 
time  that  a  momentary  acquaintance  with  wealth  and  splendour  put  me  so 
much  out  of  conceit  with  the  sworn  companions  of  my  road  through  life — 
insignificance  and  poverty !  .  .  .  Often,  as  I  have  glided  with  humble  stealth 
through  the  pomp  of  Princes  street,  it  has  suggested  itself  to  me,  as  an  im- 
provement on  the  present  human  figure,  that  a  man,  in  proportion  to  his  own 
conceit  of  his  consequence  in  the  world,  should  have  power  to  push  out  the 
longitude  of  his  common  size,  as  a  snail  pushes  out  his  horns,  or  as  we  draw 
out  a  prospect  glass." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  March  4, 1789. 

Happy  Domestic  Position. — "  I  am  here  in  my  old  way,  holding  my  plough, 
marking  the  growth  of  my  corn  or  the  health  of  my  dairy,  and  at  times 
sauntering  by  the  delightful  windings  of  the  Nith — on  the  margin  of  which  I 
have  built  my  humble  domicile — praying  for  seasonable  weather,  or  holding  an 
intrigue  with  the  Muses, — the  only  gipsies  with  whom  I  have  now  any  inter- 
course. As  I  am  entered  into  the  holy  state  of  matrimony,  I  trust  my  face  is 
turned  completely  Zion-ward ;  and  as  it  is  a  rule  with  all  honest  fellows  to 
repeat  no  grievances,  I  hope  that  the  little  poetic  licences  of  former  days  will, 
of  course,  fall  under  the  oblivious  influence  of  some  good-natured  statute  of 
celestial  prescription.  In  my  family  devotion — which,  like  a  good  Presbyterian 
I  occasionally  give  to  my  household  folks — I  am  extremely  fond  of  the  psalm. 
Let  not  the  errors  of  my  youth,  &c.,  and  that  other,  Lo,  children  are  God's  Jieritage, 
in  which  last,  Mrs.  Bums — who,  by  the  by,  has  a  glorious  '  wood-note  wild '  at 
either  old  song  or  psalmody — ^joins  me  with  the  pathos  of  Handel's  Messiah" — 
Letter  to  Mr.  M'Auley,  June  4,  1789. 

J  ANY. — Ode  to  the  memory  of  Mrs.  Oswald  of  Auchincruive. — (Page  333,  Vol.  L) 
April. — Fragment  inscribed  to  Charles  James  Fox. — (Page  144,  Vol.  II.) 
April. — New  Psalmody  on  the  King's  restoration  from  illness. — (Page  410,  Vol.  IL 

MAY.^Address  to  a  Wounded  IIare.—(Pa.ge  357,  Vol.  I.) 
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IJAY.— Address  to  the  Toothache.— (Psige  145,  Vol.  IL) 
Aug.— The  Xirk's  A7arm.—(Page  209,  Vol.  II.) 
AVG.IO.— Second  Epistle  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Finiri/.—iVsige  155,  Vol.  II.) 

Excise  Expectancies. — "  There  is  still  one  thing  would  make  my  circumstances 
quite  easy:  I  have  an  excise-officer's  commission,  and  I  live  in  the  midst  of  a 
country  Division.  My  request  to  Mr.  Graham  was,  if  in  his  power,  to  procure 
me  that  Division.  If  I  were  very  sanguine,  I  might  hope  that  some  of  my  great 
patrons  might  procure  me  a  Treasury-warrant  for  supervisor,  surveyor-general, 
&c.  Thus,  secure  of  a  livelihood — 'To  thee,  sweet  Poesy!  delightful  maid,'  I 
would  consecrate  my  future  days." — Letter  to  Moore,  Jan.  4,  1789. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  the  word  '  exciseman,'  or  still  more  opprobrious  '  gauger,' 
will  sound  on  your  ears.  I  have  seen  the  day  when  my  auditory  nerves  would 
have  felt  very  delicately  on  the  subject;  but  a  wife  and  children  are  things 
which  have  a  wonderful  power  in  blunting  these  kind  of  sensations ;  and  £50 
a-year  for  life,  and  a  provision  for  widows  and  orphans,  you  vrtll  allow,  is  no 
bad  settlement  for  a  Poet." — Letter  to  Ainslie,  Nov.  1,  1789. 

' '  There  is  a  certain  stigma  afBxed  to  the  character  of  an  excise-officer ;  but  I 
do  not  pretend  to  borrow  honour  from  my  profession." — Letter  to  Bishop  Geddes, 
February  3, 1789. 

"  I  would  much  rather  have  it  said  that  my  profession  borrowed  credit  from 
me,  than  that  I  borrowed  credit  from  my  profession." — Letter  to  Lady  Glencaim, 
December,  1789. 

[Enters  on  work  as  an  Exciseman.  Epigram. — Page  277,  Vol.  IL] 
Aua.  18.— Birth  of  a  son— FRANCIS  WALLACE,    (Died  in  1803.) 

Sep.— SONG:  0  Willie  lyrewedapeck  o"  maut.—(Pa,ge  268,  Vol.  L) 

Oct — Ballad  of  the  Whistle.— (Page  280,  VoL  I.) 

Oci.— Epistle  to  Dr.  Blacklock.—(Pa,ge  147,  Vol.  IL) 

Oct. — On  Captain  Grose's  Peregrinations. — (Page  360,  VoL  I.) 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  YEAE— "HOERID  HYPOCHONDRIA." 
[Ellisland,  1789.— age  30.] 

There  is  a  foggy  atmosphere  native  to  my  soul  in  the  hour  of  care;  consequently,  the 
dreary  objects  seem  larger  than  the  life. 

Disgust  with  FAiimNG. — "If  miry  ridges  and  dirty 
dunghills  are  to  engross  the  best  part  of  the  functions  of 
my  soul  immortal,  I  had  better  been  a  rook  or  a  magpie 
at  once,  and  then  I  should  not  have  been  plagued  with  any 
ideas  superior  to  breaking  of  clods  and  picking  of  grubs ; 
not  to  mention  barn-door  cocks  or  mallards, — creatures 
with  which  I  could  almost  exchange  lives  at  any  time." — 
Burns  to  Mrs.  Dunlop, 
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"  I  mentioned  to  my  lord,  mj'^  fears  concerning  my  farm:  those  fears  were 
indeed  too  true;  it  is  a  bargain  would  have  ruined  me,  but  for  the  lucky  cir- 
cumstance of  my  having  an  excise-commission." — Letter  to  Lady  Glencairn, 
December,  1789. 

The  Agony  in  the  Barn-yard. — "The  anniversary  of  Mary  Campbell's  death, 
awakening  in  the  sensitive  mind  of  Burns,  the  most  lively  emotion,  he  retired 
from  his  family,  then  residing  on  the  farm  of  Ellisland,  and  wandered  solitary 
on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  and  about  the  farm-yard,  in  the  extremest  agitation 
of  mind,  nearly  the  whole  of  the  night.  His  agitation  was  so  great  that  he 
threw  himself  on  the  side  of  a  corn-stack,  and  there  conceived  his  sublime  and 
tender  elegy— his  address  to  Mary  in  Heaven."— CromeiS;,  1808. 

[Such  is  the  simple  and  truth-like  account  of  this  picturesque  incident  given 
by  the  poet's  first  and  best  annotator  after  the  time  of  Dr.  Currie;  (and, that 
biographer  purposely  avoids  all  details  on  this  delicate  theme,  for  he  distinctly 
says :  *'  Its  history  it  would  be  improper  to  reveal,  were  it  even  in  our  power, 
and  its  traces  will  soon  be  discoverable  only  in  those  strains  of  nature  and 
sensibility  to  which  it  gave  birth.")  The  authority  which  Oromek  gives  for  his 
statements,  is  that  of  "  several  persons,  some  of  them  most  nearly  connected 
by  the  ties  of  relationship  with  the  poet." 

But  how  very  different  is  the  above  narrative  from  the  sensational  picture  of 
the  same  i.ncident,  as  furnished  by  Lockhart,  from  the  same  alleged  authority, 
twenty  years  later !  It  belongs  to  that  class  of  tales  which  loses  nothing  by 
carriage.  We  are  disposed  to  regard  both  versions  as  mythological :  the  story 
has  evidently — and  with  little  exercise  of  the  inventive  faculty — been  derived 
from  the  lyric  itself, — ^precisely  like  "William  Hunter's  aifidavit "  concerning 
the  REAL  PRESENCE  at  the  Whistle-contest!  The  world  has  a  large  sensational- 
swallow,  and  will  not  readily  submit  to  be  baulked  of  its  cherished  mouthful, 
or  to  render  it  back  after  making  the  gulp,  and  being  satisfied.  It  will  ever  be 
thus  in  the  history  of  any  human  soul  who  appears  among  the  children  of  men, 
and  looms  out  largely  above  his  fellows :  the  crust  of  mythology  and  exaggera- 
tion must  infallibly  attach  to,  and  distort  his  natural  proportions,  and  a  dim 
religious  mystery  be  thrown  over  the  more  hidden  facts  of  his  life.  For  our 
part,  we  have  more  satisfaction  in  conceiving  that  the  poet,  while  in  the  act  of 
composing  this  most  artistic  of  his  lyrics,  was  unobserved  even  by  the  wife  of 
his  bosom,  who,  most  probably,  knew  less  about  the  history  of  that  secret  love- 
attachment  than  we  now  do.  We  believe  that,  instead  of  "  drooping,  woeful- 
wan,  like  one  forlorn,  or  crazed  with  care,"  and  lying  out  on  a  mass  of  straw  in 
the  cold  night-air,  gazing  at  the  silent  stars  (particularly  the  one  that  "  shone 
like  another  moon  "),  he  was  less  uncomfortably  laid  beside  his  unconscious 
Jean  on  their  "nightly  couch."  The  "lingering  star" — if  star  there  was  in 
view — glimmered  through  the  window-pane  of  their  little  chamber, — not  bright, 
but  waning  "  with  lessening  ray  "  in  the  advancing  flicker  of  the  "  early  morn." 
This  was  no  new  experience  of  Burns;  for,  on  a  parallel  occasion  in  which  Jean 
had  some  concern,  did  he  not  thus  sing — 

"And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore-harrass'd  out  with  care  and  grief; 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear- worn  eye, 
Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief  ?  " 
How  naturally  does  "  Mary  in  Heaven, "  of  1789,  recall  its  memorable  counter- 
part, The  Lament,  of  1786:— 

"See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ?  " 
Why  those  groans  in  the  imaginary  presence  of  that  "  departed  shade  ?  "  Did 
he  feel  himself  to  be  then  "  lowly  laid,"  while  thus  stretched  by  the  side  of  Tier 
whom,  in  the  ear  of  the  living  Mary — the  generous-hearted  one — he  had  so 
solemnly  renounced,  and  so  bitterly  denounced?  But,  conjectures  in  that 
direction  are  unavailing.  We  only  know  that  so  wakeful  was  the  poet's  memory 
concerning  this  mysterious  theme,  and  so  fondly  did  he  "  brood  "  over  it  (and 
"with  miser  care,"  too),  that  all  unohsei'ved  by  his  Jean,  and  ushered  in  by  no 
sensational  appliances,  he  composed,  in  his  little  study  in  the  Wee  Vennel,  at 
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Dumfries  (precisely  three  j'ears  after  fhis  period),  another  thrilling  lyric  on  Mary, 
of  equal  power  with  its  predecessor!  We  cannot  omit  this  opportunity  of  re- 
ferring to  the  intense  interest  which  the  late  Dr.  Chambers  took  in  the  new  light 
which,  during  his  latter  career,  had  been  shed  upon  this  remarkable  part  of  Burns' 
history.  Immediately  on  adopting  the  new  theory,  he  rested  not  till  he  pro- 
ceeded to  the  West  Kirkyard  of  Greenock,  and  searched  till  he  found  the 
precise  date  when  Mary's  relatives  first  acquired  a  right  of  sepulture  in  that 
spot  where  her  remains  were  afterwards  laid ;  nay,  more  (to  use  Dr.  Waddells' 
words),  "  with  an  amount  of  care  and  anxiety,  by  astronomical  and  barometrical 
calculations,  which  endears  the  learned  gentleman  to  our  hearts,  he  determined 
that  '  Mary  in  Heaven '  was  composed  and  written  on  Tuesday,  the  20th  of 
October,  and  that  this  was  consequently  the  anniversary-date  of  the  death  of 
the  heroine."  1] 


THE  EXCISEMAN-POET,  AT  HOME  AND  ABKOAD. 
[ELLISLAND,  1790.— AGE  31.] 

Fe  glaiket,  gleesome,  dainty  Damies,  wha  by  Castalia's  wimplin  streamies 
Loicp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbies — ye  ken,  ye  ken, 
That  Strang  necessity  supreme  is  'mang  sons  o'  men. 

Farmer  and  Exciseman. — "  His  farm  was  after  this,  in  a 
great  measure,  abandoned  to  servants,  while  he  betook 
himself  to  the  duties  of  his  new  appointment.  It  was  not 
at  Ellisland  that  he  was  now  generally  to  be  found. 
Mounted  on  horseback,  this  high-minded  poet  was  pursuing 
the  defaulters  of  the  revenue  among  the  hills  and  vales  of 
Nithsdale,  his  roving  eye  wandering  over  the  charms  of 
nature,  and  '  muttering  his  wayward  fancies '  as  he  moved 
along." — Currie. 

"My  nerves  are  in  a  d  state.   I  feel  that  horrid  hypochondria  pervading 

every  atom  of  both  body  and  soul.    This  farm  has  undone  my  enjoyment  of 

myself.   It  is  a  ruinous  affair  on  all  hands.   But  let  it  go  to  !    I'll  fight  it 

out,  and  be  off  with  it  We  have  a  decent  set  of  players  in  Dumfries :  the 
manager  of  the  company,  Mr.  Sutherland,  is  a  man  of  apparent  worth.  On 
New-Year's-Day  evening  I  gave  him  the  following  Prologue : — 

'  No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  city,'  &c. — [P.  151,  Vol.  II.] 

If  once  I  was  clear  of  this  d  farm,  I  should  respire  more  at  ease." — Letter 

to  Gilbert  Burns,  January  11, 1790. 

Sketch:  New-Year's-Day:  ?b  Jfrs.  DwreZop.— (Page  150,  Vol.  II.) 
Scots  Prologue  for  Mr.  Sutherland's  Benefit-night. — (Page  222,  Vol.  II.) 

Feb.  2. — [Third  volume  of  Johnson's  J/wsewm  published. — Forty  songs  by  Burns 
—See  page  237,  Vol.  I.] 

"  Besides  my  farm  business,  I  ride  on  my  excise  matters  at  least  200  miles 
every  week :  I  have  not  by  any  means  given  up  the  Muses.  You  will  see  in 
the  third  volume  of  Johnson's  Scots  Songs,  that  I  have  contributed  my  mite 
there." — Lettei'  to  Dunbar,  January  4, 1790. 
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Election  Ballads  :  The  Laddies  by  the  Banks  o'  mth.—(P.  316,  Vol  II.) 
„  „        The  Five  Cai'Hnes.—(P.  219,  Vol.  IL) 

„  „        Fintry,  my  stay  in  worldly  strife. — (P.  317,  Vol.  II.) 

Elegy  on  Captain  Matthew  Henderson. — (P.  335,  VoL  L) 
[Obituary: — "1788,  November  20,  at  Edinburgh,  Matthew  Henderson,  Esq."] 

Song  :  Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine. — (P.  224,  Vol.  IL) 

"In  the  summer  of  1790,  as  well  as  in  that  of  the  subsequent  year,  Mrs.  Burns 
had  left  her  husband  for  several  weeks,  while  she  visited  her  father  and  mother 
at  Mauchline.  It  was  natural  for  the  young  wife  to  desire  to  spend  a  little  time 
with  her  own  relations,  and  to  shew  them  her  thriving  young  brood ;  but  it  was 
an  injudicious  step  for  the  wife  of  such  a  husband:  it  tended  to  break  the  good 
domestic  habits  which  for  some  time  our  poet  had  been  forming.  His  sister, 
Agnes,  who  had  been  at  EUisland  from  the  beginning,  superintending  the  dairy, 
used  to  say  that  she  never  knew  him  fail  to  keep  good  hours  at  night,  till  the 
first  unlucky  absence  of  her  sister-in-law  in  Ayrshire." — Chambers,  1851. 

Tourist-Visitors. — "The  great  Glasgow  road  ran  through  the  poet's  ground, 
and  the  coach  often  set  down  West-country  passengers,  who,  trusting  to  the 
airt  they  came  from,  and  the  accessibiUty  of  the  bard,  made  their,  sometimes 
unwelcome,  appearance  at  the  doors  of  EUisland.  Such  visitations — from 
which  no  man  of  genius  is  free — consumed  his  time,  and  wasted  his  substance ; 
for  hungry  friends  could  not  be  entertained  on  air." — A  Cunningham. 

Visit  of  Sir  Egerton  Brydges,  and  his  Observations. — [In  our  former  edition  we 
recorded  here,  in  the  best  of  faith,  an  interesting  extract  from  the  narrative  of 
this  visit  to  Burns  at  EUisland,  published  in  the  Metropolitan  Magazine ;  but 
we  have  since  been  informed  by  Dr.  Oarruthers  of  Inverness  that  the  said 
visit  and  conversation  with  the  poet  were  purely  ideal,  having  been  written 
after  the  manner  of  Laudor's  Imaginary  Conversations  with  ancient  Greeks  and 
Eomans.  Dr.  Chambers  certainly  did  not  regard  this  visit  as  an  "  imaginary" 
one,  for  his  words  introductory  to  a  large  extract  from  the  Narrative,  are 
these: — "  An  equally  competent  observer — the  late  Sir  Egerton  Brydges— paid 
a  visit  to  Burns  about  the  same  time  (1790) ;  and  many  years  after,  he  thus 
reported  his  recollections  of  what  passed. "  However,  when  Chambers 
compiled  the  General  Index  at  end  of  vol.  4,  he  seems  to  have  been  better 
informed,  as  there  we  read :— "  Brydges,  Sir  Egerton,  ideal  visit  of,  &c."] 

Visit  of  Mr.  Ramsay  of  Ochter tyre.— ^^1  was  much  pleased  with  his  wife,  and 
the  poet's  modest  mansion — so  unlike  the  habitation  of  ordinary  peasants.  He 
fell  into  conversation  directly,  and  soon  got  into  the  great  sea  of  poetry.  Such 
was  the  force  and  versatility  of  the  bard's  genius,  that  he  made  the  tears  run 
down  the  cheeks  of  my  companion  (Rev.  Mr.  Stewart  of  Luss),  albeit  unused  to 
the  poetic  strain.  From  that  time,  we  met  no  more,  and  I  was  grieved  at  the 
reports  of  him  afterwards.  Poor  Burns !  we  shall  hardly  ever  see  his  like  again 
He  was,  in  truth,  a  sort  of  comet  in  literature,  irregular  in  its  motions,  which 
did  not  do  good  in  proportion  to  the  blaze  of  light  it  displayed."— Ze«er  of  Mr. 
Ramsay  to  Dr.  Currie. 

Visit  from  his  Friend,  Ainslie.—"-  Our  friend  is  as  ingenious  as  ever,  and  seems 
happy  in  his  situation— a  great  mixture  of  the  Poet  and  the  Exciseman.  One 
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day  he  sits  do-wn  and  writes  a  beautiful  poem,  and  the  next,  seizes  a  cargo  of 
tobacco  from  some  unfortunate  smuggler,  or  roups  out  some  poor  wretch,  for 
Belling  liquors  without  a  licence." — Letter  from  AinsHe  to  a  Friend,  Oct.  17,  1790. 
iTam  o'  Shunter  composed  in  October  or  November.— See  page  350,  VoL  I.] 


THE  FABM  ABANDONED.— THE  FUTURE  UNFIXED. 
[Ellisland,  1791.— age  32.] 
Sti'anger,go!  Heaven  he  thy  guide!  quod  the  Beadsman  of  Nith-side. — (P.  333,  V.  I.) 

A  Poet's  Consolation. — "  I  was  born  a  poor  dog ;  and 
however  I  may  occasionally  pick  up  a  better  bone  than  I 
used  to  do,  I  know  I  must  live  and  die  poor ;  but  I  will 
indulge  the  flattering  faith  that  my  poetry  will  considerably 
outlive  my  poverty." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Graham  of  Fintry. 

"I  am  going  on,  a  mighty  tax-gatherer  before  the  Lord,  and  have  lately  had 
the  interest  to  get  myself  ranked  on  the  list  of  excise,  as  a  supervisor.  I  am 
not  yet  employed  as  such ;  but  in  a  few  years  I  shall  fall  into  the  file  of  supervisor- 
ship  by  seniority.  As  to  my  boys,  poor  little  fellows !  if  I  cannot  place  them  on 
as  high  an  elevation  in  life  as  I  would  wish,  I  shall,  if  I  am  favoured  so  much 
by  the  Disposer  of  events  as  to  see  that  period,  fix  them  on  as  broad  and  in- 
dependent a  basis  as  possible.  Among  the  many  wise  adages  which  have  been 
treasured  up  by  our  Scottish  ancestors,  this  is  one  of  the  best: — 'Better  be  the 
head  o'  the  commonalty  than  the  tail  o'  the  gentry.' " — Letter  to  Dr.  Moore. 

JATH.—Elegy  on  the  late  Miss  Burnett  of  Monhoddo.—(Pa.ge  154,  VoL  II.) 

'E^^.— Lament  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.— (Page  340,  Vol.  L) 

Feb.— Lament  for  James,  Earl  of  Glencairn.—(P&ge  345,  Vol.  L) 

March  31,  179L— [Birth  of  the  poet's  illegitimate  daughter,  at  the  Grlobe 
Tavern,  Dumfries. — See  page  224,  Vol.  IL] 

April  9, 1791.— [Birth  of  William  Nicol  Burns.— Still  alive,  1871.] 

Soil  of  Ellisland. — "Burns  declared,  after  a  shower  had  fallen  on  a  field 
of  new-sown  and  new-rolled  barley,  that  it  looked  like  a  new-paved  street ! 
'  Soil ! '  said  he  one  day  to  my  father,  '  there  never  was  such  another 
BoLl;  but  I  see  how  it  has  been — God  has  riddled  the  hale  creation,  and  flung 
the  riddlings  on  Ellisland! ' " — AUan  Cunningham. 

The  Poet's  Landlord. — "I  may  perhaps  see  you  about  Martinmas.  I  have 
sold  to  my  landlord  the  lease  of  my  farm,  and  as  I  roup  off  everything  then, 
I  have  a  mind  to  take  a  week's  excursion  to  see  old  acquaintances.  I  am  now 
got  ranked  on  the  list  as  a  supervisor,  the  appointment  being  worth  from  one  to 
two  hundred  a  year,  according  to  the  place  of  the  country  where  one  is  settled. 
I  have  not  been  so  lucky  in  my  farming.  Mr.  Miller's  kindness  has  been  just  such 
another  as  Creech's  was :  His  meddling  vanity,  a  busy  fiend,  still  making  work 
his  selfish  craft  must  mend." — Letter  to  Hill. 
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Fourth  Episi e  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry.— (Page  -342,  Vol.  I.)  ■ 

[At  Friars-Carse,  becomes  acquainted  witli  Miss  Deborah  Davies.— See  pp. 
292,  296,  Vol  L,  and  215,  Vol.  II.] 

Jean  Lorimer.—^irst  acquaintance  with  her  about  this  time.— See  na;re  274, 
Vol.  L]  o  . 

[Closeburn  and  Brownhill  Inn.— See  page  340,  Vol.  IL] 
[Thomhill  and  Kirsty  Flint.— Page  27  S,  Vol.  I.] 

The  Poet's  Last  Visit  to  Edinburgh.— [At  the  close  of  November,  1791,  Burns 
performed  the  promise  contained  in  his  letter  to  Peter  HilL  Clarinda  had 
resolved  to  accept  an  invitation  from  her  husband  in  Jamaica  to  join  him  there  ; 
and  in  the  belief  that  she  was  about  to  leave  this  country  for  ever,  she  consented 
to  receive  a  parting  visit  from  Burns.  This  final  interview  took  place  on  6th 
December,  1791.  and  is  supposed  to  be  celebrated  in  the  lyrical  sketch,  0  May, 
thy  mom  was  ne'er  sue  sweet  as  the  mirk  night  o"  December. — See  p.  28,  Vol.  II.] 

SONG:  Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever. — (Page  294,  Vol.  I.) 
SONG:  Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive. — (Page  95,  Vol.  IL) 
Dec.  17,  1791.— [Last  composition  at  Ellisland:  Song  of  Death.— V.  318,  Vol.  L] 

Bids  farewell  to  Ellisland,  after  three  and  a  half  years'  location  there, 
"leaving  behind  him  a  memory  of  his  musings  which  can  never  die,  and  three 
hundred  pounds  of  his  money — sunk  beyond  redemption,  in  a  speculation  from 
which  all  (except,  perhaps,  himself)  augured  happiness." — A.  Cunningham. 


EESIDENCE  IN  DUMFHIES. 
[1792.— AGE  33.] 

There  was  Maggy  by  the  banks  o"  Nith,  a  dame  wH  pride  eneugh. — (P.  220,  VoLL) 

[Dumfries  is  described  as  "  a  compact  and  rather  elegant  small  town,  situated 
on  the  Nith,  at  the  point  where  that  river  becomes  navigable.  The  environs 
are  generally  beautiful;  one  spot  particularly  so,  where  the  ruins  of  Lincluden 
Abbey  Church  adorn  the  peninsula  formed  by  the  junction  of  the  Cluden  with 
the  principal  river,"  and  this  was  Bums'  favourite  musing-haunt.  His  eldest 
son,  Bobert,  was  frequently  the  companion  of  his  walks  in  that  direction. — See 
page  5,  Vol  IL] 

Th£  Poet's  first  house  in  the  Wee  Vennel  (now  Bank  Street). — [This  dwelling 
possessed  by  Burns,  from  December,  1791,  to  Whitsundy,  1793,  was  one  stair  up, 
and  consisted  of  three  apartments.  "  The  small  central  room,  about  the  size  of 
a  bed-closet,  is  the  only  place  he  has  in  which  to  seclude  himself  for  study.  On 
the  ground  floor  immediately  underneath,  his  friend,  John  Syme,  has  his  office 
for  the  distribution  of  stamps.  Overhead,  is  an  honest  blacksmith,  called 
George  Haugh,  whom  Bums  treats  on  a  familiar  footing  as  a  neighbour.  On 
the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  is  the  poet's  landlord.  Captain  Hamilton,  a 
gentleman  of  fortune  and  worth,  who  admires  Burns,  and  occasionally  invites 
him  to  a  family  Sunday  dinner. — Chambers,  1851.] 

Increase  ofSalaj'y. — "  I  am  on  the  list,  as  we  call  it,  for  a  Supervisor,  and  will 
be  called  out,  by  and  by,  to  act  as  one ;  but  at  present  I  am  a  simple  ganger, 
though  t'other  day  I  got  an  appointment  to  an  excise-division,  of  £25  per  annum 
better  than  the  rest.  My  present  income — down  mouej- — is  £70  per  annum." — 
Letter  to  Ainslie,  Dec,  1791. 
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Mrs.  Maria  Riddel  of  Woodley  Park. — The  poet's  intimacy  with  her  commences 
with  the  Dumfries  period  of  his  life.  He  introduces  her  to  Wm.  Smellie, 
printer,  Edinburgh : — "  She  is  just  going  to  pay  her  first  visit  to  our  Caledonian 
capital.  I  told  her  that,  lest  you  might  think  of  her  as  a  lively  West  Indian 
girl  of  eighteen,  as  girls  of  eighteen  too  often  deserve  to  be  thought  of,  I  should 
take  care  to  remove  that  prejudice.  She  has  one  unlucky  failing — a  failing 
which  you  will  easily  discover,  as  she  seems  rather  pleased  with  indulging  it; 
and  a  failing  that  you  will  easily  pardon,  as  it  is  a  sin  which  very  much  besets 
yourself — where  she  dislikes  or  despises,  she  is  apt  to  make  no  more  a  secret 
of  it,  than  where  she  esteems  and  respects." — Letter  to  Smellie,  Jan.  22,  1702. 

Feb. — The  DeiVs  awa"  wV  th"  Exciseman. — (Page  327,  Vol.  I.) 

Aug.— Sons  :  0  saw  ye  honie  Lesley. — (Page  44,  Vol.  II.) 

Aug. — Song  :  Blythe  hae  I  been  on  yon  ?iill.—(Pix.ge  55,  Vol.  II.) 

Aug. — [Fourth  volume  of  Johnson's  Museum  published.  60  songs  by  Burns.— 
See  page  273,  Vol.  1] 

April  10th. — [Date  of  Burns'  Diploma  as  a  member  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt 
the  original  now  in  the  Burns  Monument  at  Edinburgh.] 

Sep. — [Correspondence  with  George  Thomson  commences. — See  page  375, 
Vol.  I.,  also  page  43,  Vol.  II.] 

Nov.  14. — [Song,  Highland  Mary,  communicated  to  Thomson. — P.  54,  Vol.  IL] 

[It  has  ever  been  our  impression  that  this  solemn  lyric,  composed  six  yeara 
after  Marj^'s  death,  if  less  highly  polished  in  execution,  has  even  more  of  truth- 
ful freshness  in  its  pathos  than  is  found  in  its  companion-dirge,  produced  in 
1789.  Although  in  both  he  introduces  the  gurgling  Ayr,  the  fragrant  birch, 
the  blossomed  thorn,  the  springing  flowers,  and  the  vernal  wildwoods,  the  poet 
by  no  means  repeats  himself  in  the  latter  composition.  If  the  conception,  here, 
be  less  lofty — for  he  does  not  follow  the  spirit  of  his  Mary  into  heaven — its 
feeUng  seems  more  impassioned  and  real:  he  goes  under  the  sod,  and  beneath 
the  very  clay  that  wraps  her  cherished  image,  unfolds  the  death-shroud  to 
gaze  upon  her  in  the  House  of  Silence,  and  eulogizes  the  living  Mary  in  his 
address  to  her  dead  loveliness. 

When  he  composed  it,  he  sat  in  the  small  central  room  before  described  as 
his  retiring-place  or  study :  no  sensational  accessories,  in  the  shape  of  lingering 
stars  or  midnight  groans,  ushered  in  the  mournful  anniversary  on  this  occasion; 
and,  therefore,  Mrs.  Burns  could  never  charge  her  memory  with  any  particulars 
in  relation  to  its  production.  The  poet  himself,  however,  in  one  of  his  letters 
of  that  period,  thus  describes  the  state  of  his  own  feelings:] — 

"Here  I  sit,  altogether  Novemberish, — a  d  d  melange  of  fretfulness  and 

melancholy ;  not  enough  of  the  one  to  ronse  me  to  passion,  nor  of  the  other  to 
repose  me  to  torpor, — ^my  soul  flouncing  and  fluttering  round  her  tenement, 
like  a  wlld-flnch  caught  amid  the  horrors  of  winter,  and  newly  thrust  into  a 
cage." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Riddel. 

Mariolatry  of  Burns. — [As  this  will  likely  be  our  last  occasion  to  refer  to  that 
morbid  Mariolatry  in  Burns  which  has  been  so  much  commented  on  in  these 
pages,  we  may  be  excused  for  here  making  a  few  closing  observations  before 
bidding  farewell  to  the  topic.  It  is  proper  to  correct  the  mistaken  notion  which 
has  been  so  long  prevalent,  that  the  poet's  Highland  Mary  was  a  dairymaid  at 
Ooilsfleld  House.  We  have  no  personal  aversion  to  milkmaids :  there  is  some- 
thing delightfully  fresh  in  the  catch -line  of  the  old  song — 

"And  it's  rolling  on  the  dew  makes  the  milkmaids  fair;" 
neither  do  we  conceive  there  is  any  vast  disparity  between  the  status  of  a  dairy- 
maid and  that  of  a  nurserymaid,  which,  with  some  degree  of  certaintj'-,  has 
also  been  assigned  to  Mary  Campbell.   At  the  same  time,  it  does  seem  worth  a 
little  trouble,  far  truth's  sake,  to  enquire  when  was  it,  and  who  first  asserted 
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that  the  "Highland  Mary"  of  Burns  was  a  byreswoman?  Kohert  Chambers, 
in  his  edition  of  1851,  says  not  one  word  of  the  dairy  or  the  byre  in  connection 
with  Mary's  avocations.  On  the  contrary,  he  thus  writes: — "  We  may  presume 
that  the  young  woman  was  somewhat  superior  in  cast  of  mind,  manners,  and 
intelligence  in  her  situation  (of  nurserymaid  in  Gavin  Hamilton's  household), 
as  it  is  ascertained  that  she  had  spent  some  of  her  youthful  years  in  the  family 
of  the  Eev.  David  Campbell,  of  Loch  Eanza,  in  Arran,  a  relation  of  her  mother." 
We  are  farther  informed,  that  the  child  of  Hamilton's  family  whom  she  more 
particularly  attended,  was  named  Alexander,  and  he  was  born  in  July,  1785. 
Thus  Mary  must  have  resided  in  the  very  heart  of  Mauchline  at  the  period 
when  "  Eob  Mossgiel "  was  regarded  as  a  heretic  and  a  rake ;  and,  therefore, 
she  must  ha  ve  been  conversant  with  any  scandals  of  the  village,  in  which  he 
was  at  that  time  concerned.  She  must  have  been  made  aware  of  the  progress 
and  issue  of  the  poet's  intercourse  with  Jean  Armour ;  although  it  is  by  no 
means  so  clear  that  the  latter  knew  anything  whatever  of  the  almost  simultane- 
ous, yet  really  subsequent,  progress  and  issue  of  Burns'  passion  for  Mary, — or 
even  that  she  was  ever  aware  of  the  existence  of  Mary.  Secrecy  was  the  ruling 
element  in  the  strange  contract  between  the  poet  and  Highland  Mary,  as  is  fully 
proved  by  the  masonic  emblems,  and  recorded  vows  to  God,  contained  not  only 
in  the  Bibles  he  presented,  but  inwrought  with  the  lyrics  he  then  sung  to  her: 

"  She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand,  by  secret  troth,  &n6.honor''s  band!" 

"  And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me,  when  I  forget  my  vow ! " 

It  was  the  very  closeness  of  this  secrecy  which  encouraged  the  poet,  after  Mary's 
death,  to  risk  those  mystifications  and  misleading  statements  regarding  the 
period  of  his  life  when  Mary  blessed  him  with  her  "generous  love," — had  there 
been  a  single  soul  in  his  confidence,  he  would  never  have  ventured  upon  these: 
he  must,  in  short,  have  concluded  that  his  secret  was  buried  with  her.  It  was 
the  accident  of  the  surpassing  beauty  and  power  of  his  lyrics  regarding  the 
dead  Mary,  which  tempted  him  to  say  one  word  about  the  living  one !  Public 
inquisltiveness  was  roused,  and  some  account  of  Mary  he  must  give ;  how  much 
of  that  account  was  true,  and  how  much  of  it  was  otherwise,  has  been  already 
sufficiently  discussed.  One  thing  appears  certain,  however :  had  the  muse  not 
produced  Mary  in  Heaven  and  Highland  Mary,  he  never  would  have  made  a 
single  reference  to  her  in  prose.  Delicacy  for  the  feelings  of  his  wife,  had 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  his  mystifications  about  Mary.  There  was  no 
room  for  such  motives  when,  in  August,  1787,  he  omitted  all  reference  to  her 
in  his  autobiography,  eloquent  as  he  was  about  Handsome  Nell,  Kirkoswald 
Peggy,  and  Jean  Armour ;  neither  could  there  exist  any  such  considerations  in 
the  winter  following,  when  he  ignored  Mary  in  his  confidential  unbosomings  to 
Clarinda, 

It  is  a  curious  instance  of  tidal  ebb  and  flow  in  the  affairs  of  men  and  women, 
that  Eobert  Chambers,  who,  as  we  have  seen,  latterly  repudiated  the  idea  of 
Mary  having  been  a  dairymaid,  was  the  first  to  announce  that  to  the  public  as 
a  fact!  In  1829,  he  thus  wrote : — "  It  affords  a  strange  illustration  of  the  power 
of  a  poetical  mind,  in  elevating  and  adorning  whatever  it  is  pleased  to  regard 
with  respect,  that  this  girl,  at  the  time  Burns  was  acquainted  with  her,  was 
merely  a  dairymaid  at  Coilsfield  House ;  a  fact  which  I  have  long  hesitated  to 
divulge,  in  the  fear  that  it  may  dispel  from  the  mind  of  the  reader  much  of  the 
sentiment  he  entertained  regarding  these  glorious  lyrics."  He  afterwards  gave 
his  authority  for  such  an  announcement :  a  poor  creature,  Hugh  Andrew  by 
name,  then  an  old  man,  resident  near  Coilsfield,  who  pretended  that  Mary  had 
been  his  fellow-servant  at  Coilsfield  House — he  as  whipper-in,  and  she  as  bjTCS- 
woman!  He  described  her  as  "of  middle-size,  somewhat  stout,  neat-footed, 
f  air-complexioned,  blue-ej'^ed,  and  slightly  marked  with  the  small-pox!  "  "  This 
description,"  added  the  complacent  journalist,  "is  the  more  likely  to  be  true, 
as  the  whipper-in  assured  me  '  he  had  ance  a  kind  o'  notion  o'  the  lass  himself."* 
After  this,  who  would  credit  and  record  the  garrulous  gossip  of  vain  hatchers 
of  self-magnifying  twaddle  ?  Just  as  in  the  address  to  Mary  in  Heaven,  the 
grand  opening  invocations  to  the  "lingering  star"  and  the  "dear  departed 
shade  "  suggested  the  fiction  of  the  barn-yard  agony, — so  here,  the  descriptive 
reference  to  the  Coilsfield  woods,  in  the  dirge  of  Highland  Mary,  has  naturally 
associated  her  with  that  locality;  although,  both  in  the  poet's  prose  narrative 
and  in  the  song,  we  learn  that  the  lovers  merely  "  met  there  by  appointment," 
on  that  memorable  "  Sunday  in  May,"  to  live  "one  day  of  parting  love; "  and 
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the  minstrel's  benison  is  bestowed  on  the  "banks,  and  braes,  and  streams 
around  the  Castle  o'  Montgomery,"  not  because  Mary  once  resided  there,  but 
because  thei-e  he  had  taken  his  "  last  farewell "  of  her.] 

Nov.  21. — Birth  of  a  daughter — Elizabeth  Eiddel.   (Died  in  Sept.,  1795.) 

Nov.  26.— Theatrical  address,  spoken  by  Miss  Fontenelle:  The.  Rights  of 
Woman— (2a.gQ  156,  Vol.  II.) 

Dec.  6. — SONQ:  Ancemair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December. — (P.  42,  Vol.  II.) 

Dec— Song  :  Duncan  Gray.— (P.  45,  Vol.  II.)    The  Lea-Rig  —(P.  84,  Vol.  II.) 

Jacobinism.. — [The  poet  suspected  of  being  a  "  Friend  of  the  People,"  and  his 
coaduct  investigated  by  the  Board  of  Excise.] 

Song.  Here's  a  health  to  them  thafs  (Page  2S0,  Vol.  II.> 


POLITICAL  PERPLEXITIES.— THE  WASSAIL-CUP,  AND  THE 
LIVING-  LYEE. 

[DUMFRIES,  1793.— AGE  34.] 

See  Social-life  and  Glee  sit  down,  all  joyous  and  unthinking. 

Till,  quite  transmugrify''d,  they're  grown  Debauchery  and  Drinking. 

The  Jacobinism  of  Bums. — "  As  to  France,  I  was  her  enthusiastic  votary  in  the 
beginning  of  the  business.  "When  she  came  to  shew  her  old  avidity  for  con- 
quest, in  annexing  Savoy,  &c.,  to  her  dominions,  and  invading  the  rights  of 
Holland,  I  altered  my  sentiments.  I  look  upon  the  British  Constitution,  as 
settled  at  the  Eevolution,  to  be  the  most  glorious  Constitution  on  earth,  or  that 
perhaps  the  wit  of  men  can  frame ;  at  same  time,  I  think  that  we  have  a  good 
deal  deviated  from  the  original  principles  of  that  Constitution, — ^particularly, 
that  an  alarming  system  of  corruption  has  pervaded  the  connection  between 
the  executive  power  and  the  House  of  Commons.  This  is  the  truth,  and  the 
whole  truth  of  my  reform  opinions,  which,  before  I  was  aware  of  the  complexion 
of  these  innovating  times,  I  too  unguardedly  (now  I  see  it)  sported  with ;  but^ 
henceforth,  I  seal  my  lips." — Letter  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Finiry,  Jan.  5,  1793. 

*•  The  political  blast  that  threatened  my  welfare  is  overblown.  I  have  cor- 
responded with  Commissioner  Graham  (for  the  Board  had  made  me  the  subject 
of  their  animadversions),  and  now  I  have  the  pleasure  of  informing  you  that 
all  is  right  in  that  quarter." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  Jan.  5,  1793. 

"  One  of  our  supervisors-general  (Mr,  Corbet)  was  instructed  to  enquire  on 
the  spot,  and  to  document  me — that  my  business  was  to  act,  not  to  think;  and 
that,  whatever  might  be  men  or  measures,  it  was  for  me  to  be  silent  and 
obedient.  Mr.  Corbet  was,  however,  my  steady  friend ;  so,  between  Mr.  Graham 
and  him,  I  have  been  partly  forgiven :  only,  I  understand  that  all  hopes  of 
my  getting  officially  forward  are  blasted. 

"  Does  any  man  tell  me  that  my  individual  efforts  can  be  of  no  service,  and 
that  it  does  not  belong  to  my  humble  station  to  meddle  with  the  concerns  of  a 
nation  ?  I  can  tell  him,  that  it  is  on  such  individuals  as  I  that  a  nation  has  to 
rest,  both  for  the  hand  of  support,  and  the  eye  of  intelligence.  The  uninformed 
Mob  may  swell  a  nation's  bulk,  and  the  titled,  tinsel,  courtly  throng  may  be  its 
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feathered  ornament,  but  the  number  of  those  who  are  elevated  enough  in  life 
to  reason  and  reflect,  yet  low  enough  to  keep  clear  of  the  venal  contagion  of  a 
court, — these  are  a  nation's  strength." — Letter  to  Erskine  of  Mar,  April  13,  1793. 

Enticements  to  Intemperance. — "  The  highest  gentry  of  the  country,  whenever 
they  had  especial  merriment  in  view,  called  in  the  wit  of  Burns  to  enliven  their 
carousals ;  and  in  his  perpetual  perambulations,  he  had  every  temptation  to 
encounter,  which  bodily  fatigue,  the  blandishments  of  hosts  and  hostesses,  and 
the  habitual  manners  of  those  who  acted  along  with  him  in  the  duties  of  the 
Excise,  could  present  From  the  castle  to  the  cottage,  every  door  flew  open  at 
his  approach ;  and  the  old  system  of  hospitality,  then  flourishing,  rendered  it 
difficult  for  the  most  soberly  inclined  guest  to  rise  from  any  man's  board  in  the 
same  ttnm  that  he  sat  down  to  it.  The  farmer,  if  Burns  was  seen  passing,  left 
his  reapers,  and^^trotted  by  the  side  of  Jenny  Geddes,  until  he  could  persuade  the 
bard  that  the  day  was  hot  enough  to  demand  an  extra  libation.  If  he  entered 
an  inn  at  midnight,  after  all  the  inmates  were  in  bed,  the  news  of  his  arrival 
circulated  from  the  cellar  to  the  garret,  and  ere  ten  minutes  had  elapsed,  the 
landlord  and  all  his  guests  were  assembled  round  the  ingle,  and  the  largest 
punch-bowl  was  produced." — Lockhart  (on  the  informMticm  of  M^CuUoch  ofArdwell.) 

"  ^  Remember  Burns ! '  has  been  the  watchword  addressed  to  me  by  friends. 
I  do  remember  Burns ;  but  I  am  not  Burns ! — neither  have  I  his  fire  to  fan  or 
to  quench,  nor  his  passion  to  control !  To  a  lady —  I  have  it  from  herself — who 
remonstrated  with  him  on  his  danger  from  drink,  and  the  pursuits  of  some  of 
his  associates,  he  replied :  '  Madam,  they  would  not  thank  me  for  my  company  if 
I  did  not  drink  with  them,  I  must  give  them  each  a  slice  of  my  constitution  I  "' 
—Letter  of  Bloom  field  the  Poet  to  the  Earl  of  Buchan,  1802. 

[Cromek,  in  ISOS,  (from  whom  the  above  note  is  taken,)  adds  with  great  feel- 
ing and  naivete: — "  How  much  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  did  not  give  them 
thinner  slices ! "] 

"Occasional  hard  drinking  is  the  devil  to  me :  against  this  I  have  again  and 
again  set  my  resolution,  and  liave  greatly  succeeded.  Taverns  I  have  totally 
abandoned :  it  is  the  private  parties  in  the  family  way,  among  the  hard-drinking 
gentlemen  of  this  country,  that  do  me  the  mischief ;  but  even  this,  I  have  more 
than  half  given  over." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  Jan.  2, 1793. 

{Jean  Loj'imer  (afterwards  the  poet's  "  Ohloris  ")  contracts  a  strong  intimacy 
with  him,  and  exerts  a  powerful  influence  over  his  musings.] 

Jan. — Song  :  0  poortith  cauld  and  restless  love. — (Page  49,  VoL  II,) 

Jan.— Song:  Braw  lads  o  GallaWater—(Pa,ge  379,  Vol.  I.) 

Jan.  25— Sonnet  on  the  Author's  Birth-day. — (Page  157  Vol.  II.) 

Feb.  1. — [War  declared  against  the  Revolutionists  of  France,  by  this  Country.] 

March. — Song  :  Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie. — (Page  31,  Vol.  II.) 

March.— Song  :  Wandering  Willie.— (Page  378,  Vol,  I.) 

April.— Song:  Meg  o'  the         (Page  88,  Vol.  II.) 

April.— Song  :  The  Soldier's  Return.— (2&ge.  383,  Vol.  I.) 

April. — [New  Edition  of  his  Poems,  published  in  two  volumes,  with  20  addi- 
tional pieces. — See  page  329,  VoL  I.] 

[Some,  on  account  of  the  many  typographical  and  other  errors  in  this  (1793) 
edition,  have  doubted  if  the  author  took  any.  trouble  in  revising  the  sheets;  but  the 
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following  passage  in  his  letter  to  Alex.  Cunningham,  of  lOth  Sep.,  1792,  sets  that 
question  at  rest: — ''Amid  all  the  hurry  of  business,  grinding  the  faces  of  the 
publican  and  the  sinner  on  the  merciless  wheels  of  the  excise ;  making  ballads, 
and  then  drinking,  and  singing  them;  and  over  and  above  all,  the  correcting  the 
press-work  of  two  different  publications,"  &c.  These  publications  were,  un- 
doubtedly, Johnson's  Museum,  and  the  two-volume  edition  of  his  poems:  this  is 
corroborated  by  the  following  passage  in  an  undated  letter  of  this  period 
addressed  to  Johnson: — "  I  am  just  now  busy  correcting  a  new  edition  of  my 
poems,  and  this,  with  my  ordinary  business,  finds  me  in  full  employment."] 

Removal  to  Burns'  Street. —  Whitsunday,  1793. — [This  new  dwelling,  situated  in 
the  Mill  Vennel  (afterwards  called  Burns'  Street),  was  a  small  detached  house  of 
two  stories,  with  kitchen,  parlour,  two  large  bedrooms,  and  several  smaller 
apartments.  Ascending  three  steps  at  the  front  door,  we  reach  the  lower  floor, 
containing  a  hutt  and  a  ben, — the  one  a  kitchen,  and  the  other  a  fine  commodious 
parlour,  well  furnished.  Above,  are  two  rooms  of  irregular  size,  the  smaller  of 
these  being  the  bedroom  in  which  the  poet  died :  a  closet,  nine  feet  square, 
between  these  rooms,  was  the  writing  chamber  of  the  exciseman-bard,  from 
which  issued  his  matchless  lyrics  and  powerful  letters,  during  the  closing  three 
years  of  his  life.  The  late  Wm.  Ewart,  M.P.  for  the  Dumfries  Burghs,  placed 
a  memorial-bust  of  the  poet  within  a  niche  in  the  wall  of  the  next  house,  which 
is  used  as  a  Ragged  School,  and  this  inscription  is  affixed: — "In  the  ADJOINING 
House— TO  the  North— Lived  and  Died  the  Poet  op  his  Country  and  of 
Mankind— EOBEET  BUENS."] 

June.— SONG:  Logan  B7-aes.—(ea,ge.  89,  Vol.  II.) 

„      Song  :  Bonie  Jean. — (Page  91,  Vol.  II.) 

„      Song  :  Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander. — (Page  93,  Vol.  II.) 

July. — [Excursion  through  Galloway  and  Wigton,  with  Mr.  Syme  of  Eyedale.l 

August.— Song:  Had  I  a  caye.— (Page  57,  Vol.  II.) 

„      SONG:  Whistle,  and  Fll  come  to  you. — (Page  58,  Vol.  II.) 

Sept. — Ode:  Bruce' s  Address  at  Bannockhurn. — (Page  63,  Vol.  II.) 

Sept.  SO. — [The  poet  presents  four  volumes  to  the  Subscription  Library  of 
Dumfries,  one  of  these  being  De  holme,  on  the  British  Constitution,  on  which  lie 
had  inscribed  these  words : — "  Mr.  Burns  presents  this  Book  to  the  Library, 
and  begs  they  will  take  it  as  a  creed  of  British  Liberty — ^until  they  find  a 
better.— E.  B."] 

Nov.  4. — Impromptu  Sonnet  on  Mrs.  RiddeVs  Birth-Day. — (Page  158,  VoL  II.) 
Dec.  4. — Theatrical  address  spoken  by  Miss  Fontenelle. — (Page  159,  Vol.  IL) 

Dec.  15. — "These  four  months,  a  sweet  little  girl,  my  youngest  daughter,  has 
been  so  ill,  that  every  day,  a  week  or  less  threatened  to  terminate  her  existence. 
There  had  much  need  to  be  many  pleasures  annexed  to  the  states  of  husband 
and  father,  for  God  knows  they  have  many  peculiar  cares.  I  cannot  describe 
to  you  the  anxious,  sleepless  hours,  these  ties  frequently  give  one !  " — Letter  to 
Mrs.  Dunlop. 


CUESED  TIMES— EPAULETTED  PUPPIES— FICKLE  FEIENDS. 

[DUMFRIES,  1794.— AGE  35.] 
The  gloomy  night  is  gathering  fast. 

"  He  was  prone  to  look,  with  an  indignation,  half  con- 
temptuous, on  those  who,  with  moral  habits  not  more 
excellent  than  his  own,  with  powers  of  intellect  far  inferior, 
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yet  basked  in  the  sunshine  of  fortune,  loaded  with  the 
wealth  and  honours  of  the  world,  while  his  f  olHes  could  not 
obtain  pardon,  nor  his  wants  an  honourable  supply.  His 
wit,  from  this  time,  became  more  gloomy  and  sarcastic, 
and  his  conversation  and  writings  began  to  assume  a  mis- 
anthropical tone,  by  which  they  had  not  been  before,  in 
any  eminent  degree,  distinguished.  But,  with  all  his  fail- 
ings, his  was  still  that  exalted  mind  which  had  raised  itself 
above  the  depression  of  its  original  condition  with  all  the 
energy  of  the  lion^  paiving  to  free  his  hinder  limbs  from  the 
yet  encumbering  earth.  He  still  appeared  '  not  less  than 
Archangel  ruined  ! '  " — Robert  Heron.,  1797. 

"  I  know  I  was  drunk  last  night ;  but  I  am  sober  this  morning.   From  the 

expressions  Capt.  made  use  of  to  me,  had  I  had  nobody's  welfare  to 

care  for  but  my  own,  we  should  certainly  have  come,  according  to  the  manners 
of  the  world,  to  the  necessity  of  murdering  one  another  about  the  business. 
Further,  you  know  the  report  of  certain  political  opinions  being  mine  has 
already,  once  before,  brought  me  to  the  brink  of  destruction.  I  dread  last 
night's  business  may  be  misrepresented  in  the  same  way:  you,  I  beg,  will  take 
care  to  prevent  it.  Yet,  what,  after  all,  was  the  obnoxious  toast? — May  our 
success  in  the  present  war  he  equal  to  the  justice  of  our  cause! — a  toast  that  the  most 
outrageous  frenzy  of  loyalty  cannot  object  to." — Letter  to  Samuel  Clarke,  1794. 

Quarrel  mth  Mrs.  Riddel — "  'Tis  true,  madam,  I  saw  you  once  since  I  was  at 
Woodley  Park,  and  that  once,  froze  the  very  life-blood  of  my  heart.  Your 
reception  of  me  was  such,  that  a  wretch  meeting  the  eye  of  his  judge  about  to 
pronounce  sentence  of  death  upon  him,  could  only  have  envied  my  feelings 
and  situation." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Riddel,  1794. 

Monody  on  a  Lady  famed  for  her  caprice. — (Page  162,  Vol.  IL) 
Epistle  from  Esopus  to  Maria. — (Page  373,  Vol.  IL) 
Epigram  pinned  to  a  Lady's  Coach. — (Page  330,  Vol.  IL) 

"The  subject  of  the  foregoing,  is  a  woman  of  fashion  in  this  county,  with 
whom,  at  one  period,  I  was  well  acquainted.  By  some  scandalous  conduct  to 
me  and  two  or  three  other  gentlemen  here,  she  steered  so  far  to  the  north  of 
my  good  opinion,  that  I  have  made  her  the  theme  of  some  ill-natured  things." 
— Letter  to  Mrs.  3PLehose,  1794. 

"Feb  24,  1794. — For  these  two  months,  I  have  not  been  able  to  lift  a  pen. 
My  constitution  and  frame  were,  db  origine,  blasted  with  a  deep,  incurable  taint 
of  hypochondria,  which  poisons  my  existence.  I  have  exhausted,  in  reflection, 
every  topic  of  comfort:  a  heart  at  ease  might  have  been  charmed  with  my 
reasonings;  but  as  to  myself,  I  was  like  Judas  Iscariot  preaching  the  Gospel: 
he  might  melt  and  mould  the  hearts  of  those  around  him,  but  his  own  kept  its 
native  incorrigibility." — Letter  to  Alexander  Cunningham. 
April.— Sonnet  on  the  Death  of  Robert  Riddel  of  Olenriddel.-~(Page  163,  Vol.  IL) 

June  i.— Birth-day  Assembly.— "  The  Loyal  Natives'  Club  wore  ribbons,  em- 
broidered by  loyal  ladies."— -Newspaper  Notice. 
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Epigram:  Ye  true  loyal  natives.— (Page  283,  Vol.  II.) 

Bums  in  Shadow. — "Mr.  David  M'CuUoch,  of  Ardwell,  has  often  told  me  that 
he  was  seldom  more  grieved,  than  when  riding  into  Dumfries,  one  fine  summer 
evening,  about  this  time,  to  attend  a  county-ball,  he  saw  Burns  walking  alone, 
on  the  shady  side  of  the  principal  street,  while  the  opposite  side  was  gay  with 
successive  groups  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  all  drawn  together  for  the  f estivites  of 
the  night,  not  one  of  whom  appeared  willing  to  recognise  him." — Lockhart,  1828. 

"  There  is  reason  to  believe  that,  in  his  latter  years,  the  Dumfries  Aristocracy 
had  partly  withdrawn  themselves  from  Burns,  as  from  a  tainted  person,  no 
longer  worthy  of  their  acquaintance.  That  painful  class,  stationed,  in  all  pro- 
vincial cities,  behind  the  outmost  breast-work  of  gentility,  there  to  stand  siege, 
and  do  battle  against  the  intrusions  of  grocerdom  and  grazierdom,  had  actually 
seen  dishonour  in  the  society  of  Burns,  and  branded  him  with  their  veto, — had, 
as  we  vulgarly  say,  cut  him!  Alas!  when  we  think  that  Burns  now  sleeps 
'where  bitter  indignation  can  no  longer  lacerate  his  heart,'  and  that  those  fair 
dames  and  frizzled  gentlemen  already  lie  at  his  side, — where  the  breast-work 
of  gentility  is  quite  thrown  down, — who  would  not  sigh  over  the  thin  delusions 
and  foolish  toys  that  divide  heart  from  heart,  and  make  man  unmerciful  to 
his  brother!" — Thomas  Carlyle.,  1828. 

June  25. — "  I  have  been  in  poor  health.  I  am  afraid  that  I  am  about  to  suifer 
for  the  follies  of  my  youth.  My  medical  friends  threaten  me  with  a  flying 
gout ;  but,  I  trust  they  are  mistaken. 

"  I  am  just  going  to  trouble  your  critical  patience  with  the  first  sketch  of  a 
stanza  I  have  been  framing  as  I  passed  along  the  road.  The  subject  is  Liberty  : 
you  know,  my  honoured  friend,  how  dear  the  theme  is  to  me.  I  design  it  as 
an  irregular  Ode  for  General  Washington's  Birth-Day.  After  having  mentioned 
the  degeneracy  of  other  kingdoms,  I  come  to  Scotland,  thus : — 

'  Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among,'  "  &c.— Page  282,  Vol.  II. 

— Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

Aug.  12.— Birth  of  a  Son— James  Glencairn  Burns.  (Died  in  1865.) 

Aug.— On  the  seas  and  far  away.—(P&ge  98,  Vol  II.) 

Sep. — She  says  sTie  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. — (Page  19,  Vol.  IL) 

Sep.— Ca'  the  Yowes  to  the  knowes..—(Pa,ge  99,  Vol.  IL) 

OCT.—The  Lover's  Morning  Salutation  to  his  Mistress. — (P.  101,  Vol.  II.) 

Oct. — ["Clarinda"  etyled  "a  ci-devant  goddess  of  mine"  in  a  letter  to 
Thomson,  and  her  name  directed  to  be  effaced  from  the  song,  "  Thine  am  I, 
my  faithful  Fair,"  in  order  that  its  heroineship  may  be  transferred  to  Chloris .'] 

Nov.— [Visit  of  Professor  Walker  to  Burns.— See  Nov.,  1795.] 

Nov. — My  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groves. — (Page  103,  VoL  IL) 
Nov. — Lassie  trt"*  the  lintwhite  locks. — (Page  104,  Vol.  II.) 
Nov. — Contented  wi  little,  and  cantie  wV  mair. — (Page  68,  VoL  II.) 
Dec— My  Nannie's  awa' — (Page  71,  Vol.  II.) 


Dec— [Burns  announces  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  his  appointment  to  a  temporary 
Bupervisorship.] 

I  f 
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THE  BEiaHT  SUNSET,  AND  THEN  THE  GLOAMIN, 
[DUMFRIES,  1795.— AGE  36,] 

When  ance  Life's  day  draws  near  the  gloamin 

Then  fareweel  vacant,  careless  roamiri. 

An'  fareweel  chearfu'  tankards  foamin\  an'  social  noise! 

An'  farewell  dear,  deluding  Woman,  the  joy  of  joys! 

"  New-Year' s-D AY,  1795. — This  is  the  season  of  wishes,  and  mine  are  most 
fervently  offered  up  for  you !  What  a  transient  business  is  life !  Very  lately 
I  was  a  boy, — but  t'other  day  I  was  a  young  man, — and  I  already  begin  to  feel 
the  rigid  fibre  and  stiffening  joints  of  old  age  coming  fast  o'er  my  frame!  "— 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

Jan. — Is  there,  for  honest  Poverty. — (Page  107,  Vol.  II.) 
Jan. — Craigiehurn. — New  Version. — (Page  52,  Vol.  II.) 
Feb.— 0  Lassie,  art  thou  sleeping  yet?— (P&ge  108,  Vol.  II.) 
Feb. — 0  wat  ye  wlia's  in  yon  town. — (Page  25,  VoL  IL) 
Feb.— [Great  Snow-storm  of  1795.] 

The  Heron  Election  Ballads.— (Page  382,  Vol.  IL) 
"  You  have  already,  as  your  auxiliary,  the  sober  detestation  of  mankind  on 
the  heads  of  your  opponents ;  and  I  swear  by  the  lyre  of  Thalia,  to  muster  on 
your  side  all  the  votaries  of  honest  laughter,  and  fair,  candid  ridicule. 

"  At  present,  my  situation  in  life  must  be  in  a  great  measure  stationary,  at 
least  for  two  or  three  years.  I  am  on  the  Supervisors'  list,  and  as  we  come  on 
by  precedency,  in  two  or  three  years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that  list,  and  be 
appointed  of  course.  Then,  a  Friend  might  be  of  service  to  me  in  getting  me 
into  a  place  of  the  kingdom  which  I  would  like.  A  Supervisor's  income  varies 
from  about  £120  to  £200  a-year ;  but  the  business  is  incessant  drudgery,  and 
would  be  nearly  a  complete  bar  to  every  species  of  literary  pursuit  A  Ool- 
lectorship  varies  much,  from  better  than  £200  a-year  to  near  £1000.  They, 
also,  come  forward  by  precedency  on  the  list,  and  have,  besides  a  handsome 
income,  a  life  of  complete  leisure." — Letter  to  Mr.  Heron  of  Heron,  1795, 

[AEegiment  ot Dumfries  Volunteers  formed.  Burns  joins  one  of  the  Companies.] 
The  Dumfries  Volunteers. — (Page  123,  Vol.  IL) 
Inscription  for  an  Altar  of  Independence. — (Page  165,  VoL  II.) 
May. — 0  stay  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  stay. — (Page  53,  Vol.  II.) 
„      On  Ghloris  being  ill :  'Long,  long  the  night.' — (Page  111,  Vol.  IL) 
„      Their  Groves  o'  sweet  myrtle. — (Page  76,  VoL  IL) 
„      'Twas  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin. — (Page  112,  Vol.  II.) 
„      Mark  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashion. — (Page  102,  Vol.  IL) 
July. — Last  May  a  braw  wooer  cam'  doun  tJie  lang  glen. — (Page  74,  VoL  IL) 

„       0  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie. — (Page  77,  Vol.  IL) 
Aug. — ^ow  Spring  has  clad  the  g?^ove  in  g?'een> — (Page  78,  Vol.  II.) 
„      0  bonie  was  yon  rosy  brier. — (Page  1X3,  VoL  II.) 
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["Like  the  hurricane  eclipse  of  the  sua," — so  suddenly  is  the  lyre  of  Burna 
hushed  at  this  stage,  and  his  correspondence  malies  a  dead  halt  till  the  close  of 
December,  when  we  have  the  poor  bard  addressing  Collector  Mitchell,  thus:— 
"  Ye've  heard  this  while  how  I've  been  licket, 

And  by  fell  Death  was  nearly  nicket ; 

Grim  loon!  he  got  me  by  the  fecket,  and  sair  me  sheuk; 

But,  by  gude  luck,  I  lap  a  wicket,  and  turned  a  neuk." 
We  have  no  account  of  the  progress  of  the  poet  during  September  of  this 
year,  but,  from  Dr.  Currie's  Narrative,  we  learn  that,  "from  October  1795,  to 
the  January  following,  an  accidental  complaint  confined  him  to  the  house." 
In  September,  1795,  his  only  daughter,  and  favourite  child,  Elizabeth,  died  at 
Mauchline,  and  this  event  is  pathetically  referred  to  by  the  poet  in  his  letter  to 
Mrs.  Dunlop,  dated  31st  January,  1796,  in  which  he  reproaches  that  lady  for  not 
having  written  in  reply  to  his  two  last  communications,  namely:  of  2oth  June, 
1794,  and  of  New- Year's  time,  1795.  It  is  an  indisputable  fact  that  Mrs.  Dunlop, 
on  whose  steady  friendship  the  bard  had  so  fondly  relied,  did  in  the  end  prove 
herself  to  be  like  many  others  of  his  fair-weather  satellites ;  and  that  Dr.  Currie, 
who  was  her  relative,  with  the  manifest  design  of  hiding  that  scandal,  dis- 
arranged and  mis-dated  the  poet's  letters  addressed  to  her  during  his  latter 
years !  And  it  is  grievous  further  to  point  out,  that  through  the  grossest  edi- 
torial blindness,  in  every  reprint  of  his  correspondence,  from  that  of  Currie  to 
Waddell,  one  of  his  most  pathetic  letters,  the  real  date  of  which  is  December, 
1793,  is  set  down  under  date  "December,  1795,"  although  we  there  read  of 
Eiddel,  of  Grlenriddel  (who  died  in  April,  1794)  being  still  alive  (!)>  and  of  the 
poet's  only  daughter,  Elizabeth,  (who  died  in  September,  1795,)  being  under 
anxious  nursing  on  account  of  illness  !  Query. — Was  it  a  feeling  of  reverence 
for  the  poet's  memory,  or  expiatory  remorse  for  a  mother's  error,  that  prompted 
the  daughter  of  Mrs.  Dunlop  to  consign  her  own  dead  body  to  the  same  grave 
which  had  been  occupied  by  the  dust  of  Burns  during  nineteen  years  ? 

Another  glaring  mis-date  of  this  same  period,  is  that  of  the  poet's  biographer. 
Professor  Walker,  who  gives  "  November,  1795,"  instead  of  November,  1794,  as 
the  period  of  that  visit  of  his  to  Burns  in  Dumfries,  in  regard  to  which  he  is  so 
mercilessly  squabashedhj  John  Wilson.  The  description  which  the  visitor  gives 
of  the  hale  condition  of  Burns  on  that  occasion,  cannot  possibly  apply  to  the 
period  of  November,  1795,  when,  as  is  perfectly  certain,  he  was  on  a  sick-bed, 
and  unable  for  a  long  ramble  up  Nithside,  much  less  to  drink  the  Professor  and 
his  friend  both  bUnd,  in  their  own  inn,  up  to  three  in  the  morning.  The 
reference  to  the  Fragment  on  Liberty — composed  in  June,  1794 — seems  to  point 
to  that  year ;  and  the  Election  Ballads,  recited  by  the  poet  to  Walker,  must  have 
been  the  matchless  Five  Oarlines,  and  its  magnificent  companion-ballad  against 
Queensberry,  addressed  to  Graham  of  Fintry, — not  the  squibs,  barely  intelligible 
to  a  non-elector  and  stranger — the  Heron  Ballads  of  1795-96.] 


LAST  ILLNESS,  AND  DEATH. 
[DUMFRIES,  1796.— AGE  37.] 

f  Farewell  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye  skies. 

Now  gay  with  the  broad-setting  sun ; 
Farewell  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender  ties — 
My  race  of  existence  is  run  ! 

"  Upwards  Of  a  year  before  his  death,  there  was  an  evident  decline  in  our 
poet's  personal  appearance ;  and,  though  his  appetite  continued  unimpaired,  he 
was  himself  sensible  that  his  constitution  was  sinking.  From  October,  1795, 
to  the  January  following,  an  accidental  complaint  confined  him  to  the  house. 
A  few  days  after  he  began  to  go  abroad,  he  dined  at  a  tavern,  and  returned 
home  about  three  o'«lock  in  a  very  cold  morning,  benumbed  and  intoxicated. 
This  was  followed  by  an  attack  of  rheumatism,"  &<i.—Dr,  Currie,  1800. 
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Jan.  20. — "The  health  you  wished  me  in  your  morning's  card  is,  I  think, 
flown  from  me  for  ever.  I  have  not  been  able  to  leave  my  bed  to-day  till  an 
hour  ago." — Note  to  Mrs.  Riddel. 

Jan.  28. — [Burns  attends  the  Mason  Lodge,  to  recommend  James  Georgeson, 
merchant,  as  an  apprentice.] 

Note  of  his  attendance  at  the  Lodge  Meetings  during  his  residence  in  Dumfries. — 
[1791,  Dec.  27;  1792,  Feb.  6,  May  14,  May  31,  June  5,  Not.  22,  Nov.  30;  1793, 
Nov.  30 ;  1794,  Nov.  29 ;  1796,  Jan.  28,  April  14.] 

Jan.  31. — "  These  many  months  you  have  beentT?o  packets  in  my  debt.  What 
sin  of  ignorance  I  have  committed  against  so  highly  valued  a  friend,  I  am  utterly 
at  a,  loss  to  guess.  The  Autumn  robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter  and  darling 
child,  and  that  at  a  distance,  too,  and  so  rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power 
to  pay  the  last  duties  to  her.  I  had  scarcely  begun  to  recover  from  that  shock, 
when  I  became  myself  the  victim  of  a  most  severe  rheumatic  fever,  and  long 
the  die  spun  doubtful;  until,  after  many  weeks  of  a  sick-bed,  it  seems  to  have 
turned  up  life." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

Rhyming  Epistle  to  Colonel  de  Peyster. — (Page  1B9,  Vol.  II.) 

Feb. — [Letter  to  George  Thomson,  with  song,  "  Hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher." 
—See  page  79,  Vol.  II.] 

April. — "  Alas !  my  dear  Thomson,  I  fear  it  will  be  long  ere  I  tune  my  lyre 
again.  'By  Babel  streams  I  have  sat  and  wept'  almost  ever  since  I  wrote  you 
last.  I  have  only  known  existence  by  the  pressure  of  the  heavy  hand  of  sick- 
ness, and  counted  time  by  the  repercussion  of  pain !  Eheumatism,  cold,  and 
fever,  have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  combination.  I  close  my  eyes  in  misery, 
and  open  them  without  hope.  I  look  on  the  vernal  day,  and  say  with  poor 
Fergusson — 

'  Say,  wherefore  has  an  over-bounteous  Heaven 
Light  to  the  comfortless  and  wretched  given  f" 

— Letter  to  Thomson. 
Election  Ballad  :  Wha  will  buy  my  Troggin  ?— (Page  389,  Vol.  IL) 
Song  :  Oh,  wert  thou  in  the  cauld  blast. — (Page  125,  Vol.  II.) 
The  Toast:  Fill  me  with  the  rosy  wine. — (Page  338,  Vol.  IL) 
Epigram:  Talk  not  to  me  of  savages. — (Page  337,  Vol.  II.) 
Song  :  Say,  sages,  what's  the  charm  on  ear^A.— (Page  338,  Vol.  II.) 

MAY  17. — [Letter  to  Thomson,  enclosing  the  last  finished  offspring  of  his= 
Muse,  "Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear." — See  page  80,  Vol.  II.] 

June  4. — King's  Birth-day. — "  I  am  in  such  miserable  health  as  to  be  utterly  in 
capable  of  showing  my  loyalty  in  any  way.  Backed  with  rheumatism,  I  meet 
every  face  with  a  greeting  like  that  of  Balak  to  Balaam :  Come  curse  me,  Jacob  t 
and  come  defy  me,  Irsael !  So  say  I:  Come,  curse  me,  that  east  wind!  and  come, 
defy  me,  the  north.  "Would  you  have  me  in  such  circumstances  copy  you  out 
a  love-song?  I  may  perhaps  see  you  on  Saturday,  but  I  will  not  be  at  the- 
Ball.  "Why  should  I? — ' Man  delights  not  me,  nor  woman  neither . '  Can  youv 
supply  me  with  the  song,  '  Let  us  all  be  unhappy  together  I '  Do  if  you  can, 
and  oblige  lepauvre  miserable. — ^E.  B." — Note  to  Mrs.  Riddel. 

DUMFEIES,  June  23. — "  Alas,  dear  Clarke,  I  begin  to  fear  the  worst.  As  to  mj- 
individual  self,  I  am  tranquil,  and  would  despise  myself  if  I  were  not;  but' 
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Burns'  poor  widow,  and  half-a-dozen  of  his  dear  little  ones — helpless  orphans! 
— there,  '  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear.'  Enough  of  this! — 'tis  half  of  my 
disease.  If  I  must  go,  I  shall  leave  a  few  friends  behind  me  whom  I  shall  re- 
gret while  consciousness  remains.  I  know  I  shall  live  in  their  rememhrance." 
— Letter  to  James  Clarke. 

Buow,  July  7. — "Alas,  mj-  friencl,  I  fear  the  voice  of  the  bard  will  soon  be 
heard  among  you  no  more.  For  these  eight  or  ten  months,  I  have  been  ailing, 
sometimes  bedfast,  and  sometimes  not;  but  these  three  months,  I  have  been 
tortured  by  an  exci-uciating  rheumatism,  which  has  reduced  me  to  nearly  the 
last  stage.  You  actually  would  not  know  me  if  you  saw  me.  Pale,  emaciated, 
and  so  feeble  as  occasionally  to  need  help  from  my  chair,  my  spirits  fled — 
fled! — but  I  can  no  more  on  this  subject.  The  deuce  of  the  matter  is  this: 
when  an  exciseman  is  off  duty,  his  salary  is  reduced  to  £35,  instead  of  £50. 
What  way,  in  the  name  of  thrift,  shall  I  maintain  mj^self,  and  keep  a  horse  in 
country  quarters,  with  a  wife  and  five  children  at  home,  on  £50  ?  " — Letter  to 
Alexander  Cunningham. 

Brow,  July  12. — "Madam,  I  have  written  you  so  often  without  receiving  any 
answer,  that  I  would  not  trouble  you  again,  but  for  the  circumstances  in  which 
I  am.  An  illness  which  has  hung  about  me,  will,  in  all  probability,  speedily 
send  me  beyond  that  bourne,  whence  no  traveller  returns!  Your  friendship,  with 
which  for  so  many  years  you  honored  me,  was  a  friendship  dearest  to  my  soul. 
Your  conversation,  and  especially  your  correspondence,  were  at  once  highly 
entertaining  and  instructive.  With  what  pleasure  did  I  use  to  break  the  seal! 
The  remembrance  yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to  my  poor  palpitating  heart. 
Farewell! ! — E.  B." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

Brow,  July  12. — [Letter  to  James  Burness,  Montrose,  requesting  a  loan  of 
£10,  to  meet  the  claim  of  a  haberdasher,  who  had  employed  a  law-agent  to 
recover  from  the  poet  the  price  of  his  Volunteer  suit.] 

Brow,  July  12.— [Letter  to  George  Thomson  to  the  same  effect,  soliciting  a 
loan  of  £5:] — "I  do  not  ask  this  gratuitously;  for,  upon  returning  health  I 
hereby  promise  and  engage  to  furnish  3'^ou  with  Five  Pound's  worth  of  the  neatest 
song-genius  you  have  seen.  I  tried  my  hand  on  Rothemurclie  this  morning.  The 
measure  is  so  difficult,  that  it  is  impossible  to  infuse  much  genius  into  the  lines ; 
they  are  on  the  other  side.   Forgive,  forgive  me !  " 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  Banks. — (Page  114,  Vol.  IL) 

[Thus,  only  nine  days  before  he  expired,  his  mind  reverts  to  the  cause  of 
estrangement  betwixt  Margaret  Chalmers  and  him : 
"  Could'st  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear  ?  oh,  did  not  Love  exclaim,  '  Forbear !  * " 
In  the  head-note  to  this  song,  we  followed  other  authorities  by  giving  Charlotte 
Hamilton  the  credit  of  possessing  his  last  minstrel-thoughts;  but  "Peggy 
Chalmers  "  was  clearly  the  dying  bard's  "  Fairest  maid  on  Devon  Banks."] 

Brow,  July  14. — "  My  dearest  Love, — I  delaj'ed  writing  until  I  could  tell  you 
what  effect  sea-bathing  was  likely  to  produce.  It  would  be  injustice  to  deny 
that  it  has  eased  my  pains.  ...  I  will  see  you  on  Sunday." — Letter  to  Mrs. 
Bum*. 

Dumfries,  July  18. — "Do,  for  Heaven's  sake,  send  Mrs.  Armour  here  im- 
mediately. My  wife  is  hourly  expecting  to  be  put  to  bed.  Good  God !  what  a 
situation  for  her  to  be  in,  poor  girl,  without  a  friend  I    I  think  and  feel  that  my 
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strength  is  so  gone,  that  the  disorder  will  prove  fatal  to  me.  Your  son-in-law. 
— E.  B." — Letter  to  James  Armour  Mauchline. 

Thursday,  July  21.— "Early  in  the  morning,  he  sank  into  delirium;  the 
children  were  brought  to  see  their  parent  for  the  last  time  in  life.  They  stood 
round  the  bed,  while  calmly  and  gradually  he  sank  into  his  last  repose.  His 
last  expression  was  a  muttered  reference  to  the  threatening  letter  he  had  re- 
ceived from  the  clothier's  law-agent." — Information  of  Robert  Burns,  Junior. 

"  And  thus  he  passed,  not  softly,  yet  speedily,  into  that 
still  country,  where  the  hail-storms  and  fire-showers  do 
not  reach,  and  the  heaviest-laden  wayfarer  at  length  lays 
down  his  load." — Carlyle. 


THE  GEAVE  AND  THE  MAUSOLEUM. 

Such  graves  as  his  are  pilgrim  shrines — shrines  to  no  code  or  creed  confined — 
The  Delphian  vales,  the  Palestines — the  Meccas  of  the  Mind. — (F.  Halleck.) 

The  spot  of  ground  in  St.  Michael's  Churchyard,  Dumfries,  where  all  that 
was  mortal  of  the  bard  was  deposited,  on  Monday  the  25th  of  July,  1796,  had 
been  selected  by  himself  in  the  north-east  corner  of  the  cemetery.  In  one  of  his 
published  letters,  we  find  him  using  this  proud  language: — "When  I  am  laid 
in  my  grave,  I  wish  to  be  stretched  at  my  full  length,  that  I  may  occupy  every 
inch  of  ground  that  I  have  a  right  to!"  The  Bard's  countrymen,  in  their 
generation,  are  not  unlike  the  rest  of  the  human  family  that  are  said  to  "  build 
up  the  tombs  of  those  prophets  whom  their  fathers  had  persecuted  to  death;" 
and  in  process  of  time  they  conceived  that  Burns  was  entitled  to  occupy  a 
mnch  larger  space  of  ground  than  he  had  humbly  claimed  as  his  own.  Ac- 
cordingly, in  1815,  they  erected  the  present  Mausoleum,  upon  a  site  in  the  south- 
east portion  of  the  same  burial-ground, — the  change  of  position  being  requisite 
because  the  poefs  own  corner  was  too  contracted  to  hold  so  bulky  a  structure, 
At  the  solemn  hour  when  night  and  morning  meet,  the  remains  of  the  bard 
and  his  two  boys  (Maxwell  Burns,  a  posthumous  child,  who  lived  two  years  and 
nine  months,  and  Francis  Wallace  Burns,  who  died  in  1803,  aged  fourteen), 
were  carefully  disinterred,  and  placed  in  the  magniflcent  habitation  thus 
prepared  for  their  reception.  A  Ponderous  Latin  inscription  was  composed 
with  the  Tiew  of  telling  visitors  that  "Hoc  Mausoleum"  was  built  "in 
seternum  honorem  Eoberti  Burns,  Poetarum  Caledoniee; "  but  by  the  rarest 
good  fortune,  it  was  never  put  up,  although  some  of  the  poet's  biographers  have 
quoted  the  whole  inscription,  as  -'noted  down  from  the  original,"and  Cunning- 
ham laments  that  "the  msrits  of  him  who  wrote  Tarn  o'Shanter,  and  The 
Cotters  Saturday  Night,  are  concealed  in  Latin!  " 

No  need  of  "  sculptured  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay ! " 

In  pitying  admiration  he  lies  enshrined  in  all  our  hearts, 
in  a  far  nobler  Mausoleum  than  that  one  of  marble.  Love 
and  pity  are  prone  to  magnify ;  yet  it  is  not  chiefly  as  a  poet 
but  as  a  man  that  he  interests  and  affects  us.   He  was  often 
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advised  to  write  a  tragedy  :  time  and  means  were  not  lent 
him  for  this,  but  through  life  he  enacted  a  tragedy,  and 
one  of  the  deepest.  We  question  whether  the  world  has 
since  witnessed  so  utterly  sad  a  scene — whether  Napoleon 
himself,  left  to  brawl  with  Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  and  perish 
on  his  rock  'amid  the  melancholy  main,'  presented  to  the 
reflecting  mind  such  a  spectacle  of  pity  and  fear  as  did 
this  intrinsically  nobler,  gentler,  and  perhaps  greater  soul, 
wasting  itself  away  in  a  hopeless  struggle  with  base  en- 
tanglements which  coiled  closer  and  closer  round  him, 
till  only  death  opened  him  an  outlet." — Carlyle. 


EXCEEPTS  FROM  LETTERS  AND  PRIVATE  JOURlSrALS  OP  DISTIN- 
GUISHED ADMIRERS  OF  THE  GENIUS  OF  BURNS. 

Sir  Gilbert  Elliot— First  Earl  of  Miuto,— writing  from  London  in  1787, 
to  a  relative  at  Minto,  remarked  as  follows :— "I  have  read  about  half  of  Burns' 
Poems,  and  am  in  the  highest  degree  of  admiration  I  admire  and  wonder  at 
his  general  knowledge  of  the  human  character — of  the  manners,  merits,  and 
defects,  of  all  ranks,  and  of  many  countries;  the  great  justness,  and  also  the 
great  liberality  of  his  judgement;  and — what  is  most  to  be  stared  at — the  un- 
common reflnement  of  hismindin  all  his  views  and  opinions,  and  the  uncommon 
refinement  of  his  taste  in  composition.  This,  I  say,  seems  more  wonderful 
than  genius,  because  one  is  apt  to  suppose  genius  is  born,  reflnement  is  acquired. 
Now,  granting  his  access  to  good  books,  yet  consider  the  company  he  has  lived 
in,  and  in  how  much  worse  than  total  solitude  his  mind  has  had  to  work  and 
purify  itself;  consider  how  severe  labour  blunts  the  edge  of  every  mindi 
and  how  the  discomforts  of  poverty  in  a  Scotch  climate  shall  cripple  genius, 
and  what  a  sedative  it  must  be  to  the  imagination — nay,  how  much  nearer  even 
the  pleasures  of  his  rank  must  lead  to  sottishness  than  to  elegance  and  wit, — and 
then  we  see  what  a  victory  mind  has  over  matter,  and  how,  in  this  prodigy, 
Will  has  dung  Fate!  What  a  pity  that  Hawick  had  not  been  so  celebrated  in- 
stead of  Ayr! " — Life  and  Letievs  of  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot,  editedby  his  grand-neice.  1874. 

Francis  Jeffrey,  in  a  letter  dated  Edinburgh,  6th  July,  1800,  to  his  friend 
Robert  Morhead,  wrote  as  follows: — Burns'  complete  works  are  also  come 
out;  the  Life  I  have  not  yet  read.  It  is,  I  believe,  by  Ourrie  and  Roscoe. 
Some  of  the  songs  are  enchantingly  beautiful,  and  affect  me  more  than  any 
other  species  of  poetry  whatsoever.  The  facility  and  rapidity  with  which  he 
appears  to  have  composed  them  amaze  me.  Indeed,  his  whole  correspondence 
(although  infected  now  and  then  with  a  silly  affectation  of  sentiment,  and  some 
common-places  of  adulation),  gives  me  a  higher  opinion,  both  of  his  refine- 
ment and  real  modesty  of  character  than  anything  he  had  f  ormeily  published." 
— Life  of  Jeffrey,  by  Lord  Cockburn.  1852. 
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Lord  Jeffrey,  (thirty  years  after  he  penned  the  foregoing)  thus  wrote  from 
Craigcrook,  on  11th  Nov.,  1837,  to  his  friend,  Mr  Empson  :— -'In  the  last  week 
I  have  read  all  Burns'  Life  and  Works,  not  without  many  tears,  for  the  Zi/tf 
especially.  "What  touches  me  most  is  the  pitiable  poverty  in  which  that  gifted 
being  (together  with  his  noble-minded  father)  passed  his  early  days— the  pain- 
ful frugality  to  which  their  innocence  was  doomed,  and  the  thought  that  how 
small  a  share  of  the  useless  luxuries  in  which  we  (such  comparatively  poor 
creatures)  indulge,  would  have  sufficed  to  shed  joy  and  cheerfulness  in  their 
dwelling,  and  perhaps  saved  that  glorious  spirit  from  the  trials  and  tempta- 
tions under  which  he  fell  so  prematurely.  Oh,  my  dear  Empson,  there  must 
be  something  terribly  wrong  in  the  present  arrangements  of  the  universe  when 
those  things  can  happen,  and  be  thought  natural.  I  could  lie  down  in  the  dirt 
and  cry  and  grovel  there,  I  think,  for  a  century,  to  save  such  a  soul  as  Burns' 
from  the  suffering  and  the  contamination  and  the  degradation  which  these 
same  arrangements  imposed  upon  him ;  and  fancy  that,  if  I  could  but  have 
known  him,  (in  my  present  state  of  wealth  and  influence),  I  might  have  saved 
and  reclaimed  aad  preserved  him  even  to  the  present  day.  He  would  not  have 
been  so  old  as  my  brother  judge.  Lord  Grlenlee,  or  Lord  Lynedoch,  or  a  dozen 
others  that  one  meets  daily  in  society.  And  what  a  creature:  not  only  in 
genius,  but  in  nobleness  of  character;  potentially  at  least,  if  right  models  had 
been  put  gently  before  him.  But  we  must  not  dwell  on  it — you  southern  Saxons 
cannot  value  him  rightly,  and  you  miss  half  the  pathos,  and  more  than  half 
the  sweetness.  There  is  no  such  mistake  as  that  your  chief  miss  is  in  the 
humour,  or  the  shrewd  sense.  It  is  far  higher  and  more  delicate  elements  than 
these — God  bless  you!  We  shall  be  up  to  the  whole,  I  trust,  in  another  world. 
When  I  think  on  his  position,  I  have  no  feeling  for  the  ideal  poverty  of  your 
Wordsworth's  or  Coleridge's;  comfortable,  flattered,  very  spoiled,  capricious, 
idle  beings,  fantastically  discontented  because  they  cannot  make  an  easy  tour  to 
Italy  and  buy  casts  and  cameos, — and  what  poor,  peddling,  whining  drivellers 
in  comparison  with  him!  But  I  will  have  no  uncharity.  They  too  should  have 
been  richer." — Life  of  Jeffrey,  by  Lord  Cockburn.  1852. 


Hugh  Miller,  shortly  before  his  death,  writing  to  Dr.  Guthrie,  declining  a 
kind  invitation  to  meet  the  Duke  of  Argyle,  thus  expressed  himself: — "There 
is  a  feeling — which,  strong  when  I  was  young,  is  now  when  I  am  old,  greatly 
stronger  still — that  I  cannot  overcome,  and  which  has  ever  prevented  me  from 
coming  in  contact  with  men  even  far  below  his  Grace's  station.  Our  nobles 
have  their  place  (and  long  may  they  adorn  it),  and  I  have  mine,  with  its  own 
humble  responsibilities  and  duties.  Farther  than  that,  I  know  that  men  in  my 
position,  but  vastly  my  superiors — poor  Burns  for  instance — have  usually  lost 
greatly  more  than  they  have  gained  by  their  approaches  to  the  Great.  You 
will  think  this  very  foolish,  but  it  is  fixed,  and  I  really  can't  help  it"— Z>r.  Guth- 
rie's Memoirs  by  his  Son.  1875. 


The  late  Norman  MaClbod,  D.D.,  in  reference  to  his  occasional  visits  to 
Balmoral,  by  invitation  of  the  Queen,  noted  in  his  diary  how  some  of  thosa 
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autumnal  evenings  were  spent.  Not  the  least  interesting  glimpse  of  Balmoral 
life  is  that  which  shows  Her  Majesty  sitting  at  her  spinning  wheel,  tete  a  tete 
with  the  genial  Scotch  parson,  and  listening  intently  while  ho  read  to  her  from 
Burns'  poems,  suchpieces[as  "Tarn  o'  Shanter,"  and  "A  man's  a  man  for  a 
that."  Dr.  Macleod  records  that  this  latter  was  declared  by  the  Queen  to  be  her 
'•favourite  "  among  Burns'  productions." — Memoirs  of  Dr.  Macleod.  1876. 


LOUIS  Kossuth,  the  exiled  Magyar  patriot,  spent  a  night  in  Ayr  during  his 
lecturing  tour  through  the  United  Kingdom.  The  classic  town  had  a  peculiar 
interest  to  him ;  but  the  great  centre  of  attraction  was  the  "auld  clay  biggin" 
through  whose  creaking  rafters,  more  than  a  century  ago  "a  blast  o'  Janwar 
win'  blew  hansel  in  on  Eobin." 

On  being  requested  to  insert  his  name  in  the  Visitor's  Book,  he  pondered  a 
little,  and  seizing  the  pen, recorded  this  beautifully  appropriate  inscription:— 
"LOUIS  KOSSUTH  In  Exile, 
To  ROBERT  BURNS  Ik  iMMORTALlTy. 
'T?ie  man  of  independent  mind  is  King  o'  men  for  a*  that.'" 


AMERICAN  INDEPENDENCE  DAY,  1876. 

In  prophetic  reference  to  this  Grand  Centenary  Jubilee,  Burns  on  Bth  No 
vember,  1788,  during  his  residence  at  Ellisland,  penned  and  forwarded  to  the 
Editor  of  The  Star,  a  magnificent  letter,  from  which  the  following  is  ex- 
tracted:— 

"I  went  last  Wednesday  to  my  Parish  Church,  most  cordially  to  join  in 
grateful  acknowledgement  to  the  Author  op  all  Good  for  the  consequent 
blessings  of  the  glorious  Revolution  of  1688. 

Who  would  believe,  sir,  in  this  our  Augustan  age  of  liberality  and  refine- 
ment, that  a  certain  people  under  our  national  protection  should  complain,  not 
against  our  monarch  and  a  few  favourite  advisers,  but  against  our  WHOLE 
LEGISLATIVE  BODY,  for  similar  oppression,  and  almost  in  the  very  same 
terms,  as  our  forefathers  did  of  the  House  of  Stuart!  I  will  not,  I  cannot  enter 
into  the  merits  of  the  cause ;  but  I  dark  say  the  American  Congress  of  1776 
will  be  allowed  to  have  been  as  able  and  enlightened  as  the  English  Convention 
was  in  1688;  and  that  their  posterity  will  Celebrate  the  Centenary  of  their 
deliverance  from  us,  as  duly  and  sincerely  as  we  do  our  own  from  the  oppres- 
Bive  measures  of  the  wrong-headed  House  of  Stuart." 
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jP   O   E  M  S. 

t  CHIEFLY    IN  THE 

♦ 

I  SCOTTISH  DIALECT, 
I     ROBERT  BURNS. 


X  THE  Simple  Bard,  unbroke  by  rules  of  Art, 

♦  He  pours  the  wild  effusions  of  the  heart: 
♦ 

t  And  if  inspir'd,  'tis  Nature's  pow'rs  inspire ; 

i  Her's  all  the  melting  thrill,  and  her's  the  kindling  fire. 
♦ 

X  Anonymous. 
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THE  POET'S  PEEFACE  (1786.) 

[Bnms,  in  the  course  of  his  authorship,  committecl  himself  to  only  one  prosa 
Preface,  and  one  prose  Dedication.  The  latter  will  he  found  at  page  135,  Vol.  I. 
It  has  been  described  by  a  voluminous  critic  and  professed  eulogist  of  the  poet, 
as  "a  more  ambitious  perfoi-mance  than  the  original  Kilmarnock  Preface; 
conceived  in  an  entirely  different  style,  and  expressed  with  studied  emphasis 
and  formality."  He  farther  says,  that  "one  can  hardly  help  surmising  that 
the  author  had  some  slight  misgivings  as  to  the  genuineness,  or  at  least  the 
dignity  of  that  dedication  to  his  patrons  in  the  metropolis."  Now,  we  must  own 
that,  in  common  with  the  vulgar  herd  of  Burns'  admirers,  we  had  always 
reckoned  this  Dedication  to  the  Caledonian  Hunt  as  next  to  perfection  itself,  both 
in  style  of  composition  and  in  dignity  of  sentiment.  We  must  learn,  therefore, 
to  be  less  rash  in  being  pleased  for  the  future. 

Burns,  we  are  bound  to  confess,  pleases  us  still  better  in  his  versified  dedica- 
tions :  he  has  two  of  them, — that  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  at  page  9S  (O,  how  rich 
it  is !)  and  that  other,  contained  in  the  opening  twenty-four  lines  of  The  Brigs 
of  Ayr, — page  143, — which  certainly  beats  his  prose  hollow.  His  Preface  (here 
subjoined)  is  no  mean  production,  although  he  did  withdraw  it  in  favour  of 
the  prose  dedication;  and  it  has  barely  got  justice  from  the  poet's  editors,  from 
Currie  down  to  (but  excluding)  Waddell,  who  alone  has  printed  it  correctly — 
always,  of  course,  excepting  ourselves ;  for  our  facsimile  reprint  was  pro- 
duced in  1S67.  A  copy  of  the  Kilmarnock  edition  was  so  rare,  even  at  the 
time  of  the  poet's  death,  that  Dr.  Currie  could  not  procure  one  to  print  the 
preface  from,  so  he  applied  to  Gilbert  Burns  for  a  copy  of  the  preface,  which, 
in  transcribing,  Gilbert  ventured  to  amend,  but  did  it  no  good,  except  con-ect- 
ing  the  spelling  of  the  Greek  poet's  name,  Theocritus.  In  the  second  sentence, 
he  unnecessarily  introduced  before  the  words,  "  in  their  original  languages," 
the  expression  "at  least,"  and  dropped  the  plural  a  in  "languages,"  to  the  de- 
triment of  the  poet's  grammar.  In  the  closing  paragraph,  the  author  uses  the 
expression,  "  he  is  indebted  to  Benevolence,"  and  this  was  apparently  deemed 
wanting  in  dignity,  for  it  was  altered  thus— "he  owes  to  Benevolence!  "  In  the 
third  paragraph  of  the  preface,  we  are  reminded  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's 
observation  that,  "having  twenty  times  the  abilities  of  Allan  Eamsay  and  of 
Fergusson,  he  talked  of  them  with  too  much  humility  as  his  models."] 

The  following  trifles  are  not  the  production  of  the  Poet,  who,  with  all  the 
advantages  of  learned  art,  and  perhaps  amid  the  elegancies  and  idlenesses  of 
upper  life,  looks  down  for  a  rural  theme,  with  an  eye  to  Theocrites  or  Virgil. 
To  the  Author  of  this,  these  and  other  celebrated  names  their  countrymen  are, 
in  their  original  languages,  *A  fountain  shut  up,  and  a  'book  sealed.'  Un- 
acquainted with  the  necessary  requisites  for  commencing  Poet  by  rule,  he  sings 
the  sentiments  and  manners,  he  felt  and  saw  in  himself  and  his  rustic  compeers 
around  him,  in  his  and  their  native  language.  Though  a  Ehymer  from  his 
earliest  years,  at  least  from  the  earliest  impulses  of  the  softer  passions,  it  was 
not  till  very  lately,  that  the  applause,  perhaps  the  partiality,  of  Friendship, 
wakened  his  vanity  so  far  as  to  make  him  think  any  thing  of  his  was  worth 
showing;  and  none  of  the  following  works  were  ever  composed  with  a  view 
to  the  press.  To  amuse  himself  with  the  little  creations  of  Ms  own  fancy, 
amid  the  toil  and  fatigues  of  a  laborious  life ;  to  transcribe  the  various  feelings, 
the  loves,  the  griefs,  the  hopes,  the  fears,  in  his  own  breast;  to  find  some  kind 
of  counterpoise  to  the  struggles  of  a  world,  always  an  alien  scene,  a  task  uncouth 
to  the  poetical  mind;  these  were  his  motives  for  courting  tiie  Muses,  and  in 
these  he  found  Poetry  to  be  it's  own  reward. 

Now  that  he  appears  in  the  public  character  of  an  Author,  he  does  it  with 
fear  and  trembling.  So  dear  is  fame  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  that  even  he,  an 
obscure,  nameless  Bard,  shrinks  aghast,  at  the  thought  of  being  branded  as 
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'  An  impertinent  blockhead,  obtruding  his  nonsense  on  the  world ;  and  becausa 
ho  can  make  a  shift  to  jingle  a  few  doggerel,  Scotch  rhymes  together,  looks 
upon  himself  as  a  Poet  of  no  small  consequence  forsooth.' 

It  is  an  observation  of  that  celebrated  Poet,  *  whose  divine  Elegies  do  honor 
to  our  language,  our  nation,  and  our  species,  that '  Humility  has  depressed  many 
a  genius  to  a  hermit,  but  never  raised  one  to  fame.'  If  any  Critic  catches  at  the 
word  genius,  the  Author  tells  him,  once  for  all,  that  he  certainly  looks  upon 
himself  as  possest  of  some  poetic  abilities,  otherwise  his  publishing  in  the 
manner  he  has  done,  would  be  a  manoeuvre  below  the  worst  character,  which, 
he  hopes,  his  worst  enemy  will  ever  give  him :  but  to  the  genius  of  a  Earn  say, 
or  the  glorious  dawnings  of  the  poor,  unfortunate  Ferguson,  he,  with  equal  un 
affected  sincerity,  declares,  that,  even  in  his  highest  pulse  of  vanity,  he  has  not 
the  most  distant  pretensions.  These  two  justly  admired  Scotch  Poets  he  has 
often  had  in  his  eye  in  the  following  pieces ;  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle 
at  their  flame,  than  for  servile  imitation. 

To  his  Subscribers,  the  Author  returns  his  most  sincere  thanks.  Not  the 
mercenary  bow  over  a  counter,  but  the  heart-throbbing  gratitute  of  the  Bard, 
conscious  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  Benevolence  and  Friendship,  for 
gratifying  him,  if  he  deserves  it,  in  that  dearest  wish  of  every  poetic  bosom — 
to  be  distinguished.  He  begs  his  readers,  particularly  the  Learned  and  the 
Polite,  who  may  honor  him  with  a  perusal,  that  they  will  make  every  allowance 
for  Education  and  Circumstances  of  Life :  but,  if  after  a  fair,  candid,  and 
impartial  criticism,  he  shall  stand  convicted  of  Dulness  and  Nonsense,  let  him 
be  done  by,  as  he  would  in  that  case  do  by  others — ^let  him  be  condemned, 
without  mercy,  to  contempt  and  oblivion. 


Shenstoue. 


THE  TWA  DOGS. 


A  TALE. 

[The  first  notice  we  have  of  this  admired  poem  is  in  one  of  the  Bard's  letters, 
dated  17th  February,  HSR,  addressed  to  his  Mauchline  friend  John  llichmond, 
then  in  Edinburgh.  After  mentioning  "  The  Ordination,"  "  Scotch  Drink," 
-  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  and  An  Address  to  the  Deil,"  as  having  been 
newly  composed,  he  adds : — "  I  have  likewise  completed  my  poem  on  The  Bogs, 
but  have  not  shown  it  to  the  world."  This  was  but  a  few  weeks  before  sending 
out  his  printed  proposals  for  publishing ;  and  we  are  told  that  this  poem  was 
placed  the  first  in  his  volimie  by  request  of  Wilson  the  printer,  who  suggested 
the  propriety  of  placing  one  of  his  more  important  pieces  at  the  beginning.  This 
accords  with  Gilbert  Burns'  information,  that  the  tale  of  the  Twa  Dogs  was  com- 
posed after  the  resolution  of  juiblishing  was  almost  formed.  Eobert's  favourite 
dog,  Luath,  had  been  killed  by  the  wanton  cruelty  of  some  person,  the  night 
beforehis  father's  death,  and  the  Poet  resolved  to  introduce  into  his  book  somo 
composition  which  would  testify  his  regard  for  the  memory  of  his  quadruped 
friend.] 

'TwAs  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  isle, 
That  bears  the  name  o'  auld  king  COIL, 
Upon  a  bonie  day  in  June, 
When  wearing  thro'  the  afternoon, 
Twa  Dogs^  that  were  na  thrang  at  hame. 
Forgather' d  ance  upon  a  time. 

The  first  I'll  name,  they  ca'd  him  Ccvsar^ 
Was  keepet  for  His  Honor's  pleasure ; 
His  hair,  his  size,  his  mouth,  his  lugs, 
Shew'd  he  was  nane  o'  Scotland's  dogs, 
But  whalpet  some  place  far  abroad. 
Where  sailors  gang  to  fish  for  Cod. 

His  locked,  letter' d,  braw  brass-collar 
Shew'd  him  the  gentleman  an'  scholar; 
But  tho'  he  was  o'  high  degree. 
The  fient  a  pride  na  pride  had  he, 
But  wad  hae  spent  an  hour  caressan, 
Ev'n  wf  a  Tinkler-gipsey's  messan : 
At  Kirk  or  Market,  Mill  or  Smiddie, 
Nae  tawted  tyhe^  tho'  e'er  sae  duddie, 
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But  he  wad  stan't  as  glad  to  see  him, 
An'  stroan't  on  stanes  an'  hillocks  wi'  him.' 

The  tither  was  a  ploughma'n! s  collie,^ 
A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie, 
Wha  for  his  friend  an'  comrade  had  him, 
And  in  his  freaks  had  Luath  ca'd  him, 
After  some  dog  in  *  Highland  sang, 
Was  made  lang  syne,  lord  knows  how  lang. 

He  was  a  gash  an'  faithfu'  tyke, 
As  ever  lap  a  sheugh  or  dyke. 
His  honest,  sonsie,  baws'nt  face. 
Ay  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place ; 
His  breast  was  white,  his  towzie  back, 
Weel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glossy  black ; 
His  gawsie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl. 
Hung  owre  his  hurdles  wi'  a  swirl. 

Nae  doubt  but  they  were  fain  o'  ither. 
An'  unco  pack  an'  thick  thegither ; 
Wi'  social  nose  whyles  snufF'd  an'  snowket ; 
Whyles  mice  and  modewurks  they  howket ; 
Whyles  scour' d  awa  in  lang  excursion, 
An'  worry' d  ither  in  diversion ; 
Till  tir'd  at  last  wi'  mony  a  farce. 
They  set  them  down  upon  their  arse,f 
An'  there  began  a  lang  digression 
About  the  lords  6*  the  creation. 

C^SAR. 

I've  aften  wonder'd,  honest  Luath, 
What  sort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  you  have ; 
An'  when  the  gentry's  life  I  saw. 
What  way  poor  bodies  liv'd  ava. 

Our  Laird  gets  in  his  racked  rents, 
His  coals,  his  kane,  an'  a'  his  stents : 
He  rises  when  he  likes  himsel ; 
His  flunkies  answer  at  the  bell ; 


*  OuchuUin's  dog  in  Ossian's  Fingal.— (R.  B.  1786.) 

1  Altered,  in  1794,  to— 

"  Until  wi'  daffin  weary  grown, 
Upon  a  knowe  they  sat  them  down." 
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He  ca's  his  coacli ;  be  ca*s  Ms  horse ; 
He  draws  a  bonie,  silken  purse 
As  king's  my  tail,  whare  thro'  the  steeks, 
The  yellow  letter'd  Geordie  keeks. 

Frae  morn  to  een  it's  nought  but  toiling, 
At  baking,  roasting,  frying,  boiling ; 
An'  tho'  the  gentry  first  are  steghan, 
Yet  ev'n  the  hd  folk  fill  their  peghan 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  an'  sic  like  trashtrie, 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wastrie. 
Our  Whipper-in^  wee,  blastet  wonner, 
Poor,  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner, 
Better  than  ony  Tenant-man 
His  Honor  has  in  a'  the  Ian' : 
An'  what  poor  Cot-folk  pit  their  painch  in, 
I  own  it's  past  my  comprehension. 

LUATH. 

Trowth,  Caesar,  whyles  their  f ash't  enougli  5 
A  Cotter  howkan  in  a  sheugh, 
Wi'  dirty  stanes  bigg  an  a  dyke, 
B  air  an  a  quarry,  an'  sic  like, 
Himsel,  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 
A  smytrie  0'  wee,  duddie  weans, 
An'  nought  but  his  han'-daurk,  to  keep 
Them  right  an'  tight  in  thack  an'  raep. 

An'  when  they  meet  wi'  sair  disasters. 
Like  loss  0'  health  or  want  0'  masters, 
Ye  maist  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  langer. 
An'  they  maun  starve  0'  cauld  and  hunger : 
But  how  it  comes,  I  never  kent  yet, 
They're  maistly  wonderfu'  contented ; 
An'  buirdly  chiels,  and  clever  hizzies, 
Are  bred  in  sic  a  way  as  this  is. 

C^SAR. 

But  then,  to  see  how  ye're  negleket. 
How  huff'd,  an'  cuff'd,  an'  disrespeket ! 
L — d  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  delverSf  ditchers^  an'  sic  cattle ; 
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They  gang  as  saucy  by  poor  folk, 
As  I  wad  by  a  stinkan  brock. 

I've  notic'd,  on  our  Laird's  court-day^ 
An'  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  wae, 
Poor  tenant  bodies^  scant  o'  cash, 
How  they  maun  thole  a  factoT's  snash  ; 
He'll  stamp  an'  threaten,  curse  an'  swear, 
He'll  apprelmid  them,  poind  their  gear ; 
While  they  maun  stan',  wi'  aspect  humble, 
An'  hear  it  a',  an'  fear  an'  tremble ! 

I  see  how  folk  hve  that  hae  riches ; 
But  surely  poor-folk  maun  be  wretches ! 

LUATH. 

They're  no  sae  wretched's  ane  wad  think  j 
Tho'  constantly  on  poortith's  brink. 
They're  sae  accustom' d  wi'  the  sight, 
The  view  o't  gies  themi  little  fright. 

Then  chance  and  fortune  are  sae  guided. 
They're  ay  in  less  or  mair  provided ; 
An'  tho'  fatigu'd  wi'  close  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives. 
Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives ; 
ThQ  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride, 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire  side. 

An'  whyles  twalpennie-worth  o'  nappif 
Can  mak  the  bodies  unco  happy  ; 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares. 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  alfairs ; 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  q^vl  priests^ 
Wi'  kindling  fury  i'  their  breasts. 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin, 
An'  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  LON'ON. 

As  bleak-fac'd  Hallowmass  returns. 
They  get  the  jovial,  rantan  Kirns^ 
When  rural  life^  of  ev'ry  station, 
Unite  in  common  recreation ; 
Love  bhnks,  Wit  slaps,  an'  social  Mirth 
Forgets  there's  care  upo'  the  earth. 
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That  men'y  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  ou  frosty  win's ; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantling  ream, 
An'  sheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam  ; 
The  luntan  pipe,  an'  sneeshin  mill, 
Are  handed  round  wi'  right  guid  will ; 
The  cantie,  auld  folks,  crackan  crouse, 
The  young  anes  rantan  thro'  the  house — 
My  heart  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them, 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barket  wi'  them. 

Still  it's  owre  true  that  ye  hae  said. 
Sic  game  is  now  owre  aften  play'd ; 
There's  monie  a  creditable  stock 
0'  decent,  honest,  fawsont  folk. 
Are  riven  out  baith  root  an'  branch. 
Some  rascal's  pridefu'  greed  to  quench, 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  himsel  the  faster 
In  favor  wi'  some  gentle  Master^ 
Wha  aiblins  thrang  a  parliamentin^ 
For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indentin — 

CJESAR. 

Haith  lad  ye  little  ken  about  it ; 

For  Britain's  guid!  guid  faith !  I  doubt  it. 

Say  rather,  gaun  as  PREMIERS  lead  him. 

An'  saying  aye  or  no's  they  bid  him : 

At  Operas  an'  Plays  parading. 

Mortgaging,  gambling,  masquerading : 

Or  maybe,  in  a  frolic  daft. 

To  HAGUE  or  CALAIS  takes  a  waft. 

To  make  a  tour  an'  tak  a  whirl. 

To  learn  hon  ton  an'  see  the  worl'. 

There,  at  YIENJiTA  or  VERSAILLES, 
He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails  ; 
Or  by  MADRID  he  takes  the  rout. 
To  thrum  guittars  an'  fecht  wi'  nowt ; 
Or  down  Italian  Vista  startles, 
Wh — re-hunting  amang  groves  o'  myrtles  : 
Then  bowses  drumlie  German-water^ 
To  mak  himsel  look  fair  and  fatter, 
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An'  purge  the  bitter  ga's  an'  cankers, 
O'  curst  Venetian  b — res  an'  ch — ncrcs.* 
For  Britain's  guid!  for  her  destruction! 
Wi'  dissipation,  feud,  an'  faction ! 

LUATH. 

Hech  man !  dear  sirs  !  is  that  the  gate, 
They  waste  sae  mony  a  braw  estate ! 
Are  we  sae  foughten  and  harass'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  last ! 

0  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts, 
An'  please  themsels  wi'  countra  sports. 
It  wad  for  ev'ry  ane  be  better, 
The  Laird^  the  Tenant^  an'  the  Cotter ! 
For  thae  frank,  rantan,  ramblan  billies, 
Fient  haet  o'  them's  ill  hearted  fellows ; 
Except  for  breakin  o'  their  timmer, 
Or  speakin  lightly  o'  their  Limmer^ 
Or  shootin  of  a  hare  or  moorcock. 
The  ne'er-a-bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. 

But  will  ye  tell  me,  master  Ccesar^ 
Sure  great  foWs  life's  a  life  o'  pleasure  ? 
Nae  cauld  nor  hunger  e'er  can  steer  them, 
The  vera  thought  o't  need  na  fear  them. 

L — d  man,  were  ye  but  whyles  where  I  am. 
The  gentles  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  them ! 

It's  true,  they  need  na  starve  or  sweat. 
Thro'  Winter's  cauld,  or  Summer's  heat ; 
They've  nae  sair-wark  to  craze  their  banes, 
An'  fill  auld-age  wi'  grips  an'  granes ; 
But  human-bodies  are  sic  fools. 
For  a'  their  colledges  an'  schools, 
That  when  nae  7'eal  ills  perplex  them. 
They  mak  enow  themsels  to  vex  them ; 
An'  ay  the  less  they  hae  to  sturt  them. 
In  like  proportion,  less  will  hurt  them. 

*  Altered,  in  1787,  to— 

"  And  clear  the  consequential  sorrows, 
Love-gifts  of  Carnival  Signioras." 
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A  country  fellow  at  the  pleiigh, 
His  acre's  till'd,  he's  right  eneugh  ; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel, 
Her  dizzen's  done,  she's  unco  weel ; 
But  Gentlemen,  an'  Ladies  warst, 
Wi'  ev'n  down  want  o'  waj-k  are  curst. 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank  an'  lazy ; 
Tho'  deil-haet  ails  them,  yet  uneasy ; 
Their  days,  insipid,  dull  an'  tasteless. 
Their  nights,  unquiet,  lang  an'  restless. 

An'  ev'n  their  sports,  their  balls  an'  races, 
Their  galloping  thro'  public  places. 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp  an'  art. 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 

The  Men  cast  out  in  party-matches^ 
Then  sowther  a'  in  deep  debauches. 
Ae  night,  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an'  wh — ring, 
Niest  day  their  life  is  past  enduring. 

The  Ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clusters, 
As  great  an'  gracious  a'  as  sisters ; 
But  hear  their  alsent  thoughts  o'  ither 
They're  a'  run  deils  an'  jads  thegither. 
Whyles,  owre  the  wee  bit  cup  an'  platie, 
They  sip  the  scandal-potion  pretty ; 
Or  lee-lang  nights,  wi'  crabbet  leuks, 
Pore  owre  the  devil's  pictm^d  heuks  ; 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  farmer's  stackyard, 
An'  cheat  hke  ony  unhanged  hlaclcguard. 

There's  some  exceptions,  man  an'  woman ; 
But  this  is  Gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this,  the  sun  was  out  o'  sight. 
An'  darker  gloamin  brought  the  night : 
The  hum-clock  humm'd  wi'  lazy  drone. 
The  kye  stood  rowtan  i'  the  loan  ; 
When  up  they  gat  an'  shook  theu*  lugs, 
Kejoic'd  they  were  na  men  but  dogs; 
An'  each  took  off  his  several  way, 
Resolv'd  to  meet  some  ither  day. 
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SCOTCH  DRIKK. 


Gie  him  strong  Drink  until  he  wink, 

Thafs  sinking  in  despair; 
An'  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  bluid, 

Tliat'sprest  wi  grief  an  care: 
There  let  him  bowse  an'  deep  carouse,, 

Wi'  bumpers  flowing  o'er. 
Till  he  forgets  his  loves  or  debts, 

An'  minds  his  griefs  no  more. 

Solomon's  Peoverbs,  xxxi.  6,  7. 

[It  has  been  pointed  out  by  former  editors  that  this  poem  must  have  been  com- 
posed on  the  model  of  Robert  Fergusson's  "  Caller  Water,"  but  the  resemblance 
consists  only  in  the  measure  being  the  same,  and  in  the  one  celebrating 
aqua-vitse,  while  the  other  cries  up  aqua-fontis.  That  our  poet  had  read  the 
Poems  of  Fergusson  before  "Scotch  Drink"  was  composed  at  the  close  of 
the  year  1785,  we  know  from  his  autobiography,  in  which  he  says,  referring  to 
his  unlucky  winter  of  1781-82  in  the  town  of  Irvine,  "Ehyme  I  had  given  up; 
but  meeting  vflth  Fergusson's  Scottish  Poems,  I  strung  anew  my  wildly-sounding 
lyre  with  emulating  vigour :  "  yet  it  is  curious  to  observe  in  part  of  the  same 
letter  referred  to  in  our  head-note  to  the  Twa  Bogs,  that  in  February,  1786, 
Burns  did  not  possess  a  copy  of  Fergusson's  Poems,  which  he  requests  hia 
friend  in  Edinburgh  to  procure  for  him,  and  despatch  by  the  Mauchline  Carrier.] 

Let  other  Poets  raise  a  fracas 

'Bout  vines,  an'  wines,  an'  druken  Bacchus, 

An'  crabbed  names  an'  stories  wrack  us, 

An'  grate  our  lug, 
I  sing  the  juice  Scotch  hear-  can  mak  us, 

In  glass  or  jug. 

0  thou,  my  Muse  !  guid,  auld  Scotch  Drink  ! 
Whether  thro'  wimplin  worms  thou  jink. 
Or,  richly  brown,  ream  owre  the  brink. 

In  glorious  faem, 
Ins^Dire  me,  till  I  lisp  an'  ivinlc^ 

To  sing  thy  name  1 

Let  husky  Wheat  the  haughs  adorn, 
And  Aits  set  up  their  awnie  horn, 
An'  Pease  an'  Beans,  at  e'en  or  morn, 

Perfume  the  plain, 
Leeze  me  on  thee  John  Barleycorn, 

Thou  king  o'  grain  ! 


On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  cood, 
In  souple  scones,  the  wale  o'  food ! 
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Or  tumbling  in  the  boiling  flood 

Wi'  kail  an'  beef ; 

But  when  thou  pours  thj  strong  hearts  bloody 
There  thou  shines  chief. 

Food  fills  the  wame,  an'  keeps  us  livin ; 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivin, 
When  heavy-dragg'd  wi'  pine  an'  grievin; 

But  oil'd  by  thee, 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down-hill,  scrievin, 
Wi'  rattlin  glee. 

Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lear ; 
Thou  chears  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care ; 
Thou  strings  the  nerves  o'  Labor-sair, 

At's  weary  toil ; 
Thou  ev'n  brightens  dark  Despair, 

Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

Aft,  clad  in  massy,  siller  weed, 
Wi'  Gentles  thou  erects  thy  head ; 
Yet  humbly  kind,  in  time  o'  need. 

The  poor  marCs  wine ; 
His  wee  drap  pirratch,*  or  his  bread. 

Thou  kitchens  fine. 

Thou  art  the  life  o'  public  haunts  ; 
But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  and  rants  ? 
Ev'n  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts. 

By  thee  inspir'd, 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents^ 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 

That  merry  night  we  get  the  corn  in, 
0  sweetly,  then,  thou  reams  the  horn  in ! 
Or  reekan  on  a  New-year-mornin 

In  cog  or  bicker, 
An'  just  a  wee  drap  spiritual  hum  in. 
An'  gusty  sucker ! 


*  Corrected  to  "  parritch  "  in  1787. 
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When  Yulcan  gies  his  bellys  *  breath. 
An'  Ploughmen  gather  wi'  their  graith, 
O  rare !  to  see  thee  fizz  an'  freath 

I'  the  lugget  caup  ! 
Then  Burnewin  comes  on  like  Death 

At  ev'ry  chap.f 

Nae  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  steel ; 
The  brawnie,  banie,  ploughman-chiel 
Brings  hard  owrehip,  wf  sturdy  wheel, 

The  strong  forehammer. 
Till  block  an'  studdie  ring  an'  reel 

Wf  dinsome  clamour. 

When  skirlin  weanies  see  the  light. 
Thou  maks  the  gossips  clatter  bright, 
How  fumbling  coofs  their  dearies  slight, 

Wae  worth  them  for't  I 
While  healths  gae  round  to  him  wha,  tight^ 

Gies  famous  sport.  J 

When  neebors  anger  at  a  plea, 
An'  just  as  wud  as  wud  can  be, 
How  easy  can  the  barley -Irie 

Cement  the  quarrel ! 
It's  aye  the  cheapest  Lawyer's  fee 

To  taste  the  barrel. 

Alake !  that  e'er  my  Muse  has  reason, 
To  wyte  her  countrymen  wi'  treason  I 
But  monie  daily  weet  their  weason 

Wi'  liquors  nice. 
An'  hardly,  in  a  winter  season. 

E'er  spier  her  price. 

Wae  worth  that  Brandy^  burnan  trash  ! 
Fell  source  o'  monie  a  pain  an'  brash  ! 


•  Corrected  to  "bellows  "  in  1787.  t  Altered  to  "  chaup  "  in  1787. 
t  Altered,  in  1787,  to— 

"  Wae  -wortli  the  name ! 
Nae  Howdie  gets  a  social  night, 

Or  plack  fra-e  them." 
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Twins  monie  a  poor,  doylt,  druken  hash 
O'  half  his  days  ; 

An'  sends,  beside,  auld  Scotland's  cash 
To  her  warst  faes. 

Ye  Scots  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well. 
Ye  chief,  to  yon  my  tale  I  tell. 
Poor,  plackless  devils  like  myself 

It  sets  you  ill, 
Wi'  bitter,  dearthfu'  ivines  to  mell, 

Or  foreign  gill. 

May  Gravels  round  his  blather  wrench, 
An*  Gouts  torment  him,  inch  by  inch, 
"Wha  twists  his  gruntle  wi'  a  glunch 

0'  sour  disdain. 
Out  owre  a  glass  o'  Whisky-punch 

Wi'  honest  men ! 

O  Whisky  f  soul  o'  plays  an'  pranks  ! 
Accept  a  Bardie's  gratefu'  *  thanks  ! 
When  wanting  thee,  what  tuneless  cranks 

Are  my  poor  Verses ! 
Thou  comes — they  rattle  i'  their  ranks 

At  ither's  arses  ! 

Thee  Ferintosh  !  0  sadly  lost ! 
Scotland  lament  frae  coast  to  coast ! 
Now  colic-grips,  an'  barkin  boast, 

May  kill  us  a' ; 
For  loyal  Forbes'  Chartered  boast 

Is  ta'en  awa ! 

Thae  curst  horse-leeches  o'  th'  Excise, 
Wha  mak  the  Whisky  stells  their  prize  ! 
Hand  up  thy  han'  Deil !  ance,  twice,  thrice  ! 

There,  sieze  the  blinkers ! 
An'  bake  them  up  in  brunstane  pies 

For  poor  d — n'd  Drinkers. 


*  Altered,  in  1794.  to  humble." 
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Fortune^  if  thou'll  but  gie  me  still 
Hale  breaks,  a  scone,  an'  whisky  gill^ 
An'  rowth  o'  rhyme  to  rave  at  will, 

Tak  a'  the  rest, 
An'  deal't  about  as  th}^  blind  skill 

Directs  thee  best. 


THE  AUTHOR'S  EARNEST  CRY  AND  PRAYER,* 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HONORABLE  AND  HONORABLE,  THE 
SCOTCH  REPRESENTATIVES  IN  THE 
HOUSE  OP  COMMONS. 

Dearest  of  Distillation  !  last  and  best! 
—How  art  tlwu  lost  1  

Parody  on  Milton. 

[The  subject  of  Scotch  Drink  is  here  resumed  in  the  same  favourite  measure 
and  with  even  more  poetic  fire  than  its  precursor.  The  opening  words  of  this 
poem  have  given  rise  to  some  discussion,  no  former  editor  having  ventured  or 
deemed  it  necessary  to  point  out  why  the  poet  addresses  Irish  Lords  as  among 
the  "  Scotch  Representatives  in  the  House  of  Commons."  We  will  now  attempt 
an  explanation  of  this.  On  referring  to  the  Almanacks  of  that  period  we  find  the 
names  of  several  Irish  Peers  on  the  list  of  Scotland's  "  chosen  Five  and  Forty." 
Election  patronage  in  North  Britain  was  then  in  the  hands  of  a  very  few  domi- 
nant Dukes  and  Earls,  whose  daughters  were  frequently  allied  in  marriage  to 
poor  Peers  of  Erin,  who  then,  as  now,  were  fain  to  improve  their  fortunes  by 
any  likely  shift  of  position,  and  found  no  difficulty  in  being  elected  Scotch 
Members  of  Parliament.  The  Poet  winced  under  this  implied  disgrace,  and  hia 
reference  to  the  Irish  Lords  in  this  "Earnest  Cry"  is,  therefore,  strongly 
eatirical.  An  Edinburgh  edition  of  the  Poet's  works — 1805 — ridiculously  altera 
the  reading  of  the  first  line  to  "  Ye  Scottish  Lords,"  &c.] 

Ye  Irish  lords^  ye  knights  an'  squires^ 
Wha  represent  our  Brughs  an'  Shires, 
An'  dousely  manage  our  affairs 

In  Parliament, 
To  you  a  simple  Bardie's  j  pray'rs 

Are  humbly  sent. 


*  Foot-note  added  in  1787 : — "  This  was  wrote  before  the  Act  nnent  tha 
Scotch  Distilleries,  of  session  17S6;  for  which  Scotland  and  the  Author  return 
their  most  grateful  thanks." 

t  Changed,  in  1794,  to  "  Poet's." 
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Alas !  my  ronpet  Muse  is  haerse ! 
Your  Honor's  hearts  wf  grief  'twad  pierce, 
To  see  her  sittan  on  her  arse 

Low  i'  the  dust, 
An'  scriechan  out  prosaic  verse, 

An'  hke  to  brust ! 

Tell  them  wha  hae  the  chief  du-ection, 
Scotland  an'  me's  in  great  affliction, 
E'er  sin'  they  laid  that  curst  restriction 

On  AQUAVITS  ; 
An'  rouse  them  up  to  strong  conviction. 

An'  move  their  pity. 

Stand  forth  and  tell  yon  PREMIER  YOUTH, 
The  honest,  open,  naked  truth : 
Tell  him  o'  mine  an'  Scotland's  drouth, 

His  servants  humble : 
The  muckle  devil  blaw  you  south. 
If  ye  dissemble ! 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  an'  gloom? 
Speak  out  an'  never  fash  your  thumb. 
JjQi  posts      pensions  sink  or  swoom 

Wi'  them  wha  grant  them  : 
If  honestly  they  canna  come. 

Far  better  want  them. 

In  gath'rin  votes  you  were  na  slack, 
J^ow  stand  as  tightly  by  your  tack : 
Ne'er  claw  your  lug,  an'  fidge  your  back, 

An'  hum  an'  haw, 
But  raise  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  crack 

Before  them  a'. 

Paint  Scotland  greetan  owre  her  thrissle  i 
Her  mutchkin  stowp  as  toom's  a  whissle ; 
An' d — mn'd  Excise-men  in  a  bussle, 

Seizan  a  Stell^ 
Triumphant  crushan't  like  a  muscle  * 

Or  laimpet  shell. 


*  Corrected  to  "  mussel "  in  1787. 
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Then  on  the  tither  hand  present  her, 
A  blackguard  Smuggler^  right  behint  her, 
An'  cheek-for-chow,  a  chuffie  Vintner^ 

Colleaguing  join, 
Picking  her  pouch  as  bare  as  Winter, 

Of  a'  kind  coin. 

Is  there,  that  bears  the  name  o'  SCOT, 
But  feels  his  heart's  bluid  rising  hot, 
To  see  his  poor,  auld  Mither's  pot^ 

Thus  dung  in  staves, 
An'  plunder'd  o'  her  hindmost  groat, 

By  gallows  knaves? 

Alas !  I'm  but  a  nameless  wight, 
Trode  i'  the  mire  out  o'  sight ! 
But  could  I  like  MONTGOMEKIES  fight. 

Or  gab  like  BOSWELL, 
There's  some  sarJc-necks  1  wad  draw  tight, 

An'  ti/e  some  hose  well. 

God  bless  your  Honors,  can  ye  see't. 
The  kind,  auld,  cantie  Carlin  greet, 
An'  no  get  warmly  to  your  feet. 

An'  gar  them  hear  it. 
An'  tell  them,  wi'  a  patriot-heat, 

Ye  winna  bear  it? 

Some  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws, 
To  round  the  period  an'  pause. 
An'  with  rhetoric  clause  on  clause 

To  mak  harangues ; 
Then  echo  thro'  Saint  Stephen's  wa's 

Auld  Scotland's  wrangs. 

Dempster^  a  true-blue  Scot  Tse  warran ; 
Thee,  aith-detesting,  chaste  KiUcerran ; 
An'  that  glib-gabbet  Highland  Baron, 

The  Laird  o'  Graham; 
And  ane,  a  chap  that's  d — mn'd  auldfarran, 

Dundas  his  name. 
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Erskine^  a  spunkie  norland  billie ; 
True  Campbells,  Frederick  an'  Hay  ; 
An'  Livistone,  the  baulcl  Sir  Willie; 

An'  monie  ithers, 
Whom  auld  Demosthenes  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brithers.* 

Arouse  my  boys !  exert  your  mettle, 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle  ! 
Or  faith !  I'll  wad  my  new  pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'U  see't  or  lang 
She'll  teach  you,  wi'  a  reekan  whittle, 

Anither  sang. 

This  while  she's  been  in  crankous  mood, 
Her  lost  Militia  fir'd  her  bluid ; 
(Deil  na  they  never  mair  do  guid, 

Play'd  her  that  pliskie!) 
An'  now  she's  like  to  rin  red-wud 

About  her  Whisky. 

An'  L — d !  if  ance  they  pit  her  till't. 
Her  tartan  petticoat  she'll  kilt. 
An'  durk  an'  pistol  at  her  belt. 

She'll  tak  the  streets. 
An'  rin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

I'  th'  first  she  meets ! 

For  G — d-sake,  Sirs !  then  speak  her  fair, 
An'  straik  her  cannie  wi'  the  hau*. 
An'  to  the  muckle  house  repair, 

Wi'  instant  speed, 
An'  strive,  wi'  a'  your  Wit  an'  Lear, 

To  get  remead. 

*  In  tlie  early  MS.  copies  of  this  poem,  of  wMch  several  exist,  a  verse  compli- 
mentary to  Colonel  Hugh  Montogomery  of  Coilsfleld,  is  here  introduced,  (and  it 
is  given  in  the  most  of  modern  editions,)  but  the  bard  suppressed  it  owing  to  the 
banter  in.  the  closing  words,  alluding  to  the  imperfect  eloquence  of  the  gallant 
soldier.  The  verse  is  as  follows : — 

"  See,  Bodger  Hugh,  my  watchman  stented, 
If  poets  e'er  are  represented ; 
I  ken  if  that  your  sword  were  wanted, 

Ye'd  lend  a  hand, 
But  when  there's  ought  to  say  anent  it, 
Ye're  at  a  stand." 

All  the  "  bardies  "  in  this  and  other  poems  of  1786,  were  afterwards  altered  to 
"  poets  " — more  intelligible  word. 
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Yon  ill-tODgu'd  tinkler,  Charlie  Fox^ 
May  taunt  you  wi'  his  jeers  an'  mocks ; 
But  gie  him't  het,  my  hearty  cocks ! 

E'en  CO  we  the  cadie ! 
An'  send  him  to  his  dicing  box, 

An'  sportin  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluid  o'  auld  Boconnoch's^^ 
I'll  be  his  debt  twa  mashlum  bonnocks. 
An'  drink  his  health  in  auld  |  Nanse  Tinnoch^s 

Nine  times  a  week. 
If  he  some  scheme,  like  tea  an'  winnocks, 

Wad  kindly  seek. 

Could  he  some  commutation  broach, 
I'll  pledge  my  aith  in  guid  braid  Scotch, 
He  need  na  fear  their  foul  reproach 

Nor  erudition. 
Yon  mixtie-maxtie,  queer  hotch-potch, 

The  Coalition. 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue  ; 
She's  just  a  devil  wi'  a  rung  ; 
An'  if  she  promise  auld  or  young 

To  tak  their  part, 
Tho'  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung, 

She'll  no  desert. 

And  now,  ye  chosen  FIVE  AND  FORTY, 
May  still  your  Mither's  heart  support  ye; 
Then,  tho'  a  Minister  grow  dorty, 

An'  kick  your  place, 
Ye'U  snap  your  fingers,  poor  an'  hearty, 

Before  his  face. 

God  bless  your  Honors,  a'  your  days, 
Wr  sowps  o'  kail  and  brats  o'  claise, 


•  The  reference  hero  is  to  the  Prime  Minister  of  State,  William  Pitt,  whosa 
gra.n(ifather  was  Eobert  Pitt  of  Boconnock,  in  Cornwall. 

t  A  worthy  old  Hostess  of  the  Author's  in  MaucliUne,  where  he  sometimea 
Studies  Politics  over  a  glass  of  guid,  auld  Scotch  Drink. — (K.  B.  l^SG.) 


(    17  ) 


In  spite  o'  a'  the  thievish  kaes 

That  haunt  St.  Janiie^s! 
Your  humble  Bardie  sings  an'  prays 

While  Rcib  his  name  is. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Let  half-star7'd  slaves  in  warmer  skies, 
See  future  wines,  rich-clust'ring,  rise  ; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies, 

But  blythe  an'  frisky, 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys, 

Tak  aff  their  Whisky. 

What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  warms, 
While  Fragrance  blooms  an'  Beauty  charms ! 
When  wretches  range,  in  famish'd  swarms, 

The  scented  groves, 
Or  hounded  forth,  dishonor  arms 

In  hungry  droves. 

Their  guin!s  a  burden  on  their  shouther ; 
They  downa  bide  the  stink  o'  -powther ; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hank'ring  swithcr, 

To  stan'  or  rin. 
Till  skelp — a  shot — they're  aff,  a'  throw'ther, 
To  save  their  skin. 

But  bring  a  SCOTCHMAN  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill^ 
Say,  such  is  royal  GEORGE'S  will. 

An'  there's  the  foe, 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 
Twa  at  a  blow. 

Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doubtings  tease  him ; 
Death  comes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him ; 
Wf  bluidy  han'  a  welcome  gies  him ; 

An'  when  he  fa's. 
His  latest  draught  o'  breathin  lea'es  him 

In  faint  huzzas. 
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Sages  their  solemn  een  may  steek. 
An'  raise  a  philosophic  reek, 
An'  physically  causes  seek, 

In  clime  an'  seasoriy 
But  tell  me  Whisky's  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reason. 


SCOTLAND,  my  auld,  respected  Mither ! 
Tho'  whyles  ye  moistify  your  leather. 
Till  whare  ye  sit,  on  craps  o'  heather, 

Ye  tine  your  dam ; 
FREEDOM  and  WHISKY  gang  thegither, 

Tak  aff  your  dram  /  * 


•  In  the  Edition  of  1794,— being  the  last  the  author  lived  to  edit,— he  altered 
these  closing  lines  as  follows : — 

"  Till,  when  ye  speak,  ye  aiblins  blether, 
Yet,  deil  mak  matter  I 
Freedom  and  Whisky  gang  thegither, 

Tak  aff  your  whitter ! " 
But  the  public  did  not  approve  of  this  alteration,  and  no  subsequent  editor 
seems  to  have  adopted  it. 


(  la  ) 


THE  HOLY  FAIR* 

A  robe  of  seeming  ttvith  and  trust 

Hid  crafty  observation; 
And  secret  hung,  with  poisoned  cru^t, 

The  dirk  of  Defamation : 
A  mask  tliat  like  the  gorget  show'd, 

Bye-vai-ying,  on  the  pigeon  ; 
And  for  a  mantle  large  and  broad, 

He  wrapt  him  in  Eeligion. 

Hypocrisy  a-la-Modb. 

[In  this  poem,  as  well  as  in  "  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night "  and  "  Halloween.' 
(all  portions  of  the  marvellous  work  of  that  prolific  Spring  of  1786,)  we  hav 
proof  that  John  Eichmond  did  not  neglect  the  Bard's  order  to  forward  to  hin 
the  poems  of  Fergusson.  The  "  Hallow  Fair  "  of  that  poet  suggested  the  title  and 
the  measure  of  the  present  work  of  genius,  and  his  "  Leith  Races  "  supphed  its 
plan,  for  an  imaginary  being  called  MIETH — 

"  A  sweet  braw  buskit  bonnie  lass 
That  lap  like  Hebe  o'er  the  grass," 
convoyed  the  Edinburgh  poet  to  the  races,  in  the  same  way  as  FUN  conducted 
the  bard  of  Ayrshire  to  the  Holy  Fair ;  yet  every  reader  of  both  poets  is  bound 
to  confess  that  Bums  spoke  the  truth  in  his  first  Preface  when  he  said  that  he 
"  often  had  Eamsay  and  Fergusson  in  his  eye  in  the  following  pieces,  but  rathei 
with  a  view  to  kindle  at  their  flame  than  for  servile  imitation."] 

Upon  a  simmer  Sunday  morn, 

When  Nature's  face  is  fair, 
I  walked  forth  to  view  the  corn, 

An'  snuff  the  callor  air. 
The  rising  sun,  ourf  Gr ALSTON  Muirs, 

Wi'  glorious  light  was  glintan ; 
The  hares  were  hirplan  down  the  furrs, 

The  lav'rocks  they  were  chantan 

Fu'  sweet  that  day. 

As  lightsomely  I  glowr'd  abroad, 

To  see  a  scene  sae  gay, 
Three  hizzies,  early  at  the  road. 

Cam  skelpan  up  the  way. 
Twa  had  manteeles  o'  dolefu'  black, 

But  ane  wi'  lyart  lining  ; 
The  third,  that  gaed  a  wee  a-back. 

Was  in  the  fashion  shining 

Fu'  gay  that  day. 


*  Foot-note,  added  in  1787 :— "  Holy  Fair  is  a  common  phrase  in  the  West 
Scotland  for  a  sacramental  occasion."  t  Corrected  to  "  owre  "  in  178 
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The  twa  appear'd  like  sisters  twin, 

In  feature,  form  an'  claes ; 
Their  visage  wither'd,  lang  an'  thin, 

An'  sour  as  ony  slaes  : 
The  third  cam  up,  hap-step-an'-Ioup, 

As  light  as  ony  lambie, 
An'  wi'  a  curchie  low  did  stoop. 

As  soon  as  e'er  she  saw  me, 

Fu'  kind  that  day. 

Wi'  bonnet  aff,  quoth  I,  "  Sweet  lass, 

"  I  think  ye  seem  to  ken  me ; 
"  I'm  sure  I've  seen  that  bonie  face, 

"  But  yet  I  canna  name  ye." 
Quo'  she,  an'  laughan  as  she  spak, 

An'  taks  me  by  the  han's, 
"  Ye,  for  my  sake,  hae  gien  the  feck 

"  Of  a'  the  ten  commarCs 

"  A  screed  some  day.'* 

"  My  name  is  FUlSr — your  cronie  dear, 

"  The  nearest  friend  ye  hae ; 
"  An'  this  is  SUPERSTITION  here, 

"  An'  that's  HYPOCRISY. 
"  I'm  gaun  to  *********  holy  fair^ 

"  To  spend  an  hour  in  daffin : 
"  Gin  ye'll  go  there,  yon  runkl'd  pair, 

"  We  will  get  famous  laughin 

"  At  them  this  day.*' 

Quoth  I,  "  With  a'  my  heart,  I'll  do't; 

"  I'll  get  my  Sunday's  sark  on, 
"  An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  spot ; 

"  Faith,  we'se  hae  fine  remarkin ! " 
Then  I  gaed  hame  at  crowdie-time. 

An'  soon  I  made  me  ready ; 
For  roads  were  clad,  frae  side  to  side, 

Wi'  monie  a  wearie  body. 

In  droves  that  day. 


(Mauchline.) 
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Here,  farmers  gash,  in  ridin  graitL, 

Gaed  hoddan  by  their  cotters ; 
There,  swankies  young,  in  braw  braid-claith, 

Are  springan  owre  the  gutters. 
The  lasses,  skelpan  barefit,  thrang, 

In  silks  an'  scarlets  ghtter ; 
Wi'  sweet-milk  cheese^  in  monie  a  whang, 

An'  farls,  bak'd  wi'  butter, 

Fu'  crump  that  day. 

When  by  the  plate  we  set  our  nose, 

Weel  heaped  up  wi'  ha'pence, 
A  greedy  glowr  black-bonnet  throws. 

An'  we  maun  draw  our  tippence. 
Then  in  we  go  to  see  the  show, 

On  ev'ry  side  they're  gath'ran ; 
Some  carryan  dails,  some  chairs  an'  stools, 

An'  some  are  busy  bleth'ran 

Right  loud  that  day. 

Here  stands  a  shed  to  fend  the  show'rs. 

An'  screen  our  countra  Gentry ; 
There,  r«cer  Jess,  an'  twathree  wh — res, 

Are  bhnkan  at  the  entry. 
Here  sits  a  raw  o'  tittlan  jads, 

Wi'  heaving  breasts  an'  bare  neck ; 
An'  there  a  batch  o'  Wabster  lads^ 

Blackguarding  frae  K*******ck* 
Yov  fun  this  day. 

Here,  some  are  thinkan  on  their  sins, 

An'  some  upo'  their  claes ; 
Ane  curses  feet  that  fyl'd  his  shins, 

Anither  sighs  an'  prays  : 
On  this  hand  sits  an  Elect  f  swatch, 

Wi'  screw'd-up,  grace-proud  faces ; 
On  that,  a  set  o'  chaps,  at  watch, 

Thrang  winkan  on  the  lasses 

To  chairs  that  day. 


•  (Kilmarnock.)  t  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "  a  chosen." 
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0  happy  is  that  man,  an'  blest ! 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him ! 
Whase  ain  dear  lass,  that  he  hkes  best, 

Comes  chnkan  down  beside  him ! 
Wi'  arm  repos'd  on  the  chair-hacJc, 

He  sweetly  does  compose  him ; 
Which,  by  degrees,  shps  round  her  necJe^ 

An's  loof  upon  her  bosom 

Unkend  that  day. 

Now  a'  the  congregation  o'er 

Is  silent  expectation; 
Eor  ******  speels  the  hol^'  door,* 

Wf  tidings  o' s — Iv — i—n.^ 
Should  Hornie^  as  in  ancient  days, 

'Mang  sons,  o'  G —  present  him. 
The  vera  sight  o'  ******'s  face,  J 

To's  ain  het  hame  had  sent  him 

Wr  fright  that  day. 

Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  Faith 

Wi'  rattlin  an'  thumpin ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 

He's  stampan,  an'  he's  jumpan ! 
His  lengthen'd  chin,  his  turn'd  up  snout, 

His  eldritch  squeel  an'  gestures, 
O  how  they  fire  the  heart  devout, 

Like  cantharidian  plaisters 

On  sic  a  day ! 

But  hark !  the  tent  has  chang'd  it's  voice ; 

There's  peace  an'  rest  nae  langer ; 
For  a'  the  real  judges  rise. 

They  canna  sit  for  anger. 
*****  opens  out  his  cauld  harangues,  § 

On  practice  and  on  morals  ; 
An'  aff  the  godly  pour  in  thrangs, 

To  gie  the  jars  an'  barrels 

A  lift  that  day. 


*  (Moodie.) 

t  Altered,  In  1787,  to  "  d — ^mn — ^t — ^n,"  at  the  suggestion  of  Dr.  Hugh  Blair, 
t  (Moodie.)  §  (Smith.) 
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What  signifies  his  barren  shine, 

Of  moral povfrs  an'  reason'^ 
His  Enghsh  style,  and  gesture  fine, 

Are  a'  clean  out  o'  season. 
Like  SOCRATES  or  ANTOND^E, 

Or  some  auld  pagan  heathen, 
The  moral  man  he  does  define, 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  faith  in 

That's  right  that  day. 

In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 

Against  sic  poosion'd  nostrum ; 
j^Qj,  *******^  fpa^g  ^jjg  water-fit,* 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum : 
See,  up  he's  got  the  word  o'  G — , 

An'  meek  an'  mim  has  view'd  it. 
While  COMMON-SENSE  f  has  taen  the  road. 

An'  aff,  an'  up  the  Cowgate  % 

Fast,  fast  that  day. 

Wee  ******  niest,  the  Guard  relieves, § 

An'  Orthodoxy  raibles, 
Tho'  in  his  heart  he  weel  believes, 

An'  thinks  it  auld  wives'  fables : 
But  faith  !  the  bu'kie  wants  a  Manse., 

So,  cannilie  he  hums  them  ; 
Altho'  his  carnal  Wit  an'  Sense 

Like  hafflins-wise  o'ercomes  him 

At  times  that  day. 


*  (The  very  orthodox  "Wm.  Peebles,  minister  of  Newton-npon-Ayr,  locally 
styled  "  The  Water-fit.") 

t  Many  -well-informed  persons  in  Mauchline  had  the  idea  that  the  phrase 
"  Common  Sense,"  in  this  passage — instead  of  being  used  allegorically  to  signify 
that  the  sensible  portion  of  the  hearers  ran  away  at  sight  of  Mr,  Peebles — 
referred,  in  fact,  to  Mr.  Mackenzie,  the  village  surgeon,  who  had  recently 
pubUshed  in  a  local  journal,  his  opinion  on  some  topic  of  controversy,  with  the 
signature  Common  Sense  attached ;  but  as  we  find  the  poet  again  adopting  the 
same  allegorical  phrase  in  '"The  Ordination,"  where  it  can  mean  only  New 
Light  Doctrine,  we  must  discard  such  an  idea. 

t  Foot-note,  added  in  1787:— "A  street  so  called,  which  faces  the  tent 
in  ."  [Mauchline.] 


§  (Mr.  Miller,  a  short,  paunchy  minister,  suspected  of  a  New  Light  tendency.) 
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Now,  butt  an'  ben,  the  Change-house  fills, 

Wi'  yill-caup  Commentators  : 
Here's  crying  out  for  bakes  an'  gills. 

An'  there  the  pint-stowp  clatters  ; 
While  thick  an'  thrang,  an'  loud  an'  lang, 

Wi'  Logic^  an'  wi'  Scripture^ 
They  raise  a  din,  that,  in  the  end, 

Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

0'  wrath  that  day. 

Leeze  me  on  Drink  !  it  gies  us  mair 

Than  either  School  or  Colledge : 
It  kindles  Wit,  it  waukens  Lear, 

It  pangs  us  fou  o'  Knowledge. 
Be't  whisky-gill  or  penny-wheep^ 

Or  ony  stronger  potion, 
It  never  fails,  on  drinkin  deep. 

To  kittle  up  our  notion^ 

By  night  or  day. 

The  lads  an'  lasses,  blythely  bent 

To  mind  baith  saul  an'  hody^ 
Sit  round  the  table,  weel  content. 

An'  steer  about  the  toddy. 
On  this  ane's  dress,  an'  that  ane's  leuk, 

They're  makin  observations ; 
While  some  are  cozie  i'  the  neuk. 

An'  forming  assignations 

To  meet  some  day. 

But  now  the  L — 's  ain  trumpet  touts, 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairan. 
An'  echoes  back  return  the  shouts ; 

Black  ******  is  na  spairan :  * 
His  piercin  words  like  Highlan  swords, 

Divide  the  joints  an'  marrow ; 
His  talk  o'  H — 11,  whare  devils  dwell. 

Our  vera  -f  "  Sauls  does  harrow  " 

Wi'  fright  that  day ! 


*  (Russell.) 


+  Shakespeare's  Hfiiiilet.— (K.  B,  178fi.i 
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A  vast,  unbottom'd,  boundless  Pit^ 

Fill'd  fou  o'  lowan  hvunstane^ 
Whase  raging  flame,  an'  scorching  heat, 

Wad  melt  the  hardest  whun-stane  I 
The  half  asleep  start  up  wi'  fear. 

An'  think  they  hear  it  roaran, 
When  presently  it  does  appear, 

'Twas  but  some  neebor  snoran 

Asleep  that  day. 

'Twad  be  owre  lang  a  tale  to  tell, 

How  monie  stories  past, 
An'  how  they  crouded  to  the  yill, 

When  they  were  a'  dismist : 
How  drink  gaed  round,  in  cogs  an'  caaps, 

Amang  the  furms  an'  benches ; 
An'  cheese  an'  hread^  frae  women's  laps, 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches 

An'  dawds  that  day. 

In  comes  a  gawsie,  gash  Guidwife^ 

An'  sits  down  by  the  fire, 
Syne  draws  her  Tcebhuck  an'  her  knife ; 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer. 
The  auld  Guidmen,  about  the  gi'ace, 

Frae  side  to  side  they  bother. 
Till  some  ane  by  his  bonnet  lays, 

An'  gies  them't,  hke  a  tether^ 

Fu'  lang  that  day, 

Waesucks  !  for  him  that  gets  nae  lass, 

Or  lasses  that  hae  naething  ! 
Sma'  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace. 

Or  melvie  his  braw  claithing  ! 
O  Wives  be  mindfu',  ance  yoursel, 

How  bonie  lads  ye  wanted. 
An'  dinna,  for  a  kebbuck-heel, 

Let  lasses  be  affronted 

On  sic  a  day  ! 
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Now  Clinkumhell,  wi'  rattlan  tow, 

Begins  to  jow  an'  croon ; 
Some  swagger  hame,  the  best  they  dow, 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  slaps  the  bilhes  halt  a  blink, 

Till  lasses  strip  their  shoon  : 
WV  faith  an'  hope^  an'  love  an'  drinlc^ 

They're  a'  in  famous  tune 

For  crack  that  day. 

How  monie  hearts  this  day  converts, 

O'  sinners  and  o'  Lasses  ! 
Their  hearts  o'  stane,  gin  night  are  gane, 

As  saft  as  ony  flesh  is. 
There's  some  are  fou  o'  love  divine : 

There's  some  are  fou  o'  brandy ; 
An'  monie  jobs  that  day  begin. 

May  end  in  Houghmagandie 

Some  ither  day. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEIL. 

0  Prince,  0  chief  of  many  throned  powers. 
That  led  th*  embattVd  Seraphim  to  war — 

Milton. 

[Gilbert  Burns  gives  the  winter  of  1784-85  as  the  date  of  this  universally 
aiimired  production.  Referring  to  the  last  verse,  Oarlyle  remarks, — "Burns 
even  pities  the  very  deil,  without  knowing,  I  am  sure,  that  my  uncle  Toby  had 
been  beforehand  there  with  him !  '  He  is  the  father  of  curses  and  lies,'  said  Dr. 
Slop,  'and  is  cursed  and  damned  already.'  'I  am  sorry  for  it,'  said  my  unci© 
Toby.  A  poet  without  love  were  a  physical  and  metaphysical  impossibility."] 

O  Thou,  whatever  title  suit  thee  ! 
Auld  Hornie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  sootie, 

Clos'd  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brunstane  cootie. 

To  scaud  poor  wretches ! 
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Hear  me,  auld  Hangie^  for  a  wee, 
An'  let  poor,  damned  bodies  bee ; 
I'm  sm*e  sma'  pleasure  it  can  gie, 

Ev'n  to  a  deil^ 
To  skelp  an'  scaud  poor  dogs  like  me, 

An'  hear  us  squeel ! 

Great  is  thy  pow'r,  an'  great  thy  fame  j 
Far  kend  an'  noted  is  thy  name  ; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowan  heugJis  thy  hame, 

Thou  travels  far ; 
An'  faith !  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  scaur. 

Whyles,  ranging  hke  a  roaran  Hon, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  an'  corners  tryin ; 
Whyles,  on  the  strong-wing'd  Tempest  flyin^ 

Tirlan  the  Tcirlcs  ; 
Whyles,  in  the  human  bosom  pryin. 

Unseen  thou  lurks. 

I've  heard  my  rev'rend  Grannie  say, 
In  lanely  glen?  ye  hke  to  stray ; 
Or  where  auld,  ruin'd  castles,  gray, 

Nod  to  the  moon. 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wand'rer's  way, 
Wi'  eldritch  croon. 

When  twihght  did  my  Grannie  summon. 
To  say  her  pray'rs,  douse,  honest  woman ! 
Aft  'yont  tLc  dyke  she's  heard  you  bumman^ 

Wi'  eerie  drone ; 
Or,  rustUng,  thro'  the  boortries  coman, 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night. 
The  stars  shot  down  wi'  sklentan  Hght, 
Wi'  you,  mysd^  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye,  like  a  rash-huss^  stood  in  sight, 

Wi'  waving  sugh. 
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The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake, 
Each  bristl'd  hair  stood  hke  a  stake, 
When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stoor  quaick^  quaich^ 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  squatter'd  like  a  drake^ 

On  whistling  wings. 

Let  WarlocTcs  grim,  an'  wither'd  Hags^ 
Tell  how  wi'  you  on  ragweed  nags. 
They  skim  the  muirs  an'  dizzy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues, 

Owre  howcket  dead. 

Thence,  countra  wives,  wi'  toil  an'  pain, 
May  plunge  an'  plunge  the  him  in  vaia ; 
For  Oh !  the  yellow  treasure's  taen 

By  witching  skill ; 
An'  dawtet,  twal-pint  Hawkie's  gane 

As  yell's  the  Bill. 

Thence,  mystic  knots  mak  great  abuse, 
On  Young-Guidmen^  fond,  keen  an'  croose; 
When  the  best  wark-lume  i'  the  house. 

By  cantraip  wit, 
Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse. 

Just  at  the  bit. 

When  thowes  dissolve  the  snawy  hoord, 
An'  float  the  jinglan  icy  boord. 
Then,  Water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord, 

By  your  direction, 
An'  nighted  Trav'llers  are  allur'd 

To  their  destruction. 

An'  aft  your  moss-traversing  Spunkies 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  an'  drunk  is : 
The  bleezan,  curst,  mischievous  monkies 

Delude  his  eyes. 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is. 
Ne'er  mair  to  rise. 
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When  MASONS'  mystic  word  an'  gripy 
In  storms  an'  tempests  raise  you  up, 
Some  cock  or  cat,  your  rage  maun  stop. 

Or,  strange  to  tell ! 
The  youngest  Brother  ye  wad  whip 

Aff  straught  to  H — II, 

Lang  syne,  in  EDEN'S  bonie  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  first  were  pair'd, 
An'  all  the  Soul  of  Love  they  shar'd, 

The  raptur'd  hour, 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant,  flow'ry  swaird. 
In  shady  bow'r.* 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  snick-drawing  dog  I 
Ye  cam  to  Paradise  incog, 
An'  play'd  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa' !) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog, 

'Maist  ruin'd  a'. 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bizz 
Wi'  reeket  duds,  an'  reestet  gizz. 
Ye  did  present  your  smoutie  phiz, 

'Mang  better  folk. 
An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  Uzz^ 

Your  spitefu'  joke  ? 

An'  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall, 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  house  an'  hal'. 
While  scabs  an'  botches  did  him  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  claw. 
An'  lows'd  his  ill-tongu'd,  wicked  Scawl 

Was  warst  ava  ? 


•  In  early  MS.  copies  this  verse  reads  thus: — 

"  Lang  syne  in  Eden's  happy  scene, 
When  strappin  Adam's  days  were  green. 
And  Eve  was  like  my  bonie  Jean, 
My  dearest  part, 
A  dancin,  sweet,  young  handsome  quean 
Wi'  guileless  heart." 
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But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearse, 
Your  wily  snares  an'  fechtin  fierce, 
Sin'  that  day  *  MICHAEL  did  you  pierce, 

Down  to  this  time, 
Wad  ding  a'  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse^ 

In  Prose  or  Khyme. 

An'  now,  auld  Cloots^  I  ken  ye're  thinkan, 
A  certain  Bardie's  rantin,  drinkin, 
Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  hnkan, 

To  your  black  pit ; 
But  faith !  he'll  turn  a  corner  jinkan. 

An'  cheat  you  yet. 

But  fare-you-weel,  auld  Nickie-hen  I 
O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men' ! 
Ye  aiblins  might—I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake — 
I'm  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  sake ! 


THE  DEATH  AND  DYING  WORDS  OP  POOR 
MAILIE,THE  AUTHOR'S  ONLY  PET  YOWE, 

AN  UNCO  MOUKNFU*  TALE. 

[The  poet  includes  tMs  in  the  list  of  his  early  efforts,  before  the  age  of  23. 
Gilbert  tells  us,  that  it  had  its  origin  in  a  real  incident  at  Lochlea,  his  brother's 
pet-yowe  having  narrowly  escaped  stranglingby  the  timely  arrival  of  her  master, 
who  was  attracted  to  the  scene  by  Hughoc's  comical  consternation.  The  Elegy 
seems  to  be  the  work  of  a  later  period.  G&vlyle  classes  "  Poor  Mailie  "  along 
with  the  "Address  to  a  Mouse"  and  "The  B*armer's  Auld  Mare"  as  fine 
examples  of  the  tender  sportfulness  of  the  poet,  and  he  thinks  the  first  is  his 
happiest  effort  of  that  kind.  "  In  these  pieces,"  he  adds,  "there  is  a  humour  aa 
fine  as  that  of  Sterne,  and  yet  altogether  different,  original,  peculiar, — in  one 
word,  the  humour  of  Bums."] 

As  MAILIE,  an'  her  lambs  thegither, 
Was  ae  day  nibbhng  on  the  tether, 
Upon  her  cloot  she  coost  a  hitch, 
An'  owre  she  warsl'd  in  the  ditch : 


Vide  Milton,  Booketh 


.(E.B.  1786.) 
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There,  groaning,  dying,  she  did  ly, 
When  *  Hughoc  he  cam  doytan  by. 

Wi'  glowrin  een,  an'  hfted  han's, 
Poor  Hughoc  hke  a  statue  stan's ; 
He  saw  her  days  were  near  hand  ended, 
But,  waes  my  heart !  he  could  na  mend  it ! 
He  gaped  wide,  but  naething  spak, 
At  length  poor  Mailie  silence  brak. 

*'  O  thou,  whase  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  my  woef u'  case ! 
My  dying  words  attentive  hear, 
An'  bear  them  to  my  Master  dear. 

Tell  him,  if  e'er  again  he  keep 
As  muckle.  gear  as  buy  a  sheep^ 
O,  bid  him  never  tye  them  mair, 
Wi'  wicked  strings  o'  hemp  or  hair ! 
But  ca'  them  out  to  park  or  hill. 
An'  let  them  wander  at  their  will : 
So,  may  his  flock  increase  an'  grow 
To  scores  o'  lambs,  an'  packs  of  woo' ! 

Tell  him,  he  was  a  Master  kin', 
An'  ay  was  guid  to  me  an'  mine ; 
An'  now  my;  dying  charge  I  gae  him. 
My  helpless  Iambs,  I  trust  them  wi'  him. 

0,  bid  him  save  their  harmless  lives, 
Frae  dogs  an'  tods,  an'  butchers'  knives ! 
But  gie  them  guid  cow-milk  their  fill, 
Till  they  be  fit  to  fend  themsel ; 
An'  tent  them  duely,  e'en  an'  morn, 
Wi*  taets  o'  hay  an'  ripps  o'  corn. 

An'  may  they  never  learn  the  gaets. 
Of  ither  vile,  wanrestfu'  Pets! 
To  slink  thro'  slaps,  an'  reave  an'  steal. 
At  stacks  o'  pease,  or  stocks  o'  kail. 
So  may  they,  Hke  their  great  forbears, 
For  monie  a  year  come  thro'  the  sheers : 
So  wives  will  gie  them  bits  o'  bread. 
An'  bairns  greet  for  them  when  they're  dead.f 


*  A  neibor  herd-callan— (E.  B.  1786.) 
t  Hogg  says:—"  I  know  of  no  two  lines  that  ever  affected  me  more  than  those." 
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My  poor  toop-lamh^  my  son  an'  heir, 
O,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi'  care ! 
An'  if  he  hve  to  be  a  beast, 
To  pit  some  havins  in  his  breast ! 
An'  warn  him  ay  at  ridin  time,* 
To  stay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame ; 
An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  his  cloots. 
Like  ither  menseless,  graceless  brutes. 

An'  niest  my  yowie^  silly  thing, 
Gude  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  string  ! 
O,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up, 
Wi'  onie  blastet,  moorlan  toajp  ; 
But  ay  keep  mind  to  moop  an'  mell, 
Wi'  sheep  o'  credit  hke  thysel ! 

And  now,  my  hairns^  wi'  my  last  breath, 
I  lea'e  my  blessin  wi'  you  baith : 
An'  when  ye  think  upo'  your  Mither, 
Mind  to  be  kind  to  ane  anither. 

Now,  honest  Hughoc,  dinna  fail, 
To  tell  my  Master  a'  my  tale ; 
An'  bid  him  burn  this  cursed  tether^ 
An'  for  thy  pains  thou'se  get  my  blather." 

This  said,  poor  Mailie  turn'd  her  head, 
An'  clos'd  her  een  amang  the  dead ! 


POOR  MAILIE'S  ELEGY. 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 

Wi'  saut  tears  trickhng  down  your  nose ; 

Our  Bardie's  fate  is  at  a  close. 

Past  a'  remead ! 
The  last,  sad  cape-stane  of  his  woes ; 

Foot  Mailie' s  dead ! 

It's  no  the  loss  o'  warl's  gear. 
That  could  sae  bitter  draw  the  tear, 


•  Altered,  in  17S7 ,  to  "  what  I  winna  name." 
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Or  make  our  Bardie^  dowie,  wear 

The  mourning  weed : 

He's  lost  a  friend  and  neebor  dear, 
In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro'  a'  the  town  she  trotted  by  him ; 
A  lang  half-mile  she  could  descry  him  ; 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  him. 

She  ran  wi'  speed : 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  came  nigh  him, 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  she  was  a  sheep  o'  sense, 
An'  could  behave  hersel  wi'  mense : 
I'll  say't,  she  never  brak  a  fence. 

Thro'  thievish  greed. 
Our  Bardie^  lanely,  keeps  the  spence 

Sin'  Mailie' 8  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wanders  up  the  howe. 
Her  living  image  in  her  yowe^ 
Comes  bleating  till  him,  owre  the  knowe, 

For  bits  o'  bread ; 
An'  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead. 

She  was  nae  get  o'  moorlan  tips, 
Wi'  tauted  ket,  an'  hairy  hips ; 
For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ships, 

Frae  'yont  the  TWEED : 
A  bonier  fieesh  ne'er  cross'd  the  clips 

Than  Mailie^ s  dead.* 

Wae  worth  that  f  man  wha  first  did  shape, 
That  vile,  wanchancie  thing — a  raep  ! 


*  In  the  original  MS.  tMs  verse  reads  as  follows : — 
"  She  was  nae  get  o'  runted  rams, 
Wi'  woo'  like  goat's,  an'  legs  like  trams ; 
She  was  the  flower  o'  Fairlee  lambs, 

A  famous  breed: 
Now  Bobin,  greetin'  chows  the  hams 
O'  Mailie  dead." 

t  Altered,  In  1787,  to  "  the." 

h  C 
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It  maks  guid  fellows  girn  an'  gape, 
Wi'  chokin  dread ; 

An*  Robin^s  bonnet  wave  wi'  crape 
Tor  Mailie  dead. 

0,  a'  ye  Bards  on  bonie  DO  ON  ! 
An'  wha  on  AIRE  *  your  chanters  tune  ! 
Come,  join  the  melanchohous  croon 

0'  Robin's  reed ! 
His  heart  will  never  get  aboon ! 

EQs  Mailie^s  dead  I 


■  TO  J.  S****. 

Friendship,  mysterious  cement  of  the  soul ! 
S^weefner  of  Life,  and  solder  of  Society  ! 
I  owe  thee  much  

Bljlib. 

[Here  we  have  the  poet  in  the  Spring  of  1786,  while  on  the  eve  of  committing 
himself  "  to  try  his  fate  in  guid  black  prent,"  addressing  a  Mauchline  comrade, 
James  Smith;  at  first,  in  an  off-hand  familiar  way,  and  then  sliding  insensibly 
into  a  rich  strain  of  philosophic  musing,  which  is  followed  again  by  a  humor- 
ous burst  of  self-gratulation  and  defiance  of  care.  "  Where,"  says  Professor 
Walker,  "  can  we  find  a  more  exhilarating  enumeration  of  the  enjoyments  of 
youth,  contrasted  with  their  successive  extinction  as  age  advances,  than  in  the 
epistle  to  J.  S  ?  "] 

Dear  S****,  the  sleest,  pawkie  thief, 
That  e'er  attempted  stealth  or  rief, 
Ye  surely  hae  some  warlock-breef 

Owre  human  hearts ; 
For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  prief 

Against  your  arts. 

For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  an'  moon, 
And  ev'ry  star  that  bhnks  aboon, 
Ye've  cost  me  twenty  pair  o'  shoon 

Just  gaun  to  see  you ; 
And  ev'ry  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  taen  I'm  wi'  you. 


•  Altered,  in  1787,  to  'Ayr." 
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That  auld,  capricious  carlin,  Nature^ 
To  mak  amends  for  scrimpet  stature, 
She's  turn'd  you  off,  a  human-creature 

On  her  fi7^st  plan. 
And  in  her  freaks,  on  ev'ry  feature. 

She's  wrote,  the  Man, 

Just  now  I've  taen  the  fit  o'  rhyme, 
My  barmie  noddle's  working  prime. 
My  fancy  yerket  up  subhme 

Wi'  hasty  summon : 
Hae  ye  a  leisure-moment's  time 

To  hear  what's  comin  % 

Some  rhyme  a  neebor's  name  to  lash ; 
Some  rhyme,  (vain  thought !)  for  needfu'  cash ; 
Some  rhyme  to  court  the  countra  clash, 

An'  raise  a  din ; 
For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fash ; 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 

The  star  that  rules  my  luckless  lot, 
Has  fated  me  the  russet  coat, 
An'  damn'd  my  fortune  to  the  groat ; 

But,  in  requit, 
Has  blest  me  with  a  random-shot 

0'  countra  wit. 

This  while  my  notion's  taen  a  sklent. 
To  try  my  fate  in  guid,  black  prent ; 
But  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent, 

Something  cries,  "  Hoolie ! 
"  I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak  tent ! 

"  Ye'U  shaw  your  folly. 

"  There's  ither  Poets,  much  your  betters, 
"  Far  seen  in  Greeh^  deep  men  o'  letters^ 
"  Hae  thought  they  had  ensur'd  their  debtors, 
"  A'  future  ages ; 
Now  moths  deform  in  shapeless  tatters, 
"  Their  unknown  pages." 
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Then  farewel  hopes  of  Laurel-boughs, 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows ! 
Henceforth,  I'll  rove  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whisthng  thrang, 
An'  teach  the  lanely  heights  an'  howes 

My  rustic  sang. 

I'll  wander  on  with  tentless  heed, 
How  never-halting  moments  speed, 
Till  fate  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread 

Then,  all  unknown, 
I'll  lay  me  with  th'  inglorious  dead^ 

Forgot  and  gone ! 

But  why,  o'  Death,  begin  a  tale  ? 
Just  now  we're  Mving  sound  an'  hale ; 
Then  top  and  maintop  croud  the  sail. 

Heave  Care  o'er-side ! 
And  large,  before  Enjoyment's  gale. 
Let's  tak  the  tide. 

This  Hfe,  sae  far's  I  understand, 
Is  a'  enchanted  fairy-land. 
Where  Pleasure  is  the  Magic-wand, 
That,  wielded  right, 
Maks  Hours  like  Minutes,  hand  in  hand, 
Dance  by  fu'  hght. 

The  magic-wand  then  let  us  wield ; 
For,  ance  that  five  an'  forty's  speel'd, 
See,  crazy,  weary,  joyless  Eild, 

Wi'  wrinkl'd  face, 
Comes  hostan,  hirplan  owre  the  field, 
Wi'  creeping  pace. 

When  ance  lifis  day  draws  near  the  gloamin. 
Then  fareweel  vacant,  careless  roamin ; 
An'  fareweel  chearfu'  tankards  foamin. 

An'  social  noise ; 
An'  fareweel  dear,  deluding  woman. 

The  joy  of  joys ! 
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O  Life  !  how  pleasant  in  thy  morning, 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning ! 
Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  scorning, 

We  frisk  away, 
Like  school-boys,  at  th'  expected  warning, 

To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier. 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near, 

Among  the  leaves ; 
And  tho'  the  puny  wound  appear. 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flow'ry  spot. 
For  which  they  never  toil'd  nor  swat ; 
They  drink  the  sweet  and  eat  the  fat^ 

But  care  or  pain ; 
And  hap'ly,  eye  the  barren  hut. 

With  high  disdain. 

With  steady  aim.  Some  Fortune  chase ; 
Keen  hope  does  ev'ry  sinew  brace ; 
Thro'  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  urge  the  race, 

And  sieze  the  prey : 
Then  canie,  in  some  cozie  place, 

They  close  the  day. 

And  others,  hke  your  humble  servan'. 
Poor  wights!  nae  rules  nor  roads  observin; 
To  right  or  left,  eternal  swervin. 

They  zig-zag  on ; 
Till  curst  with  Age,  obscure  an'  starvin. 

They  aften  groan. 

Alas !  what  bitter  toil  an'  straining — 
But  truce  with  peevish,  poor  complaining ! 
Is  Fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning  ? 

E'en  let  her  gang ! 
Beneath  what  light  she  has  remaining. 

Let's  sing  our  Sang. 
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My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door, 
And  kneel,  '  Ye  Pouurs^  and  warm  implore, 
'  Tho'  I  should  wander  Terra  o'er, 
'  In  all  her  climes, 

*  Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more, 

'  Ay  rowth  o'  rhymes. 

'  Gie  dreeping  roasts  to  countra  Lairds^ 

*  Till  icicles  hing  frae  their  beards ; 

'  Gie  fine  braw  claes  to  fine  Life-guards^ 
'  And  Maids  of  Honor  ; 

'  And  yill  an'  whisky  gie  to  Cairds^ 
'  Until  they  sconner. 

'  A  Title,  DEMPSTER  merits  it ; 

*  A  Garter  gie  to  WILLIE  PIT  ; 

*  Gie  Wealth  to  some  be-ledger'd  Cit, 

'  In  cent  per  cent ; 
'  But  give  me  real,  sterhng  Wit, 

'  And  Fm  content. 

*  While  ye  are  pleas'd  to  keep  me  hale, 
'  I'll  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 

*  Be  't  water-hrose^  or  muslin-hail, 

'  Wi'  chearfu'  face, 
'  As  lang's  the  Muses  dinna  fail 

'  To  say  the  grace/ 

An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 
Behint  my  lug,  or  by  my  nose ; 
I  jouk  beneath  Misfortune's  blows 

As  weel's  I  may ; 
Sworn  foe  to  sorrow,  care,  and  prose^ 

I  rhyme  away. 

O  ye,  douse  folk,  that  five  by  rule, 
Grave,  tideless-blooded,  cahn  and  cool, 
Compar'd  wi'  you — 0  fool !  fool !  fool  I 

How  much  unhke ! 
Your  hearts  are  just  a  standing  pool> 

Your  fives,  a  dyke  1 
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Nae  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  traces,* 
In  your  unletter'd,  nameless  faces ! 
In  arioso  trills  and  graces 

Ye  never  stray, 
But  gravisdmo,  solemn  basses, 

Ye  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sae  grave,  nae  doubt  ye're  ivise; 
Nae  ferly  tho'  ye  do  despise 
The  hairum-scairum,  ram-stam  boys, 

The  rambling  f  squad : 
I  see  ye  upward  cast  your  eyes — 

— Ye  ken  the  road — 

Whilst  I — ^but  I  shall  hand  me  there-— 
Wi'  you  I'll  scarce  gang  oni/  where — 
Then  Jamie,  I  shall  sae  nae  mair. 

But  quat  my  sang, 
Content  vfith  YOU  to  mak  a  pair^ 

Whare'er  I  gang. 


*  It  will  be  found  that  tMs  line  is  afterwards  quoted  by  tho  poet  himself  in 
The  Vision."  t  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "rattling." 
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A  DREAM. 

Tlioughts,  words  and  deeds,  the  Statute  blames  with  reason; 
But  surely  Dreams  were  ne'er  indicted  Treason. 


[The  date  of  this  clever  political  pasquinade  is  told  in  its  prose  introduction 
— ^in  itself,  an  excellent  satire  on  the  "Birth-Day  Odes"  of  poets-laweate — 
sleepy  productions  all  of  them!  Some  of  the  author's  newly  acquired  patrons, 
in  the  follov?ing  year,  tried  in  vain  to  dissuade  him  from  reproducing  this 
poem  in  the  Edinburgh  edition,  lest  it  should  damage  his  prospects  of  govern- 
ment appointment.  On  30th  April,  1787,  he  wrote  thus  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  "My 
Dream  has  unfortunately  incurred  your  loyal  displeasure ;  but  I  set  as  little  by 
princes,  lords,  clergy  and  critics,  as  all  these  respective  gentry  do  by  my  bard- 
ship."] 

ON  READING,  IN  THE  PUBLIC  PAPERS,  THE  LAUREATE'S 
ODE,  WITH  THE  OTHER  PARADE  OF  JUNE  4tll,  1786,  THE 
AUTHOR  WAS  NO  SOONER  DROPT  ASLEEP,  THAN  HE 
IMAGINED  HIMSELF  TRANSPORTED  TO  THE  BIRTH-DAY 
LEVEE;  AND,  IN  HIS  DREAMING  FANCY,  MADE  THE 
FOLLOWING  ADDRESS. 

GuiD-MORNiN  to  your  MAJESTY ! 

May  heaven  augment  your  blisses, 
On  ev'ry  new  Birth-day  ye  see, 

A  humble  Bardie  *  wishes ! 
My  Bardship  here,  at  your  Levee, 

On  sic  a  day  as  this  is. 
Is  sure  an  uncouth  sight  to  see, 

Amang  thae  Birth-day  dresses 
Sae  fine  this  day. 

I  see  ye're  complimented  thrang, 

By  many  a  lord  an'  lady  ; 
"  God  save  the  King  " 's  a  cukoo  sang 

That's  unco  easy  said  ay : 
The  Poets  too,  a  venal  gang, 

Wi'  rhymes  weel-turn'd  an'  ready, 
Wad  gar  you  trow  ye  ne'er  do  wrang, 

But  ay  unerring  steady. 

On  sic  a  day. 


*  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "Poet." 
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For  me !  before  a  Monarch's  face, 

Ev'n  there  I  winna  flatter ; 
For  neither  Pension,  Post,  nor  Place, 

Am  I  your  humble  debtor : 
So,  nae  reflection  on  YOUR  GRACE, 

Your  Kingship  to  bespatter ; 
There's  monie  waur  been  o'  the  Race, 

And  aibhns  aiie  been  better 

Than  You  this  day. 

'Tis  very  true,  my  sovereign  King, 

My  skill  may  weel  be  doubted ; 
But  Facts  are  cheels  that  winna  ding. 

An'  downa  be  disputed : 
Your  royal  nest,  beneath  Your  wing. 

Is  e'en  right  reft  an'  clouted. 
And  now  the  third  part  o'  the  string. 

An'  less,  will  gang  about  it 

Than  did  ae  day.* 

Far  be't  frae  me  that  I  aspire 

To  blame  your  Legislation, 
Or  say,  ye  wisdom  want,  or  fire. 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation ; 
But  faith !  I  muckle  doubt,  my  SIRE, 

Ye've  trusted  'Ministration, 
To  chaps,  wha,  in  a  ham  or  hyre^ 

Wad  better  fiU'd  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 

And  now  Ye've  gien  auld  Britain  peace, 

Her  broken  shins  to  plaister ; 
Your  sair  taxation  does  her  fleece, 

Till  she  has  scarce  a  tester : 
For  me,  thank  God,  my  hfe's  a  lease, 

Nae  bargain  wearing  faster. 
Or  faith !  I  fear,  that,  wi'  the  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture 

I'  the  craft  some  day. 


Alluding  to  th.e  loss  of  our  American  Colonies,  &c. 
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I'm  no  mistrusting  Willie  Fit, 

When  taxes  he  enlarges, 
(An'  Will's  a  true  guid  fallow's  get, 

A  Name  not  Envy  spairges) 
That  he  intends  to  pay  your  debt, 

An'  lessen  a'  your  charges ; 
But,  G — d-sake  !  let  nae  saving-fit 

Abridge  your  bonie  Barges 

An'  Boats  this  day. 

Adieu,  my  LIEGE  !  may  Freedom  geek 

Beneath  your  high  protection ; 
An'  may  Ye  rax  Corruption's  neck, 

And  gie  her  for  dissection ! 
But  since  I'm  here,  I'll  no  neglect, 

In  loyal,  true  affection. 
To  pay  your  QUEEN,  with  due  respect, 

My  fealty  an'  subjection 

This  great  Birth-day. 

Hail,  Majesty  most  Excellent ! 

While  Nobles  strive  to  please  Ye, 
Will  Ye  accept  a  Comphment, 

A  simple  Bardie  *  gies  Ye  ? 
Thae  bonie  Bairntime,  Heav'n  has  lent, 

Still  higher  may  they  heeze  Ye 
In  bhss,  till  Fate  some  day  is  sent, 

For  ever  to  release  Ye 

Frae  Care  that  day. 

For  you,  young  Potentate  o'  W — , 

I  tell  your  Highness  fairly, 
Down  Pleasure's  stream,  wi'  swelling  sails, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driving  rarely ; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails. 

An'  curse  your  folly  sairly, 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's ^a^f 5, 

Or  rattl'd  dice  wi'  Charlie 

By  night  or  day.f 

*  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "Poet." 
t  The  Prince  of  Wales  was  tlien  of  the  Whig,  or  Fox  Party. 
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Yet  aft  a  ragged  Gowte's  been  known, 

To  mak  a  noble  Aiver  ; 
So,  ye  may  dousely  fill  a  Throne, 

For  a'  their  Chsh-ma-claver : 
There,  Him  *  at  ^ gincourt  wha  shone, 

Few  better  were  or  braver ; 
And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  Sir  f  Jolm^ 

He  was  an  unco  shaver 

For  monie  a  day. 

For  you,  right  rev'rend  0  ,t 

Nane  sets  the  lawn-sleeve  sweeter, 
Altho'  a  ribban  at  your  lug 

Wad  been  a  dress  compleater : 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog. 

That  hears  the  Keys  of  Peter, 
Then  swith !  an'  get  a  wife  to  hug, 

Or  trouth !  ye'll  stain  the  Mitre 
Some  luckless  day. 

Young,  royal  TARRY-BREEKS,  I  learn, 

Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her ; 
A  glorious  §  Galley^  stem  and  stern, 

Weel  rigg'd  for  Venus  harter  ; 
But  first  hang  out  that  she'll  discern, 

Your  hymeneal  Gharter^ 
Then  heave  aboard  your  grapple  aiiii^ 

An',  large  upon  her  quarter^ 

Come  full  that  day. 

Ye  lastly,  bonie  blossoms  a', 

Ye  royal  Lasses  dainty, 
Heav'n  mak  you  guid  as  weel  as  braw, 

An'  gie  you  lads  a  plenty : 
But  sneer  na  British-hoys  awa ; 

For  King's  are  unco  scant  ay. 
An'  German- Gentles  are  but  sma% 


*  Foot-note,  1787,  "King  Henry." 
t  Sir  John  Falstaff,  Vide  Shakespeare.— (E.  B.  ]786.) 
X  Frederick,  the  second  son  of  George  III.,  at  first  Bishop  of  Osnahurg,  after- 
wards Duke  of  York. 

§  Alluding  to  the  Newspaper  account  of  a  certain  royal  Sailor's  Amour.— 
(R.  B.  1786.)    [His  alliance  with  Mrs.  Jordan,  the  actress.] 
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They're  better  just  than  want  ay 
On  onie  day. 

God  bless  you  a' !  consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muckle  dautet ; 
But  ere  the  course  o'  Ufe  be  through, 

It  may  be  bitter  sautet : 
An'  I  hae  seen  their  coggie  fou, 

That  yet  hae  tarrow't  at  it, 
But  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow, 

The  laggen  they  hae  clautet 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 


THE  VISION. 

DUAN  FIRST.* 

[This  delightful  poem,  consisting  of  38  stanzas,  was,  in  its  original  MS.  form, 
dragged  out  to  no  less  than  60  verses,  of  which,  24  were  devoted  to  the  adorn- 
ment of  Coila's  mantle,  by  depicting  thereon  a  description  of  the  chief  localitiea 
and  the  heroes  of  Kyle.  This  cumbersome  robe  was  much  lightened  by  the 
good  taste  of  the  poet  when  he  came  to  trim  it  down  for  publication  in  that  first 
volume,  of  which  we  here  furnish  a  verbatim  et  literatim  copy,  where  the  whole 
emblazonment  is  comprised  in  3  or  4  stanzas  at  the  close  of  Duan  First.  Anxious, 
however,  to  please  some  of  his  Ayrshire  patrons,  he  restored,  in  his  Edinburgh 
edition,  7  of  those  rejected  stanzas,  and  these  have  ever  since  been  retained  as  a 
portion  of  the  poem ;  they  will  be  given  at  another  part  of  this  work  in  their 
proper  place,  and,  in  form  of  a  note  thereto,  will  also  be  given  those  other 
stanzas  which  were  entirely  suppressed  by  the  author.] 

The  sun  had  clos'd  the  winter-day^ 
The  Curlers  quat  their  roaring  play, 
And  hunger'd  Maukin  taen  her  way 

To  kail-yards  green, 
While  faithless  snaws  ilk  step  betray 

Whare  she  has  been. 

The  Thresher's  weary  Jlingin-tree^ 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tir'd  me ; 
And  when  the  Day  had  clos'd  his  e'e, 

Far  i'  the  West, 
Ben  I'  the  Spence^  right  pensivelie, 

I  gaed  to  rest. 


*  Duan,  a  term  of  Ossian's  for  the  different  divisions  of  a  digressive  Poerw.. 
See  his  Oath-Loda,  Vol.  2.  of  M'Pherson's  Translation.   (E.  B.  1786.) 
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There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle- cheek, 
I  sat  and  ey'd  the  spewing  reek, 
That  fiU'd,  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek, 

The  auld,  clay  biggin; 
And  heard  the  restless  rattons  squeak 

About  the  riggin. 

All  in  this  mottie,  misty  clime, 
I  backward  mus'd  on  wasted  time, 
How  I  had  spent  my  youthfvJ  jorime^ 
An'  done  nae-thing, 
But  stringing  blethers  up  in  rhyme 
For  fools  to  sing. 

Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  harket, 
I  might,  by  this,  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  Bank  and  clarket 

My  Gash-Account ; 
While  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-sarket, 

Is  a'  th'  amount. 

I  started,  mutf  ring  blockhead !  coof ! 
And  heav'd  on  high  my  wauket  loof, 
To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  roof, 

Or  some  rash  aith. 
That  I,  henceforth,  would  h^'rhyme-proof 

Till  my  last  breath — 

When  click !  the  string  the  snich  did  draw  j 
And  jee !  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa' ; 
And  by  my  ingle-lowe  I  saw, 

Now  bleezan  bright, 
A  tight,  outlandish  Eizzie^  braw, 

Come  full  in  sight. 

Ye  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  whisht ; 
The  infant  aith,  half-f orm'd,  was  crusht ; 
I  glowr'd  as  eerie's  I'd  been  dusht. 

In  some  wild  glen ; 
When  sweet,  like  modest  Worthy  she  blusht,, 

And  stepped  ben. 
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Green,  slender,  leaf-clad  Holly-houghs 
Were  twisted,  gracefu',  round  her  brows, 
I  took  her  for  some  SCOTTISH  MUSE, 

By  that  same  token ; 
And  come  to  stop  those  reckless  vows, 

Would  soon  been  broken. 

A  "  hare-brain'd,  sentimental  trace  " 
Was  strongly  marked  in  her  face ; 
A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 

Shone  full  upon  her ; 
Her  eye^  ev'n  turn'd  on  empty  space, 

Beam'd  keen  with  Honor. 

Down  flow'd  her  robe,  a  tartan  sheen, 
Till  half  a  leg  was  scrimply  seen ; 
And  such  a  leg!  my  BESS,  I  ween,* 

Could  only  peer  it ; 
Sae  straught,  sae  taper,  tight  and  clean, 

Nane  else  came  near  it. 

Her  Mantle  large,  of  greenish  hue, 
My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  drew ; 
Deep  lights  and  shades^  bold-mingling,  threw 

A  lustre  grand ; 
And  seem'd,  to  my  astonish'd  view, 

A  well-known  Land. 

Here,  rivers  in  the  sea  were  lost ; 
There,  mountains  to  the  skies  were  tost : 
Here,  tumbling  billows  mark'd  the  coast. 

With  surging  foam ; 
There,  distant  shone,  Arts  lofty  boast, 

The  lordly  dome. 

Here,  DOOIST  pour'd  down  his  far-fetch'd  floods; 
There,  well-fed  IRWINB  stately  thuds : 
Auld,  hermit  AIRE  j  staw  thro'  his  woods. 

On  to  the  shore ; 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds. 

With  seeming  roar. 


Altered,  in  1787,  to  "My  bonny  Jean"  t  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "  Ayr." 
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Low,  in  a  sandy  valley  spread, 
An  ancient  BOROUGH  rear'd  her  headr, 
Still,  as  in  Scottish  Story  read. 

She  boasts  a  i?ace, 
To  ev'ry  nobler  virtue  bred, 

And  pohsh'd  grace. 


DUAN  SECOND. 

With  musing-deep,  astonish'd  stare, 
I  view'd  the  heavenly-seeming  Fair ; 
A  whisp'ring  throh  did  witness  bear 

Of  kindred  sweet, 
When  with  an  elder  Sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet. 

'  All  hail !  my  oivn  inspired  Bard ! 
'  In  me  thy  native  Muse  regard ! 
'  Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 
'  Thus  poorly  low ! 
'  I  come  to  give  thee  such  reivard^ 
'  As  we  bestow. 


'  Know,  the  great  Genius  of  this  Land, 
*  Has  many  a  hght  aerial  band, 
'  Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command, 

'  Harmoniously, 
^  Ab  Arts  or  Arms  they  understand, 

'  Their  labors  ply. 


'  They  SCOTIA'S  Race  among  them  share ; 
'  Some  fire  the  Sodger  on  to  dare ; 
Some  rouse  the  Patriot  up  to  bare 
'  Corruption's  heart : 
'  Some  teach  the  Bard^  a  darling  care, 
'  The  tuneful  Art. 
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'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gore, 
'  They  ardent,  kindling  spirits  pour ; 

*  Or,  mid  the  venal  Senate's  roar, 

'  They,  sightless,  stand, 
'  To  mend  the  honest  Patriot-lore^ 

'  And  grace  the  hand.* 

'  Hence  FULL ARTON,  the  brave  and  young ; 
'  Hence,  DEMPSTER'S  truth-prevailing  j  tongue; 
'  Hence,  sweet  harmonious  BEATTIE  sung 
'His  "Minstrel  lays;" 

*  Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  stung, 

'  The  Sceptic's  bays. 

'  To  lower  Orders  are  assigned, 

*  The  humbler  ranks  of  Human-kind, 
'  The  rustic  Bard,  the  lab'ring  Hind, 

'  The  Artisan ; 
'  All  chuse,  as,  various  they're  inclin  d, 
'  The  various  man. 

'  When  yellow  waves  the  heavy  grain, 
'  The  threat'ning  Storm,  some,  strongly,  rein ; 

*  Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain, 

'  With  tillage-skill; 
'  And  some  instruct  the  Shepherd-train, 
'  Blythe  o'er  the  hill. 

'  Some  hint  the  Lover's  harmless  wile ; 
'  Some  grace  the  Maiden's  artless  smile ; 
'  Some  soothe  the  Lab'rer's  weary  toil, 

'  For  humble  gains, 
'  And  make  his  cottage  scenes  beguile 

'  His  cares  and  pains. 


*  A  verse  introduced  here,  in  1787 : — 

"And  when  the  Bard,  or  hoary  Sage, 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  age, 
They  bind  the  wild  Poetic  rage 

In  energy, 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page 

Full  on  the  eye." 

t  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "  zeal-inspired." 
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*  Some,  bounded  to  a  district-space, 
'  Explore  at  large  Man's  infant  race. 
'  To  mark  the  embryotic  trace, 

'  Of  rustic  Bard; 
'  And  careful  note  each  op'ning  grace, 

'  A  guide  and  guard. 

'  Of  these  am  I — COIL  A  my  name ; 
'  And  this  district  as  mine  I  claim, 
'  Where  once  the  CampbelVs  *  chiefs  of  fame, 

'  Held  ruhng  pow'r  : 
*  I  mark'd  thy  embryo-tuneful  flame, 
'  Thy  natal  hour. 

'  With  future  hope,  I  oft  would  gaze, 
'  Fond,  on  thy  little,  early  ways, 
'  Thy  rudely-caroU'd,  chiming  phrase, 

'  In  uncouth  rhymes, 
'  Fir'd  at  the  simple,  artless  lays 

'  Of  other  times. 

'  I  saw  thee  seek  the  soundmg  shore, 
'  Dehghted  with  the  dashing  roar ; 
'  Or  when  the  North  his  fleecy  store 

'  Drove  thro'  the  sky, 
'  I  saw  grim  Nature's  visage  hoar, 

'  Struck  thy  young  eye. 

'  Or  when  the  deep-green-mantl'd  Earth, 
'  Warm-cherish'd  ev'ry  floweret's  birth, 
'  And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth, 

'  In  ev'ry  grove, 
'  I  saw  thee  eye  the  gen'ral  mirth 

'  With  boundless  love. 

'  When  ripen'd  fields,  and  azure  skies, 
'  Call'd  forth  the  Reaper's  rustling  noise, 
'  I  saw  thee  leave  then*  ev'ning  joys, 

'  And  lonely  stalk, 
'  To  vent  thy  bosom's  swelhng  rise, 

'  In  pensive  walk. 


♦  Mossgiel  and  its  neighbouriiood  belonged  to  the  Earl  of  Loudoun:  family 
surname,  Campbell. 
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•  When  youthful  Love^  warm-blushing,  strong, 
Keen- shivering  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongue, 

'  Th'  adored  Name^ 
I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  song, 

'  To  soothe  thy  flame. 

'  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play, 
Wild-send  thee  Pleasure's  devious  way, 
Misled  by  Fancy's  meteor-ray^ 

'  By  Passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray, 

'  Was  light  from  Heaven. 

'  I  taught  thy  manners-painting  strains. 
The  loves^  the  tvays  of  simple  swains. 
Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains, 
^  Thy  fame  extends ; 
And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila's  plains, 
'  Become  thy  friends. 

'  Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  I  can  show, 
To  paint  with  ThomsorCs  landscape-glow ; 
Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe, 

'  With  Shenstone's  art ; 
Or  pour,  with  Gray^  the  moving  flow, 
'  Warm  on  the  heart. 

'  Yet  all  beneath  th'  unrivall'd  Rose, 
The  lowly  Daisy  sweetly  blows ; 
Tho'  large  the  forest's  Monarch  throws 

'  His  army  shade. 
Yet  green  the  juicy  Hawthorn  grows, 

'  Adown  the  glade. 

'  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine ; 
Strive  in  thy  humble  siohere  to  shine ; 
And  trust  me,  not  Potosis  mine^ 

'  Nor  Kings  regard^ 
Can  give  a  bliss  o'ermatchiug  thine, 
'  A  rustic  Bard. 
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'  To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one, 
'  Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan; 
'  Preserve  the  dignity  of  Man, 

'  With  Soul  erect ; 
'  And  trust,  the  UNIVERSAL  PLAN 

'  Will  all  protect. 

*  And  wear  thou  this ' — She  solemn  said, 
And  bound  the  Holli/  round  my  head : 
The  polish'd  leaves,  and  berries  red, 

Did  rustling  play ; 
And,  hke  a  passing  thought,  she  fled. 

In  light  away. 


[In  support  of  what  we  have  stated  in  the  head-note  to  the  present  poem 
regarding  its  extraordinary  length,  as  originally  composed,  we  here  insert  a 
reference  to  that  subject  which  occurs  in  a  letter  from  the  poet  to  Mrs.  Danlop, 
dated  loth  January,  1787 : — "  I  have  not  composed  anything  on  the  great  Wallace, 
except  what  you  have  seen  in  print,  and  the  enclosed,  which  I  will  print  in  this 
edition  (then  at  press.)  You  will  see  I  have  mentioned  some  others  of  the 
name.  When  I  composed  my  Vision  long  ago,  I  had  attempted  a  description  of 
Kyle,  of  which  the  additional  stanzas  are  a  part  as  it  originally  stood." 

Dr.  Currie  observes,  "  To  the  painting  on  Ooila's  mantle,  on  which  is  depicted  • 
the  most  striking  scenery,  as  well  as  the  most  distinguished  characters  of  his 
native  district,  some  exception  may  be  made :  the  mantle  of  Ooila,  like  the  cup  of 
Th^'rsis  and  the  shield  of  Achilles,  is  too  much  crowded  with  figures,  and  some 
of  the  objects  represented  upon  it  are  scarcely  admissable  according  to  the 
principles  of  design." 

It  would  appear  that,  by  the  very  instinct  of  genius.  Burns  had  a  feeling  of 
this  kind  when  left  to  his  own  judgement,  for  the  present  text  is  quite  faultless 
as  regards  extravagance  in  Coila's  robe.] 


(   52  ) 


The  following  POEM  will,  by  many  Headers,  be  well  enough  understood ;  but, 
for  the  sake  of  those  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  manners  and  traditions 
of  the  country  where  the  scene  is  cast,  Notes  are  added,  to  give  some 
account  of  the  principal  Charms  and  Spells  of  that  Night,  so  big  with 
,  Prophecy  to  the  Peasantry  in  the  West  of  Scotland.  The  passion  of  prying 
into  Futurity  makes  a  striking  part  of  the  history  of  Human-nature,  in  its 
rude  state,  in  all  ages  and  nations ;  and  it  may  be  some  entertainment  to  a 
philosophic  mind,  if  any  such  should  honor  the  Author  with  a  perusal,  to  see 
the  remains  of  it,  among  the  more  unenlightened  in  our  own. — (E.  B.  1786.) 

HALLOWEEN* 

Yes!  let  the  Rich  deride,  the  Proud  disdain, 
The  simple  pleasures  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art. 

Goldsmith. 

[This  has  ever  been  a  special  favourite  with  the  peasantry  of  Scotland, 
abounding  as  it  does  in  lively  and  characteristic  description  of  manners  and 
scenery  so  familiar  to  them.  Few  passages  of  Burns  have  been  more  frequently 
quoted  in  illustration  of  his  graphic  dexterity  in  hitting  off  a  living  landscape  in 
a  few  touches,  than  the  25th  stanza,  commencing — "  Whyles  owre  a  linn,"  &c.] 

Upon  that  nighty  wlien  Fairies  light, 

On  Cassilis  Downans  "f  dance, 
Or  owre  the  lays,  in  splendid  blaze. 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance ; 
Or  for  Colean^  the  rout  is  taen. 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams ; 
There,  up  the  Cove^  f  to  stray  an'  rove, 

Amang  the  rocks  an'  streams 

To  sport  that  night. 

Amang  the  bonie,  winding  banks. 

Where  Doon  rins,  wimplin,  clear. 
Where  BRUCE  §  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks, 

An'  shook  his  Carrick  spear, 


*  Is  thought  to  be  a  night  when  Witches,  Devils,  and  other  mischief-making 
beings,  are  all  abroad  on  their  baneful,  midnight  errands :  particularly,  those, 
aerial  people,  the  Fairies,  are  said,  on  that  night,  to  hold  a  grand  Anniversary. — 
(E.B.  1786.) 

t  Certain  little,  romantic,  rocky,  green  hills,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
ancient  seat  of  the  Earls  of  CassUis. — (E .  B.  1 786.) 

t  A  noted  cavern  near  Colean-house,  called  the  Cove  of  Colean ;  which,  as  well 
as  Cassilis  Downans,  is  famed,  in  country  story,  for  being  a  favourite  haunt  of 
Fairies.— (E.  B.  1786.) 

§  The  famous  family  of  that  name,  the  ancestors  of  EOBEET  the  great 
Deliverer  of  his  country,  were  Earls  of  Carrick.— (E.  B.  1786.) 
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Some  merry,  friendly,  countra  folks. 

Together  did  convene, 
To  hum  their  nits,  an'  pou  their  stocks, 

An'  hand  their  Halloween 

Eu'  blythe  that  night. 

The  lasses  feat,  an'  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  they're  fine ; 
Their  faces  blythe,  fu'  sweetly  kythe, 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin' ; 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer-babs, 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten, 
Some  unco  blate,  an'  some  wi'  gabs. 

Gar  lasses  hearts  gang  startin 

Whyles  fast  at  night. 

Then,  first  an'  foremost,  thro'  the  kail, 

Their  stocks  *  maun  a'  be  sought  ance ; 
They  steek  their  een,  an'  grape  an'  wale, 

For  muckle  anes,  an'  str aught  anes. 
Poor  hav'rel  Will  fell  aff  the  drift. 

An'  wander'd  thro'  the  Bow-kail^ 
An'  pow't,  for  want  o'  better  shift, 

A  i-unt  was  like  a  sow-tail 

Sae  bow't  that  night. 

Then,  str  aught  or  crooked,  yird  or  nane, 

They  roar  an'  cry  a'  throw'ther; 
The  vera  wee-things^  toddlan,  rin, 

Wi'  stocks  out  owre  their  shouther : 
An'  gif  the  cmtock's  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi'  joctelegs  they  taste  them ; 
Syne  coziely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi'  cannie  care,  they've  plac'd  them 
To  lye  that  night. 


*  The  first  ceremony  of  Halloween,  is,  pulling  each  a  Stock,  or  plant  of  kail. 
They  must  go  out,  hand  in  hand,  with  eyes  shut,  and  pull  the  first  they  meet  with : 
its  being  big  or  little,  straight  or  crooked,  is  prophetic  of  the  size  and  shape  of 
the  grand  object  of  all  their  Spells — the  husband  or  wife.  If  any  yird,  or  earth, 
stick  to  the  root,  that  is  tocher,  or  fortune ;  and  the  taste  of  the  custoc,  that  is,  the 
heart  of  the  stem,  is  indicative  of  the  natural  temper  and  disposition.  Lastly, 
the  stems,  or  to  give  them  their  ordinary  appellation,  the  runts,  are  placed  some- 
where above  the  head  of  the  door ;  and  the  christian  names  of  the  people  whom 
chance  brings  into  the  house,  are,  according  to  the  priority  of  placing  the  runts, 
the  names  in  question.— (R.  B.  1786.) 
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The  lasses  staw  frae  'mang  them  a', 

To  pou  their  stalks  o'  corn ;  * 
But  Rab  sh'ps  out,  an'  jinks  about, 

Behint  the  muekle  thorn : 
He  grippet  Nelly  hard  an'  fast ; 

Loud  skirl'd  a'  the  lasses ; 
But  her  tap-pickle  maist  was  lost, 

When  kiutlan  in  the  Fause-house  f 
Wi'  him  that  night. 


The  auld  Guidwife's  weel-hoordet  nits  \ 

Are  round  an'  round  divided, 
An'  monie  lads  an'  lasses  fates 

Are  there  that  night  decided : 
Some  kindle,  couthie,  side  by  side, 

An'  hum  thegither  trimly ; 
Some  start  awa,  wi'  saucy  pride, 

An'  jump  out  owre  the  chimlie 

Tu'  high  that  night. 

Jean  slips  in  twa,  wi'  tentie  e'e; 

Wha  'twas,  she  wadna  tell ; 
But  this  is  Jock^  an'  this  is  me^ 

She  says  in  to  hersel : 
He  bleez'd  owre  her,  an'  she  owre  him. 

As  they  wad  never  mair  part, 
Till  fuff !  he  started  up  the  lum. 

An'  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 

To  see't  that  night. 


*  They  go  to  the  barn-yard,  and  pull  each,  at  three  several  times,  a  stalk  of 
Oats.  If  the  third  stalk  wants  the  top-pickle,  that  is,  the  grain  at  the  top  of  the 
stalk,  the  party  in  question  will  want  the  Maidenhead. — (R.  B.  1786.)  [The 
three  closing  words  of  this  note  altered  in  1787,  to  "come  to  the  marriage-bed 
anything  but  a  maid."] 

t  When  the  corn  is  in  a  doubtful  state,  by  being  too  green,  or  wet,  the  Stack- 
builder,  by  means  of  old  timber,  &c.  makes  a  large  apartment  in  his  stack,  with 
an  opening  in  the  side  which  is  fairest  exposed  to  the  wind :  this  he  calls  a 
Faus&-house.—(^.  B.  1786.) 

X  Burning  the  nuts  is  a  favourite  charm.  They  name  the  lad  and  lass  to  each 
particular  nut,  as  they  lay  them  in  the  fire ;  and  according  as  they  burn  quietly 
together,  or  start  from  beside  one  another,  the  course  and  issue  of  the  Courtship 
will  be.— (R.  B.  1786.) 
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Poor  Willie,  wi'  liis  how-lrdl  runf^ 

Was  hrunt  wi'  primsie  Mallie ; 
An'  Mary^  nae  doubt,  took  the  drnnt. 

To  be  compar'd  to  Willie : 
MalVs  nit  lap  out,  wi'  pridefu'  fling, 

An'  her  ain  fit,  it  brunt  it ; 
While  Willie  lap,  an'  swoor  hj  jinj^ 

'Twas  just  the  way  he  wanted 
To  be  that  night. 

Nell  had  the  Fause-house  in  her  min', 

She  pits  hersel  an'  liob  in  ; 
In  loving  bleeze  they  sweetly  join, 
Till  white  in  ase  they're  sobbin : 
NelVs  heart  was  danein  at  the  view  ; 
She  whisper'd  Roh  to  leuk  for't : 

stownlins,  prie'd  her  bonie  mou, 
Fu'  cozie  in  the  neuk  for't, 

Unseen  that  night. 

But  Merran  sat  behint  their  backs. 

Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Bell ; 
She  lea'es  them  gashan  at  their  cracks, 

An'  slips  out  by  hersel : 
She  thro'  the  yard  the  nearest  taks, 

An'  for  the  kiln  she  goes  then, 
An'  darkhns  grapet  for  the  hauks^ 

And  in  the  hlue-clue  *  throws  then, 

Kight  fear't  that  night. 

An'  ay  she  win't^  an'  ay  she  swat, 

I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin ; 
Till  something  held  within  the  pat^ 

Guid  L — d !  but  she  was  quaukiu  ! 


*  Whoever  ■would,  with  success,  try  this  spell,  must  strictly  observe  these 
directions.  Steal  out,  all  alone,  to  the  kiln,  and,  darkling,  throw  into  the  pot,  a 
clew  of  blue  yam :  wind  it  in  a  new  clew  off  the  old  one  ;  and  towards  the  latter 
end,  something  will  hold  the  thread :  demand,  wha  hands  f  i.  e.  who  holds  ?  and 
answer  will  be  returned  from  the  kiln-pot,  by  naming  the  christian  and  sirname 
of  your  future  Spouse.— (R.  B,  1786,1 
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But  whether  *twas  the  Deil  himsel, 
Or  whether  'twas  a  lauk-en\ 

Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  Bell, 
She  did  na  wait  on  talkiu 

To  spier  that  night. 

Wee  Jennt/  to  her  Grannie  says, 

'  Will  ye  go  wi'  me  Grannie  ? 
*  I'll  eat  the  apple  *  at  the  glass, 

'  I  gat  frae  Uncle  Johnie :' 
She  fuff't  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  lunt, 

In  wrath  she  was  sae  vap'rin, 
She  notic't  na,  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw,  new,  worset  apron 

Out  thro'  that  night. 

^  Ye  little  Skelpie-limmer's-face ! 

'  I  daur  you  try  sic  sportin, 
'  As  seek  the  foul  Thief  onie  place, 

'  For  him  to  spae  your  fortune : 
'  Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  sight  I 

'  Great  cause  ye  hae  to  fear  it ; 
'  For  monie  a  ane  has  gotten  a  fright, 

'  An'  liv'd  an'  di'd  deleeret, 

'  On  sic  a  night. 

'  Ae  Hairst  afore  the  Sherra-moor, 

'  I  mind't  as  weel's  yestreen, 
'  I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  sure, 

'  I  was  na  past  fyfteen : 
'  The  Simmer  had  been  cauld  an'  wat, 

'  An'  Stuff  was  unco  green ; 
'  An'  ay  a  rantan  Kirn  we  gat, 

'  An*  just  on  Halloween 

'  It  fell  that  night. 


*  Take  a  candle,  and  go,  alone,  to  a  looking  glass :  eat  an  apple  before  it,  and 
Bome  traditions  say  you  should  comb  your  hair  all  the  time :  the  face  of  your 
conjugal  companion,  to  be,  will  be  seen  in  the  glass,  as  if  peeping  over  your 
shoulder.— (R.  B.  1786.) 
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'  Our  Stihhle-rig  was  Rah  IPGraen^ 

'  A  clever,  sturdy  fallow ; 
'  His  Sin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean, 

'  That  liv'd  in  Achmacalla : 
'  He  gat  hemp-seed^*  I  mind  it  weel, 

'  An'  he  made  unco  light  o't ; 
'  But  monie  a  day  was  by  himself 

'  He  was  sae  sairly  frighted 

'  That  vera  night.' 

Then  up  gat  fechtan  Jamie  Fleck^ 

An'  he  swoor  by  his  conscience, 
That  he  could  saw  hemp-seed  a  peck ; 

For  it  was  a'  but  nonsense : 
The  auld  guidman  raught  down  the  pock, 

An'  out  a  handfu'  gied  him  ; 
Syne  bad  him  slip  frae  'mang  the  folk, 

Sometime  when  nae  ane  see'd  him, 
An'  try't  that  night. 

He  marches  thro'  amang  the  stacks, 

Tho'  he  was  something  sturtan ; 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks. 

An'  haurls  at  his  curpan : 
And  ev'ry  now  an'  then,  he  says, 

'  Hemp-seed  I  saw  thee, 
'  An'  her  that  is  to  be  my  lass, 

'  Come  after  me  an'  draw  thee 

'  As  fast  this  night.* 

He  whistl'd  up  lord  Lenox'  march^ 

To  keep  his  courage  cheary ; 
Altho'  his  hair  began  to  arch, 

He  was  sae  fley'd  an'  eerie : 


*  Steal  out,  unperceived,  and  sow  a  handful  of  hemp  seed ;  harrowing  it  with 
any  thing  you  can  conveniently  draw  after  you.  Repeat,  now  and  then,  '  Hemp 
seed  I  saw  thee,  Hemp  seed  I  saw  thee ;  and  him  (or  her)  that  is  to  be  my  true- 
love,  come  after  me  and  pou  thee,'  Look  over  your  left  shoulder,  and  you  will 
see  the  appearance  of  the  person  invoked,  in  the  attitude  of  pulling  hemp.  Some 
traditions  say,  '  come  after  me  and  shaw  thee,'  that  is,  show  thyself ;  in  which 
case  it  simply  appears.  Others  omit  the  harrowing,  and  say,  '  come  after  me 
and  harrow  thee.'— (E.  B.  1786.) 
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Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak, 
An'  then  a  grane  an'  gruntle ; 

He  by  his  showther  gae  a  keek, 
An'  tumbl'd  wi'  a  wintle 

Out  owre  that  night 

He  roar'd  a  horrid  murder-shout. 

In  dreadf u'  desperation ! 
An'  young  an'  auld  come  rinnan  out, 

An'  hear  the  sad  narration : 
He  swoor  'twas  hilchan  Jean  M^CraiL\ 

Or  crouchie  Merran  Humphie^ 
Till  stop !  she  trotted  thro'  them  a' ; 

An'  wha  was  it  but  Grumphie 

Asteer  that  night  ? 

Meg  fain  wad  to  the  Barn  gaen, 

To  icinn  three  wechts  o'  naething ;  * 
But  for  to  meet  the  Deil  her  lane, 

She  pat  but  little  faith  in : 
She  gies  the  Herd  a  pickle  nits, 

An'  twa  red  cheeket  apples, 
To  watch,  while  for  the  Barn  she  sets, 

In  hopes  to  see  Tarn  Kipples 

That  vera  night. 

She  turns  the  key,  wi'  cannie  thraw, 

An'  owre  the  threshold  ventures ; 
But  first  on  Sawnie  gies  a  ca', 

Syne  bauldly  in  she  enters : 
A  ration  rattl'd  up  the  wa'. 

An'  she  cry'd,  L — d  preserve  her ! 
An'  ran  thro'  midden-hole  an'  a', 

An'  pra^'d  wi'  zeal  and  fervour, 

Fu'  fast  that  night. 


*  This  charm  must  likewise  he  performed,  imperceived  and  alone.  You  go 
to  the  ham,  and  open  hoth  doors ;  taking  them  off  the  hinges,  if  possible ;  for 
there  is  danger,  that  the  Being,  about  to  appear,  may  shut  the  doors,  and  do  you 
some  mischief.  Then  take  that  instrument  used  in  winnowing  the  com,  which, 
in  our  country-dialect,  we  call  a  wecM ;  and  go  thro'  all  the  attitudes  of  letting 
down  corn  against  the  wind.  Eepeat  it  three  times ;  and  the  third  time,  an  ap- 
parition will  pass  thro'  the  barn,  in  at  the  windy  door,  and  out  at  the  other, 
having  both  the  figure  in  question  and  the  appearance  or  retinue,  marking  the 
employment  or  station  in  life. — CR.  B.  1786.) 
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They  hoy't  out  Will,  wi'  sair  advice 

They  hecht  him  some  fine  braw  ane ; 
It  chanc'd  the  Stack  he faddoirit  tlirice^^ 

Was  timmer-propt  for  thrawin : 
He  taks  a  swirhe,  auld  moss-oak^ 

For  some  black,  grousome  Carlin; 
An'  loot  a  winze,  an'  drew  a  stroke, 

Till  skin  in  blypes  cam  haurlin 

Aff's  nieves  that  night. 

A  wanton  widow  Leezie  was, 

As  cantie  as  a  kittlen ; 
But  Och !  that  night,  amang  the  shaws, 

She  gat  a  fearfu'  settlin ! 
She  thro'  the  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn, 

An'  owre  the  hill  gaed  scrievin, 
Whare  three  Lairds'  lan's  met  at  a  hurn^^ 

To  dip  her  left  sark-sleeve  in, 

Was  bent  that  night. 

Whyles  owre  a  linn  the  burnie  plays, 

As  thro'  the  glen  it  wimpl't ; 
Whyles  round  a  rocky  scar  it  strays ; 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't ; 
Whyles  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickerin,  dancin  dazzle ; 
Whyles  cooket  underneath  the  braes. 

Below  the  spreading  hazle 

Unseen  that  night. 

Amang  the  brachens,  on  the  brae. 

Between  her  an'  the  moon. 
The  Deil,  or  else  an  outler  Quey, 

Gat  up  an'  gae  a  croon : 


*  Take  an  opportunity  of  going,  unnoticed,  to  a  Bear-stack^  and  fathom  it  three 
times  round.  The  last  fathom  of  the  last  time,  you  will  catch  in  your  arms,  the 
appearance  of  your  future  conjugal  yoke-fellow. — (E,.  B.  1786.) 

t  You  go  out,  one  or  more,  for  this  is  a  social  spell,  to  a  south-running  spring 
or  rivulet,  where  '  three  Lairds'  lands  meet,'  and  dip  your  left  shirt-sleeve.  Go 
to  bed  in  sight  of  a  fire,  and  hang  your  wet  sleeve  before  it  to  dry.  Ly  awake ; 
and  sometime  near  midnight,  an  apparition,  having  the  exact  figure  of  the  grand 
object  in  question,  will  come  and  turn  the  sleeve,  as  if  to  dry  the  other  side  of 
it.— (E.B.  1786.) 
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Poor  Leezie^s  heart  maist  lap  the  hool ; 

Near  lav'rock-height  she  jumpet, 
But  mist  a  fit,  an'  in  the  pool^ 

Out  owre  the  lugs  she  plumpet, 

Wi'  a  plunge  that  night. 

In  order,  on  the  clean  hearth-stane, 

The  Luggies  *  three  are  ranged ; 
And  ev'ry  time  great  care  is  taen, 

To  see  them  duely  changed : 
Auld,  uncle  John^  wha  wedlock^ s  joy 

Sin'  Mar's-year  did  deske, 
Because  he  gat  the  toom  dish  thrice, 

He  heav'd  them  on  the  fire. 

In  wrath  that  night. 

Wi'  merry  sangs,  an'  friendly  cracks, 

I  wat  they  did  na  weary ; 
And  unco  tales,  an'  funnie  jokes, 

Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheary : 
Till  hutter'd  So'ns^^  wi'  fragrant  lunt. 

Set  a'  their  gabs  a  steerin ; 
Syne,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  strunt. 

They  parted  aff  careerin 

Fu'  blythe  that  night. 


*  Take  three  dishes ;  put  clean  water  in  one,  foul  water  in  another,  and  leave 
the  third  empty :  blindfold  a  person,  and  lead  him  to  the  hearth  where  the 
dishes  are  ranged;  he  (or  she)  dips  the  left  hand:  if  by  chance  in  the  clean 
water,  the  future  husband  or  wife  will  come  to  the  bar  of  Matrimony,  a  Maid; 
if  in  the  foul,  a  widow ;  if  in  the  empty  dish,  it  foretells,  with  equal  certainty,  no 
marriage  at  all.  It  is  repeated  three  times ;  and  every  time  the  arrangement  of 
the  dishes  is  altered.— (E.  B.  1786.) 

t  Sowens,  with  butter  instead  of  milk  to  them,  is  always  the  Halloween  Supper. 
^(B.B.  1786.) 
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THE  AULD  FARMER'S  NEW-YEAR-MORNINa 
SALUTATION  TO  HIS  AULD  MARE,  MAGGIE, 

ON  GIVING  HER  THE  ACCUSTOMED  KIPP  OF  CORN 
TO  HANSEL  IN  THE  NEW- YEAR. 


[What  a  delightful  piece  of  auto-biography  the  good  old  man  recites  to  hi3 
auld  mare,  as  he  gives  her  the  usual  New- Year-Morning  hansel  I  The  whole 
poem  is  in  the  Author's  best  manner,  and  ranks  with  Poor  Mailie  in  its  happy 
combination  of  hmnour  and  tenderness.  A  celebrated  panegjrnst  of  the  poet 
declares  that  to  his  certain  knowledge,  the  reading  of  it  has  "  humanized  the 
heart  of  a  Gilmerton  carter! "] 


A  Cruid  New-year  I  wish  you  Maggie ! 
Hae,  there's  a  ripp  to  thj  auld  baggie : 
Tho'  thou's  howe-backet,  now,  an'  knaggie, 

I've  seen  the  day. 
Thou  could  hae  gaen  like  ony  staggie 

Out  owre  the  lay. 

Tho'  now  thou's  dowie,  stiff  an'  crazy, 
An'  thy  auld  hide  as  white's  a  daisie, 
I've  seen  thee  dappl't,  sleek  an'  glaizie, 

A  bonie  gray : 
He  should  been  tight  that  daur't  to  i-aize  thee, 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  ance  was  i'  the  foremost  rank, 
A  filly  buirdly,  steeve  an'  swank. 
An'  set  weel  down  a  shapely  shank, 

As  e'er  tread  yu*d ; 
An'  could  hae  flown  out  owre  a  stank, 

Like  onie  bu-d. 


It's  now  some  nine-an'-twenty-year^ 
Sin'  thou  was  my  (xuidfather's  Meere; 
He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear, 

An'  fifty  mark ; 
Tho'  it  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  gear, 

An'  thou  was  stark. 
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When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny^ 
Ye  then  was  trottan  wi'  your  Minnie : 
Tho'  ye  was  trickie,  slee  an'  funnie, 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie ; 
But  hamely,  tawie,  quiet  an'  cannie, 
An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  day^  ye  pranc'd  wi'  muckle  pride, 
When  ye  bure  hame  my  bonie  Bride  : 
An'  sweet  an'  gracefu'  she  did  ride 

Wi'  maiden  air ! 
KYLE-STEWART  I  could  bragged  wide, 

For  sic  a  pai7\ 

Tho'  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  and  hoble, 
An'  wintle  like  a  saumont-coble, 
That  day,  ye  was  a  j  inker  noble, 

For  heels  an'  win' ! 
An'  ran  them  till  they  a'  did  wauble. 

Far,  far  behin' ! 

When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skiegh, 
An'  Stable-meals  at  Fairs  were  driegh, 
How  thou  wad  prance,  an'  snore,  an'  scriegh, 

An'  tak  the  road ! 
Towns-bodies  ran  an'  stood  abiegh. 

An'  ca't  thee  mad. 

When  thou  was  corn't,  an'  I  was  mellow, 
We  took  the  road  ay  like  a  Swallow : 
At  Brooses  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow, 

For  pith  an'  speed ; 
But  ev'ry  tail  thou  pay't  them  hollow, 
Whare'er  thou  gaed. 

The  sma',  droot-rumpl't,  hunter  cattle. 
Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  brattle ; 
But  sax  Scotch  mile^*  thou  try't  their  mettle, 

An'  gart  them  whaizle : 
Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  just  a  wattle 

0'  saugh  or  hazle. 


*  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "miles." 
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Thou  was  a  noble  Fittie-lan\ 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn ! 
Aft  thee  an'  I,  in  aught  hours  gaun, 

On  guid  March-weather, 
Hae  turn'd  sax  rood  beside  our  ban', 

For  days  thegither. 

Thou  never  braing't,  an'  fetch't,  an'  flisket, 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whisket, 
An'  spread  abreed  thy  weel-fill'd  hrisket^ 

Wi'  pith  an'  pow'r, 
Till  sprittie  knowes  wad  rair't  an'  risket, 

An'  slypet  owre. 

"When  frosts  lay  lang,  an'  snaws  were  deep, 
An'  threaten'd  labor  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  cog  a  wee-bit  heap 

Abo  on  the  timmer ; 
I  ken'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep 

For  that,  or  Simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reestet ; 
The  steyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fac't  it ; 
Thou  never  lap,  an'  sten't,  an'  breastet. 

Then  stood  to  blaw ; 
But  just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastet, 

Thou  snoov't  awa. 

My  Pleugh  is  now  thy  hairn-time  a' ; 
Four  gallant  brutes,  as  e'er  did  draw ; 
Forby  sax  mae,  I've  sell't  awa, 

That  thou  hast  nurst : 
They  drew  me  thretteen  pund  an'  twa, 

The  vera  warst. 

Monie  a  sair  daurk  we  twa  hae  wrought, 
An'  wi'  the  weary  warl'  fought ! 
An'  monie  an  anxious  day^  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat ! 
Yet  here  to  crazy  Age  we're  brought, 
Yv  i'  something  yet. 
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An'  think  na,  my  auld,  trusty  Servan\ 
That  now  perhaps  thou's  less  deservin, 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starvin', 

For  my  last  fow, 
A  heapet  Stimpart^  I'll  reserve  ane 
Laid  by  for  you. 

WeVe  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither  j 
We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither ; 
Wi'  tentie  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether, 

To  some  hain'd  rig, 
Whare  ye  may  nobly  rax  your  leather, 
Wi'  sma'  fatigue. 
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THE  COTTER'S  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

INSCKIBED  TO  E.  A****,  Esq  * 

Let  not  AmMiion  mock  their  useful  toil, 
Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  ohscure; 

Nor  Grandeur  hear,  tcith  a  disdainful  smile, 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  Poor. 

Gray. 


[The  spirit  of  Poetry  is  akin  to  that  of  Eeligion,  and  the  union  of  the  two  is,  in 
no  human  composition,  more  powerful  than  in  the  present  production.  The 
two  concluding  stanzas  of  this  noble  poem,  the  iirst  being  a  patriotic  apostrophe 
to  Scotland,  and  the  last  a  grand  address  to  the  Deity  in  her  behalf,  were 
fervently  recited  by  the  bard,  vnth  head  uncovered,  and  kneeling  on  English 
soil  with  his  face  towards  Scotland,  immediately  after  crossing  the  Tweed  for 
the  first  time  into  the  sister  kingdom,  on  the  morning  of  Monday,  8th  May, 
1787,  while  on  his  Border  tour  with  Ainslie.  The  grand  reference  to  Sir  William 
Wallace  in  the  last  stanza,  and  another  noble  verse  or  two  on  the  same  hero,  in 

the  Epistle  to  W         S  ,  Ochiltree,  will  recall  to  the  reader  the  poet's 

observation  in  his  autobiography,  when  speaking  of  the  books  perused  by  him 
during  his  early  boyhood : — "  The  story  of  Wallace  poured  a  tide  of  Scottish 
prejudice  into  my  veins,  which  will  boil  along  there  till  the  floodgates  of  life 
shut  in  eternal  rest." 

The  fine  religious  tone  of  this  whole  poem,  together  with  the  noble  tributes 
to  Wallace,  above  referred  to,  procured  for  the  bard  the  friendship  of  Mrs. 
Dunlop  of  Dunlop,  a  lineal  descendent  of  that  patriot's  brother.  She,  however, 
could  not  be  reconciled  to  the  epithet  "  great,  unhappy  Wallace  "  adopted  by 
the  poet,  and  she  urged  him  to  alter  the  phrase  in  his  first  Edinburgh  Edition. 
In  his  letter  to  her  of  15th  January,  1787,  he  says,  "  The  word  you  object  to, 
borrowed  from  Thomson,  does  not  strike  me  as  being  an  improper  epithet.  I 
distrusted  my  own  judgement  on  your  finding  fault  vrith  it,  and  applied  for  the 
opinion  of  some  literati  here,  who  honour  me  with  their  critical  strictures,  and 
they  all  allow  it  to  be  proper."  Accordingly  it  was  left  in  that  edition  precisely 
as  in  the  text ;  but  Mrs.  Dunlop  would  not  yield  her  point,  and  the  poet  was,  in 
1793,  prevailed  on  to  alter  the  line  as  indicated  in  our  relative  foot-note.  Many 
readers  will  think  the  change  is  for  the  better. 

Bums  is  indebted  to  the  "  Farmer's  Ingle  "  of  Fergusson  for  suggesting  the 
title  and  structure  of  the  poem  before  us,  and  all  the  world  knows  that  William 
Bums  the  poet's  father,  supplied  the  model  of  "  the  Saint,  the  Father,  and  the 
Husband,"  therein  depicted  in  colours  that  shall  never  fade.] 

My  lov'd,  my  honor'd,  much  respected  friend, 

No  mercenary  Bard  his  homage  pays ; 
With  honest  pride  I  scorn  each  selfish  end, 

My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise : 
To  you  I  sing,  in  simple  Scottish  lays. 

The  lowlt/  train  in  life's  sequester'd  scene ; 
The  native  feelmgs  strong,  the  guileless  ways, 

"What  A****  in  a  Cottage  would  have  been ; 
Ah  !  tho'  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  there  I  ween ! 


*  Eobert  Aiken,  writer  in  Ayr,  one  of  the  poet's  early  friends  and  patrons . 
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November  chill  blaws  loud  wf  angry  sugh ; 

The  shortening  winter- day  is  near  a  close ; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh ; 

The  black'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose : 
The  toil-worn  COTTER  frae  his  labor  goes, 

This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end, 
Collects  his  spades^  his  mattocks  and  his  hoes^ 

Hoping  the  morn  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend. 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  hameward  bend. 

At  length  his  lonely  Got  appears  in  view, 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
The  expectant  wee-things^  toddlan,  stacher  through 

To  meet  their  Dad^  wi'  flichterin  noise  and  glee. 
His  wee-bit  ingle,  blinkan  bonilie. 

His  clean  hearth-stane,  his  thrifty  Wifie^s  smile. 
The  lisping  infant^  prattling  on  his  knee, 

Does  a'  his  weary  hiaugh  and  care  *  beguile. 
And  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labor  and  his  toil. 

Belyve,  the  elder  bairns  come  drapping  in. 

At  Service  out,  amang  the  Farmers  roun' ; 
Some  ca'  the  pleugh,  some  herd,  some  tentie  rin 

A  cannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town : 
Their  eldest  hope,  their  Jenn?/^  woman-grown. 

In  youthfu'  bloom.  Love  sparkling  in  her  e'e, 
Comes  hame,  perhaps,  to  shew  a  braw  new  gown. 

Or  deposite  her  sair-won  penny-fee. 
To  help  her  Parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship  be. 

With  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sisters  meet, 

And  each  for  other's  weelfare  kindly  spiers : 
The  social  hours,  swift-wing'd,  unnotic'd  fleet ; 

Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears. 
The  Parents  partial  eye  their  hopeful  years ; 

Anticipation  forward  points  the  view ; 
The  Mothei\  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  sheers. 

Gars  auld  claes  look  amaist  as  weel's  the  new ; 
The  Father  mixes  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 


*  "  Kiaugh  and  care  "  altered,  in  1793,  to  "  carking  cares." 


(    67  ) 


Their  Master's  and  their  Mistress's  command, 

The  younglcers  a'  are  warned  to  obey  ; 
And  mind  their  labors  wi'  an  eydent  hand, 

And  ne'er,  tho'  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  or  play : 
'  And  0  !  be  sure  to  fear  the  LORD  alway ! 

'  And  mind  your  duty^  duely,  morn  and  night ! 
'  Lest  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray, 

'  Implore  his  counsel  and  assisting  might: 
'  They  never  sought  in  vam  that  sought  the  LORD  aright. 

But  hark !  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door ; 

Jenny^  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same, 
Tells  how  a  neebor  lad  came  o'er  the  moor, 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame. 
The  wily  Mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 

Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  cheek. 
With  heart-struck,  anxious  care  enquires  his  name, 

While  Jenny  hafflins  is  afraid  to  speak ; 
Weel-pleas'd  the  Mother  hears,  it's  nae  wild,  worthless  Rake. 

With  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  brings  him  ben ; 

A  strappan  youth;  he  takes  the  Mother's  eye ; 
Blythe  Jenny  sees  the  visifs  no  ill  taen ; 

The  Father  cracks  of  horses,  pleughs  and  kye. 
The  youngster^  artless  heart  o'erflows  wi'  joy. 

But  blate  and  laithfu',  scarce  can  weel  behave ; 
The  Mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 

What  makes  the  youth  sae  bashfu'  and  sae  grave ; 
Weel-pleas'd  to  think  her  haim's  respected  like  the  lave. 

O  happy  love !  where  love  like  this  is  found ! 

0  heart-felt  raptures !  bliss  beyond  compare ! 
I've  paced  much  this  weary,  mortal  rounds 

And  sage  EXPERIENCE  bids  me  this  declare— 

*  If  Heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare, 
'  One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  Vale^ 

'  'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  Pair, 
'  In  other's  arms,  breathe  out  the  tender  tale, 

*  Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the  ev'ning  gale.' 
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Is  there  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart — 

A  Wretch  !  a  Yillain !  lost  to  love  and  truth  ! 
That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art. 

Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  ? 
Curse  on  his  perjur'd  arts !  dissembling  smooth  ! 

Are  Honoi\  Virtue^  Conscience^  all  exil'd ! 
Is  there  no  Pity,  no  relenting  Ruth, 

Points  to  the  Parents  fondling  o'er  their  Child  ? 
Then  paints  the  ruined  Maid,  and  their  distraction  wild ! 

But  now  the  Supper  crowns  their  simple  board. 

The  healsome  Porritch,  chief  of  SCOTIA'S  food  : 
The  soupe  their  only  Haivhie  does  afford, 

That  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her  cood : 
The  Dame  brings  forth,  in  complimental  mood, 

To  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hain'd  kebbuck,  fell. 
And  aft  he's  prest,  and  aft  he  ca's  it  guid ; 

The  frugal  Wifie^  garrulous,  will  tell. 
How  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  sin'  Lint  was  i'  the  belL 

The  chearfu'  Supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
The  Sire  turns  o'er,  with  patriarchal  grace, 

The  big  hd-Bible^  ance  his  Fathers  pride : 
His  bonnet  rev'rently  is  laid  aside, 

His  lyart  haffets  wearing  thin  and  bare ; 
Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  ZION  glide, 

He  wales  a  portion  with  judicious  care ; 
'  And  let  us  worship  GODT  he  says  with  solemn  air. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise ; 

They  tune  their  hearts^  by  far  the  noblest  aim : 
Perhaps  Dundee^s  wild  warbhng  measures  rise, 

Or  plaintive  Martyrs^  worthy  of  the  name ; 
Or  noble  Elgin  beets  the  heaven-ward  flame, 

The  sweetest  far  of  SCOTIA'S  holy  lays : 
Compar'd  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame ; 

The  tickl'd  ears  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise ; 
Nae  unison  hae  they,  with  our  CREATOR'S  praise^ 
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The  priest-like  Father  reads  the  sacred  page, 

How  Ahram  was  the  Friend  of  GOD  on  high; 
Or,  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage. 

With  Amalelcs  ungracious  progeny ; 
Or  how  the  royal  Bard  did  groaning  lye, 

Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire ; 
Or  Joh's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry ; 

Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  Holy  Seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  Volume  is  the  theme. 

How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was  shed ; 
How  HE,  who  bore  in  heaven  the  second  name, 

Had  not  on  Earth  whereon  to  lay  His  head  ; 
How  His  first  followers  and  servants  sped ; 

The  Precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a  land  : 
How  he^  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished. 

Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand ; 
And  heard  great  Babylon's  doom  pronounc'd  by  Heaven's 
command. 

Then  kneeling  down  to  HEAVEN'S  ETERNAL  KING, 

The  Saint^  the  Father^  and  the  Husband  prays : 
Hope  '  springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing,'  * 

That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  days : 
There,  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays^ 

No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear, 
Together  hymning  their  CREATOR'S  praise, 

In  such  society^  yet  still  more  dear ; 
While  circling  Time  moves  round  in  an  eternal  sphere. 

Compar'd  with  this^  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method^  and  of  art^ 
When  men  display  to  congregations  wide. 

Devotion's  ev'ry  grace,  except  the  heart ! 
The  POWER,  incens'd,  the  Pageant  will  desert, 

The  pompous  strain,  the  sacredotal  stole ; 
But  haply,  in  some  Cottage  far  apart. 

May  hear,  well  pleas'd,  the  language  of  the  Soul; 
And  in  His  Booh  of  Life  the  Inmates  poor  enroll. 


*  Pope's  Windsor  Forest.    (E.  B.  1786.) 
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Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  sev'ral  way ; 

The  youngling  Cottagers  retire  to  rest ; 
The  Parent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 

And  proffer  up  to  Heaven  the  warm  request, 
That  HE  who  stills  the  raverCs  elam'rous  nest, 

And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flowVy  pride, 
Would,  in  the  way  His  Wisdom  sees  the  best. 

For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide ; 
But  chiefly,  in  their  hearts  with  Grace  divine  preside. 

From  scenes  Mke  these,  old  SCOTIA'S  grandeur  springs, 

That  makes  her  lov'd  at  home,  rever'd  abroad : 
Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings, 

'  An  honest  man's  the  noble  *  work  of  GOD 
And  certes^  in  fair  Virtue's  heavenly  road, 

The  Cottage  leaves  the  Palace  far  behind : 
What  is  a  lordling's  pomp  ?  a  cumbrous  load. 

Disguising  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind. 
Studied  in  arts  of  Hell,  in  wickedness  refin'd ! 

O  SCOTIA !  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 

For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  heaven  is  sent ! 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil^ 

Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content ! 
And  0  may  Heaven  their  simple  Hves  prevent 

From  Luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile ! 
Then  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 

A  virtuous  Populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-lov'd  ISLE. 

O  THOTJ  !  who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide^ 

That  stream'd  thro'  great,  unhappy  WALLACE'  heart ;  f 
Who  dar'd  to,  nobly,  stem  tyrannic  pride. 

Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part : 
(The  Patriot's  GOD,  peculiarly  thou  art, 

His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian  and  reward!) 
0  never,  never  SCOTIA'S  realm  desert. 

But  still  the  Patriot,  and  the  Patriot-Bard, 
In  bright  succession  raise,  her  Ornament  and  Guard! 

*  "  Noble  "  misquoted  here  for  "  noblest :"  corrected  in  the  second  edition 
of  1787. 
t  Altered,  in  1793,  to— 

"  That  stream'd  through  Wallace's  undaunted  heart." 
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TO  A  MOUSE, 

ON  TUKNIXG  HER  UP  IN  HER  NEST,  WITH  THE  PLOUGH, 
NOVEMBER,  1785. 

[Here  we  again  see  how,  In  the  words  of  Thomas  Carlyle,  the  poet  "  rises  to 
the  high,  stoops  to  the  low,  and  is  brother  and  playmate  to  all  nature."  This  is, 
by  readers  gentle  and  readers  simple,  acknowledged  to  be  one  of  the  most  per- 
fect little  gems  that  everhmnan  genius  produced.  One  of  its  couplets  has  passed 
into  a  proyerb : — "  The  best  laid  schemes  o'  Mice  an'  Men,  gang  aft  agley."] 


Wee,  sleeket,  cowran,  tim'rous  heastie, 
O,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breastie  ! 
Thou  need  na  start  awa  sae  hasty, 

Wr  bickering  brattle ! 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  an'  chase  thee, 

Wi'  murd'ring  paitle  ! 

I'm  truly  sorry  Man's  dominion 
Has  broken  Nature's  social  union. 
An'  justifies  that  ill  opinion. 

Which  makes  thee  startle, 
At  me,  thy  poor,  earth-born  companion, 

An'  fellow-mortal  I 

I  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thhve ; 
What  then  ?  poor  beastie,  thou  maun  Hve ! 
A  daimen-icker  in  a  thrave 

'S  a  sma'  request : 
I'll  get  a  blessin  wi'  the  lave, 

An'  never  miss't ! 

Thy  wee-bit  housie^  too,  in  ruin ! 
It's  silly  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin ! 
An'  naething,  now,  to  big  a  new  ane, 

0'  foggage  green ! 
An'  bleak  December's  loinds  ensuin, 

Baith  snell  an'  keen ! 
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Thou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an'  wast, 
An'  weary  Winter  comin  fast, 
An'  cozie  here,  beneath  the  blast, 

Thou  thought  to  dwell, 
Till  crash !  the  cruel  coulter  past 

Out  thro'  thy  cell. 

That  wee-bit  heap  o'  leaves  an'  stibble, 
Has  cost  thee  monie  a  weary  nibble ! 
Now  thou's  turn'd  out,  for  a'  thy  trouble, 

But  house  or  hald, 
To  thole  the  Winter's  sleets/  dribble^ 

An'  cranreuch  cauld ! 

But  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy-lane. 
In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain : 
The  best  laid  schemes  o'  Mice  an'  Men. 

Gang  aft  agley, 
An'  lea'e  us  nought  but  grief  an'  pain. 
For  promis'd  joy ! 

Still,  thou  art  blest,  compar'd  wi'  me  ! 
The  present  only  toucheth  thee : 
But  Och !  I  backward  cast  my  e'e, 

On  prospects  drear ! 
AiH  forward,  tho'  I  canna  see, 

I  guess  w^fearl 
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EPISTLE  TO  DAYIE,  A  BROTHER  POET. 

January  

[The  references  to  "  my  darling  Jean,"  in  this  most  delightful  poem,  shew 
that  January,  1785,  is  its  proper  date.  Some  editors  have  set  down  the  year 
1784,  and  the  writer  of  the  memoir  of  Sillar,  in  the  "  Contemporaries  of  Burns," 
unreasonably  contends  for  1782  bemg  the  real  date ;  hut  "  Rab  Mossgiel "  had 
no  acquaintanceship  with  "  Mauchline  Belles  "  before  the  spring  and  summer 
of  1784.  David  Sillar  was  one  year  younger  than  Burns,  and  like  him,  was  the 
son  of  a  small  farmer  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Tarbolton,  and  although  he 
had  taught  in  the  parish  school  for  a  month  or  two,  during  a  vacancy  previous 
to  the  appointment  of  John  "Wilson  (Hornbook  o'  the  clachan),  he  had  no  claim 
to  the  character  of  "  scholar,"  bestowed  on  him  by  Allan  Cunningham.  His 
"Poems,"  published  in  1789,  prove  him  to  have  been  no  poet.  He  resided 
in  Irvine  from  the  close  of  the  year  1783,  first  as  a  grocer,  and  thereafter  as  a 
schoolmaster:  for  several  years,  latterlj%  he  was  a  councillor,  and  eventually  a 
bailie  of  that  town,  where  he  died  much  respected  in  1830.  The  intensity  of 
Burns'  love  for  his  Jean  is  strongty  indicated  in  the  present  poem,  and  some  of 
the  expressions  used  in  reference  to  that  affection — "  Her  dear  idea  brings  relief," 
and  those  lines— 

"  The  life  blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear  Inimwtal  part. 
Is  not  more  fondly  dear!  " 
have  their  counterparts  in  the  little  fragment  in  his  Scrap-Book,  under  date 
May,  1785,  which  evidently  is  the  fii-st  sketch  of  the  world-famous  song, 
"  Of  a'  the  airts,"  &c.,  composed  in  honour  of  her, — 

"  Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart  should  tenderly  entwine : 
Tho'  mountains  rise  and  deserts  howl,  and  oceans  roar  between; 
Yet  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul,  I  still  would  love  my  Jean."] 

While  winds  frae  off  BEN-LOMOND  blaw, 
And  bar  the  doors  wi'  driving  snaw, 

And  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 
I  set  me  down,  to  pass  the  time, 
And  spin  a  verse  or  twa  o'  rhyme, 

In  hamely,  westlin  jingle. 
While  frosty  winds  blaw  in  the  drift, 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug, 
I  grudge  a  wee  the  Great-foWs  gift, 
That  hve  sae  bien  an'  snug : 
I  tent  less,  and  want  less 
Their  roomy  fire-side ; 
But  hanker,  and  canker. 
To  see  their  cursed  pride. 

It's  hardly  in  a  body's  pow'r. 

To  keep,  at  times,  frae  being  sour, 

To  see  how  things  are  shar'd ; 
How  hest  o'  chiels  are  whyles  in  want, 
While  Coofs  on  countless  thousands  rant, 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't : 
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But  DAVIE  lad,  ne'er  fash  your  head, 

Tho'  we  hae  httle  gear, 
We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread. 
As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fier  : 
'  Mair  spier  na,  nor  fear  na,'  * 
Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg  ; 
The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
Is  only  but  to  beg. 

To  lye  in  kilns  and  barns  at  e'en. 
When  banes  are  craz'd,  and  bluid  is  thin, 

Is,  doubtless,  great  distress ! 
Yet  then  content  could  make  us  blest ; 
Ev'n  then,  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a  taste 

Of  truest  happiness. 
The  honest  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile. 
However  Fortune  kick  the  ba', 
Has  ay  some  cause  to  smile  : 
And  mind  still,  you'll  find  still, 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma'; 
Nae  mair  then,  we'll  care  then, 
Nae  farther  we  can  fa' 

What  tho',  hke  Commoners  of  ai'. 
We  wander  out,  we  know  not  where. 

But  either  house  or  haF? 
Yet  Nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woods. 
The  sweeping  rales,  and  foaming  floods. 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In  days  when  Daisies  deck  the  ground, 

And  Blackbirds  whistle  clear, 
With  honest  joy,  our  hearts  will  bound, 
To  see  the  coming  year : 

On  braes  when  we  please  then, 
We'll  sit  and  sowth  a  tune ; 
Syne  rhyme  till't,  we'll  time  till't, 
And  sing't  when  we  hae  done. 


*  Eamsay.— (R.  B.  1786.) 


C    75  ) 


It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank ; 

It's  no  in  wealth  like  Lon'on  Bank, 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest ; 
It's  no  in  makin  muckle,  mair  : 
It's  no  in  books ;  it's  no  in  Lear, 

To  make  us  truly  blest : 
If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 

And  center  in  the  breast, 
We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  greats 
But  never  can  be  blest  : 

Nae  treasures,  nor  pleasures 

Could  make  us  happy  lang  ; 
The  heart  ay's  the  part  ay, 
That  makes  us  right  or  wrang 

Think  ye,  that  sic  as  t/ou  and  7, 
Wha  drudge  and  drive  thro'  wet  and 

Wi'  never-ceasing  toil ; 
Think  ye,  are  we  lest  blest  than  they, 
Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way. 

As  hardly  worth  their  while  ? 
Alas  !  how  aft,  in  haughty  mood, 
GOD'S  creatures  they  oppress ! 
Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid. 
They  riot  in  excess  ! 

Baith  careless,  and  fearless. 
Of  either  Heaven  or  Hell ; 
Esteeming,  and  deeming, 
It  a'  an  idle  tale ! 

Then  let  us  chearfu'  acquiesce ; 
Nor  make  our  scanty  Pleasures  less, 

By  pining  at  our  state : 
And,  ev'n  should  Misfortunes  come, 
I,  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wi'  some, 

An's  thankfu'  for  them  yet. 
They  gie  the  wit  of  Age  to  Touth ; 

They  let  us  ken  oursel ; 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth. 

The  real  guid  and  ill. 


(    76  ) 


Tho'  losses,  and  crosses, 

Be  lessons  right  severe. 
There's  wit  there,  ye'U  get  there, 

Ye'U  find  nae  other  where. 

But  tent  me,  DAYIE,  Ace  o'  Hearts  ! 
(To  say  aught  less  wad  wrang  the  cartes^ 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest) 
This  hfe  has  joys  for  you  and  I ; 
And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  could  buy ; 

And  joys  the  very  best. 
There's  a'  the  Pleasures  o'  the  Hearty 

The  Lover  and  the  FrierC; 
Ye  hae  your  MEGr,  your  dearest  part, 
And  I  my  dariing  JEAN  ! 
It  warms  me,  it  charms  me. 
To  mention  but  her  name : 
It  heats  me,  it  beets  me. 
And  sets  me  a'  on  flame ! 

O,  all  ye  PowWs  who  rule  above ! 
O  THOU,  whose  very  self  art  love  ! 

THOU  know'st  my  words  sincere ! 
The  life  blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart,* 
Or  my  more  dear  Immortal  part^ 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear ! 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest, 
Her  dear  idea  brings  rehef. 
And  solace  to  my  breast. 
Thou  BEING-,  AUseeing, 

0  hear  my  fervent  pray'r ! 
Still  take  her,  and  make  her, 
THY  most  pecuHar  care ! 

All  hail !  ye  tender  feelings  dear  ! 
The  smile  of  love,  the  friendly  tear. 
The  sympathetic  glow ! 


•  This  line  is  like  one  in  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night : — 

"  That  stream'd  thro'  Wallace's  undaunted  heart." 
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Long  since,  this  world's  thorny  ways 
Had  number'd  out  my  weary  days, 

Had  it  not  been  for  you  ! 
Fate  still  has  blest  me  with  a  friend, 

In  ev'ry  care  and  ill ; 
And  oft  a  more  endearing  band, 
A  tye  more  tender  still. 
It  lightens,  it  brightens, 

The  tenebrific  scene, 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with, 
My  DAYIE  or  my  JEAN  ! 

O,  how  that  name  inspires  my  style ! 
The  words  come  skelpan,  rank  and  file, 

Amaist  before  I  ken  ! 
The  ready  measure  rins  as  fine. 
As  Phcebus  and  the  famous  Nine 

Were  glowran  owre  my  pen. 
My  spavet  Pegasus  will  hmp, 

Till  ance  he's  fairly  het ; 
And  then  he'll  hilch,  and  stilt,  and  jimp, 
And  rin  an  unco  fit  : 

But  least  then,  the  beast  then, 

Should  rue  this  hasty  ride, 
I'll  fight  now,  and  dight  now, 
His  sweaty,  wizen'd  hide. 


(    78  ) 


THE  LAMENT. 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  UNFORTUNATE  ISSUE  OP 

A  friend's  amour. 

Alas  !  how  oft  does  goodness  wound  itself! 
And  sweet  AMQCiion prove  the  spring  of  Woe! 

Home. 

[The  poet  in  his  autobiography,  says  "  The  unfortunate  story  that  gave  rise  to 
my  printed  poem, '  The  Lament '  (Jean  Armour's  desertion  of  him  in  spring, 
1786,  by  command  of  her  father),  was  a  most  melancholy  affair,  which  I  cannot 
yet  bear  to  reflect  on,  and  had  very  nearly  given  me  one  or  two  of  the  principal 
qualifications  for  a  place  among  those  who  have  lost  the  chart  and  mistaken  the 
reckoning  of  rationality.  I  gave  up  my  part  of  the  farm  to  my  brother,  and 
made  what  little  preparation  was  in  my  power  for  Jamaica ;  but  before  leaving 
my  native  country  for  ever,  I  resolved  to  publish  my  poems." 

The  very  exercise  of  producing  such  pieces  as  "  The  Lament "  and  "  Des- 
pondency, an  Ode,"  caused  the  distraction  of  his  feelings  to  subside,  and  the 
healthful  excitement  consequent  on  the  work  of  superintending  the  printing  of 
his  poems,  completed  the  cure.  The  wonderful  volume  came  out,  and  attracted 
the  attention  it  could  not  fail  to  command.  "  The  poetic  Genius  of  his  country 
whispered  him  to  come  to  the  ancient  metropolis  of  Caledonia,  and  he  obeyed 
her  dictates."  The  Muse  of  History  inscribed  his  name  on  her  Records,  and 
tracked  his  footsteps  for  ever  after.] 

0  Thou  pale  Orb,  that  silent  shines, 
While  care-untroubled  mortals  sleep ! 

Thou  seest  a  wretch^  who  inly  pines. 
And  wanders  here  to  wail  and  weep ! 

With  Woe  I  nighty  vigils  keep. 

Beneath  thy  wan,  unwarming  beam ; 

And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep, 
How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream ! 

1  joyless  view  thy  rays  adorn. 
The  faintly-marked,  distant  hill : 

I  joyless  view  thy  trembhng  horn, 

Keflected  in  the  gurgling  rill. 
My  fondly-fluttering  heart,  be  still ! 

Thou  busy  pow'r,  Kemembrance,  cease ! 
Ah !  must  the  agonizing  thrill. 

For  ever  bar  returning  Peace ! 

No  idly-feign'd,  poetic  pains. 

My  sad,  lovelorn  lamentings  claim : 

No  shepherd's  pipe — Arcadian  strains ; 
No  fabled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame. 
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The  plighted  faith ;  the  mutual  flame  ; 

The  oft-attested  Powers  above ; 
The  promis'd  Fathers  tender  name ; 

These  were  the  pledges  of  my  love  ! 

Encircled  in  her  clasping  arms, 

How  have  the  raptur'd  moments  flown ! 
How  have  I  wish'd  for  Fortune's  charms, 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  her's  alone ! 
And,  must  I  think  it !  is  she  gone, 

My  secret-heart's  exulting  boast  ? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan  ? 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost  ? 

Oh !  can  she  bear  so  base  a  heart, 

So  lost  to  Honor,  lost  to  Truth, 
As  from  the  fondest  lover  part, 

The  plighted  husband  of  her  youth  ? 
Alas  !  Life's  path  may  be  unsmooth  ! 

Her  way  may  he  thro'  rough  distress ! 
Then,  who  her  pangs  and  pains  will  soothe. 

Her  sorrows  share  and  make  them  less  ? 

Ye  winged  Hours  that  o'er  us  past, 

Enraptur'd  more,  the  more  enjoy'd, 
Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  breast. 

My  fondly-treasur'd  thoughts  employ'd. 
That  breast,  how  dreary  now,  and  void. 

For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room ! 
Ev'n  ev'ry  ray  of  Hope  destroy'd, 

And  not  a  Wish  to  gild  the  gloom ! 

The  morn  that  warns  th'approaching  day. 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe : 
I  see  the  hours,  in  long  array. 

That  I  must  suffer,  hngering,  slow. 
Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe. 

Keen  KecoUection's  direful  train, 
Must  wring  my  soul,  ere  Phoebus,  low. 

Shall  kiss  the  distant,  western  main. 
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And  when  my  nightly  couch  1  try, 

Sore-harass'd  out,  with  care  and  grief, 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-worn  eye, 

Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief : 
Or  if  I  slumber,  Fancy,  chief, 

Reigns,  hagard-wild,  in  sore  afright : 
Ev'n  day,  all-bitter,  brings  relief, 

From  such  a  horror-breathing  night. 

O !  thou  bright  Queen,  who,  o'er  th'expanse, 

Now  highest  reign'st,  with  boundless  sway  ! 
Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Observ'd  us,  fondly- wand'ring,  stray ! 
The  time,  unheeded,  sped  away, 

While  Love's  luxurious  pulse  beat  high, 
Beneath  thy  silver-gleaming  ray. 

To  mark  the  mutual-kindling  eye. 

Oh !  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  set ! 

Scenes,  never,  never  to  return ! 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget. 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  bum ! 
From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasure  torn. 

Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  thro' ; 
And  hopeless,  comfortless,  I'll  mourn 

A  faithless  womarCs  broken  vow. 


[It  may  be  worth  while  to  notice  here  (an  instance,  by  the  way,  of  the  early 
popularity  of  Burns*  Poems  out  of  Scotland),  the  following  passage  from  a  letter 
dated  "London,  8th  February,  1791,"  addressed  to  the  poet  by  the  Eev.  George 
Baird,  afterwards  Principal  of  Edinburgh  University : — "  Have  you  ever  seen 
an  engraving  published  here  some  time  ago,  from  one  of  your  poems,— 
O  thou  pale  orbf  If  you  have  not,  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  sending  it  to  you."] 
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DESPONDENCY, 


AN  ODE. 


[Tliis,  and  the  "  Ode  to  Kuin  "  are  on  the  same  subject,  and  were  composed 
on  the  same  occasion  as  the  foregoing.  It  is  sad  to  think  of  the  author,  who 
was  even  then  in  the  bloom  of  young  manhood — only  27  years  old — writing  thus, 
and  reverting  to  his  "  enviable  early  days."  And  how  tender  and  beautiful  is 
the  closing  apostrophe  to  the  younger  portion  of  his  Ayrshire  compeers : — 

"  Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport,  like  linnets  in  the  bush. 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court,  when  Manhood  is  your  wish ! " 

In  one  of  his  letters  of  this  eventful  year,  he  says,  "  The  consequence  of 
my  follies  may  perhaps  make  it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at  home  ;  and 
besides.  I  have  for  some  time  been  pining  under  severe  wretchedness,  from 
causes  wnich  you  pretty  well  know — the  pang  of  disappointment,  the  sting  of 
pride, with  some  wandering  stabs  of  remoi-se,  which  never  fail  to  settle  on  my  vitals 
like  vultures,  when  attention  is  not  called  away  by  the  vagaries  of  the  Muse."] 


Oppress'd  with  grief,  oppress'd  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  set  me  down  and  sigh : 
0  Life  !  Thou  art  a  galhng  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  such  as  I ! 
Dim-backward  as  I  cast  my  view. 
What  sick'ning  Scenes  appear  ! 
What  Sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  thro'. 
Too  justly  I  may  fear  ! 
Still  caring,  despairing. 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom ; 
My  woes  here,  shall  close  ne'er, 
But  with  the  closing  tomb  ! 

Happy  !  ye  sons  of  Busy-life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  busthng  strife, 

No  other  view  regard ! 
Ev'n  when  the  wished  end^s  deny'd. 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  ply'd. 

They  bring  their  own  reward : 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandon'd  wight. 

Unfitted  with  an  aim^ 
Meet  ev'ry  sad-returning  night, 

And  joyless  morn  the  same. 

F 
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You,  bustling  and  justling, 
Forget  each  grief  and  pain ; 

I,  listless,  yet  restless. 
Find  ev'ry  prospect  vain. 

How  blest  the  Sohtary's  lot. 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all-forgot, 

Within  his  humble  cell, 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gather'd  fruits. 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
Or  haply,  to  his  ev'ning  thought. 

By  unfrequented  stream. 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  faint-collected  dream : 
While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  Heaven  on  high, 
As  wand'ring,  meand'ring. 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

Than  I,  do  lonely  Hermit  plac'd 
Where  never  human  footstep  trac'd, 

Less  fit  to  play  the  part. 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve, 
And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  move. 

With  self-respecting  art : 
But  ah!  those  pleasures,  Loves  and  Joys, 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste, 
The  Solitary  can  despise, 
Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest ! 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not, 

Or  human  love  or  hate ; 
Whilst  I  here,  must  cry  here, 
At  perfidy  ingrate  I 

Oh,  enviable,  early  days, 

When  dancing  thoughtless  Pleasure's  maze, 

To  Care,  to  Guilt  unknown ! 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  riper  times. 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes, 

Of  others,  or  my  own  ! 
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Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport, 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court, 
When  Manhood  is  your  wish ! 
The  losses.,  the  crosses, 

That  active  man  engage  ; 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all. 
Of  dim  dechning  Age! 


MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN, 

A  DIRGE. 

[Lockhart  remarks,  "The  indignation  with  which  Burns  through  life  con- 
templated the  inequality  of  human  condition,  and  particularly  (and  who  shall 
say  with  absolute  injustice?)  the  contrast  between  his  own  felt  intellectual 
strength  and  his  worldly  circumstances,  were  never  more  bitterly  nor  more 
loftily  expressed  than  in  some  of  these  stanzas : — See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd 
wight,  &c."  The  hint  for  this  production  was  derived  from  an  old  Scots  dirge  called 
"  The  Life  and  Age  of  Man,"  which  his  mother  had  committed  to  memory  while  yet 
a  httle  girl.  The  poet  tells  Mrs.  Dunlop  in  one  of  his  letters,  that  an  old  grand- 
uncle  of  his,  with  whom  his  mother  was  brought  up,  and  who  was  long  blind 
before  he  died,  experienced  great  enjoyment  in  sitting  beside  her  and  crying 
while  she  sung  over  to  him  the  metrical  history  of  Man,  which  is  so  pathetically 
told  in  the  poem.  Cromek  recovered  the  old  words  from  the  recitation  of  the 
poet's  mother.] 

When  chill  November's  surly  blast 

Made  fields  and  forests  bare, 
One  ev'ning,  as  I  wand'red  forth, 

Along  the  banks  of  AIRE, 
I  spy'd  a  man,  whose  aged  step 

Seem'd  weary,  worn  with  care ; 
His  face  was  furrow'd  o'er  with  years, 

And  hoary  was  his  hair. 

Young  stranger,  whither  wand'rest  thou  ? 

Began  the  rev'rend  Sage ; 
Does  thirst  of  wealth  thy  step  constrain, 

Or  youthful  Pleasure's  rage  ? 
Or  haply,  prest  with  cares  and  woes, 

Too  soon  thou  hast  began. 
To  wander  forth,  with  me,  to  mourn 

The  miseries  of  Man. 
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The  Sun  that  overhangs  yon  moors, 

Out-spreading  far  and  wide, 
Where  hundreds  labour  to  support 

A  haughty  lordHng's  pride  ; 
I've  seen  yon  weary  winter-sun 

Twice  forty  times  return ; 
And  ev'ry  time  has  added  proofs, 

That  Man  was  made  to  mourn. 

0  Man !  while  in  thy  early  years, 

How  prodigal  of  time ! 
Mispending  all  thy  precious  hours, 

Thy  glorious,  youthful  prime  I 
Alternate  Folhes  take  the  sway ; 

Licentious  Passions  burn ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  Nature's  law, 

That  Man  was  made  to  mourn. 

Look  not  alone  on  youthful  Prime, 

Or  Manhood's  active  might ; 
Man  then  is  useful  to  his  kind,  • 

Supported  is  his  right : 
But  see  him  on  the  edge  of  Hfe, 

With  Cares  and  Sorrows  worn. 
Then  Age  and  Want,  Oh !  ill-match'd  pair  I 

Show  Man  was  made  to  mourn. 

A  few  seem  favourites  of  Fate, 

In  Pleasure's  lap  carest ; 
Yet,  think  not  all  the  Rich  and  Great, 

Are  likewise  truly  blest. 
But  Oh !  what  crouds  in  ev'ry  land. 

All  wretched  and  forlorn. 
Thro'  weary  life  this  lesson  learn. 

That  Man  was  made  to  mourn ! 

Many  and  sharp  the  num'rous  Ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frame ! 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves. 

Regret,  Remorse  and  Shame ! 
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And  Man,  whose  heav'n-erected  face, 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, 
Man's  inhumanity  to  Man 

Makes  countless  thousands  mourn ! 

See,  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd  wight, 

So  abject,  mean  and  vile. 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow-worm^ 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful,  tho'  a  weeping  wife, 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn. 

If  I'm  design'd  yon  lordhng's  slave, 

By  Nature's  law  design'd. 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty,  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  has  Man  the  will  and  pow'r 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ? 

Yet,  let  not  this  too  much,  my  Son, 

Disturb  thy  youthful  breast : 
This  partial  view  of  human-kind 

Is  surely  not  the  last ! 
The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man 

Had  never,  sure,  been  born, 
Had  there  not  been  some  recompence 

To  comfort  those  that  mourn ! 

O  Death !  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend. 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welcome  the  hour,  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  Great,  the  Wealthy  fear  thy  blow. 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn ; 
But  Oh !  a  blest  relief  for  those 

That  weary-laden  mourn ! 
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WINTER, 

A  DIRGE. 

[The  poet,  in  1787,  notes  this  as  being  the  eldest  of  his  printed  pieces.  In 
April,  1784,  he  had  inserted  it  in  his  common-place  Book,  prefaced  with  some 
eloquent  observations,  of  which  the  following  passage  is  an  excerpt : — "  I  take  a 
peculiar  pleasure  in  the  season  of  Winter,  more  than  the  rest  of  the  year.  This, 
I  believe,  may  be  partly  owing  to  my  misfortunes  giving  my  mind  a  melancholy 
cast ;  but  there  is  something  even  in  the  mighty  tempest  which  raises  the  mind 
to  a  serious  sublimity  favourable  to  everything  great  and  noble.  There  is 
scarcely  any  earthly  object  which  gives  me  more — I  do  not  know  if  I  should 
call  it  pleasure,  but  something  which  &xalts  and  enraptures  me,  than  to  walk  in 
the  sheltered  side  of  a  wood,  or  high  plantation,  in  a  cloudy  winter  day,  and  hear 
the  storm  howling  among  the  trees,  and  raving  over  the  plain.  It  is  my  very 
best  season  for  devotion :  my  mind  is  wrapt  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  to  Him, 
who,  in  the  lofty  language  of  the  Hebrew  bard,  'walks  on  the  wings  of  the 
wind.'  In  one  of  those  seasons,  just  after  a  train  of  misfortunes,  I  composed  the 
following:"] — 

The  Wintry  West  extends  his  blast, 

And  liail  and  rain  does  blaw; 
Or,  the  stormy  North  sends  driving  forth, 

The  blinding  sleet  and  snaw : 
While,  tumbling  brown,  the  Burn  comes  down, 

And  roars  frae  bank  to  brae ; 
And  bird  and  beast,  in  covert,  rest, 

And  pass  the  heartless  day. 

'  The  sweeping  blast,  the  sky  o'ercast,'  * 

The  joyless  winter-day^ 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear, 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May : 
The  Tempest's  howl,  it  soothes  my  soul, 

My  griefs  it  seems  to  join ; 
The  leafless  trees  my  fancy  please. 

Their  fate  resembles  mine ! 

Thou  POW'R  SUPREME,  whose  mighty  Scheme, 

These  woes  of  mine  fulfil ; 
Here,  firm,  I  rest,  they  must  be  best. 

Because  they  are  Thy  Will ! 
Then  all  I  want  (Oh,  do  thou  grant 

This  one  request  of  mine !) 
Since  to  enjoy  Thou  dost  deny. 

Assist  me  to  resign  I 


*  Dr.  Young.— (E.  B.  1786.) 
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A  PRATER,  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH. 

[The  poet  entered  these  verses  in  his  early  Scrap-Book  under  this  title: — "A 
Prayer  when  fainting  fits  and  other  alarming  sjTnptoms  of  a  pleurisy  or  some 
other  dangerous  disorder,  which  indeed  still  threatens  me,  first  put  nature  on 
the  alarm."  "We  can  have  no  difliculty  in  assigning  the  date  of  this  piece,  as 
well  as  those  other  beautiful  "  Stanzas  on  the  same  occasion,"  which  he  printed 
in  his  Edinburgh  volume,  to  the  period  of  his  six  months'  sojourn  at  Irvine,  in 
1781 ;  for,  in  reference  thereto,  he  says  in  his  autobiography,  "  Rhyme,  except 
some  religious  pieces  tvhich  are  in  print,  I  had  given  up."  His  melancholy  letter 
to  his  father  in  December  of  that  year,  exactly  accords  with  the  sentiment  of 
the  verses : — "  Sometimes  indeed,"  so  he  writes,  when  for  an  hour  or  two  my 
spirits  are  a  little  lightened,  I  glimmer  a  little  into  futurity;  but  my  only 
pleasureable  employment  is  looking  backwards  and  forwards  in  a  moral  and 
religious  way:  I  am  quite  transported  at  the  thought  that  ere  long,  perhaps 
vQry  <?rou,  I  shall  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  the  pains  and  disquietudes  of  this 
weary  iifo."] 

0  THOU  unknown,  AlmigMy  Cause, 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  ! 
In  whose  dread  Presence,  ere  an  hour, 

Perhaps  I  must  appear ! 

If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

Of  hfe  I  ought  to  shun ; 
As  Something,  loudly,  in  my  breast, 

Remonstrates  I  have  done ; 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  hast  formed  me, 

With  Passions  wild  and  strong ; 
And  list'ning  to  their  witching  voice 

Has  often  led  me  wrong.* 

Where  human  weakness  has  come  short, 

Or  frailty  stept  aside, 
Do  Thou,  ALL-GOOD,  for  such  Thou  art. 

In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  vrith  intention  I  have  err'd, 

No  other  plea  I  have. 
But,  Thou  art  good;  and  Goodness  still 

Dehghteth  to  forgive. 


*  Uncandid  or  unthinking  detractors  of  the  poet  (some  of  these  style  them- 
selves Reverend) — confounding  the  distinction  between  a  cmfessim  and  an 
exculpatory  plea — ^have  referred  to  this  verse  as  shewing  that  Bums  pleaded  the 
strength  of  his  passions  as  an  excuse  for  sin.  Tried  by  this  standard.  King 
David  would  also  be  condemned  for  reminding  his  Maker  that  he  was  "  conceived 
in  sin  and  shapen  in  iniquity."  The  Hebrew  Bard,  like  him  of  Scotland,  "  be- 
moaned himself  "  for  "  listening  to  the  viritching  voice  "  of  Ms  own  passions. 
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TO  A  MOUNTAIN-DAISY, 

ON  TURNING  ONE  DOWN  WITH  THE  PLOUGH,  IN 
APRIL    1786. 

[On  the  20th  of  April,  1786,  the  poet  transcribed  these  verses,  under  the  title 
of  "  The  Gowan,"  to  his  friend  John  Kennedy,  with  these  words : — "  I  have  here 
enclosed  a  small  piece,  the  very  latest  of  my  productions :  I  am  a  good  deal 
pleased  with  some  of  the  sentiments  myself,  as  they  are  just  the  native  querulous 
feelings  of  a  heart  which  '  melancholy  has  marked  for  her  own.' "  Under  what 
circumstances  then,  was  this  "  bonie  gem  "  produced  ? — On  3rd  April,  he  wrote 
thus  to  a  friend: — "My  proposals  for  publishing,  I  am  just  going  to  send  to 
press."  Next  week,  he  wrote  to  Ballantyne,  as  follows: — "My  proposals 
came  to  hand  last  night.  Old  Mr.  Armour  prevailed  with  Mr.  Aitken  to  mutUate 
that  unlucky  paper  yesterday,  (the  mutual  acknowledgment  of  marriage 
betwixt  him  and  Miss  Armour.)  Would  you  believe  it  ?  although  I  had  not  a 
hope,  nor  even  a  wish  to  make  her  mine  after  her  conduct,  yet  when  he  told  me 
the  names  were  all  out  of  the  paper,  my  heart  died  within  me,  and  he  cut  my 
veins  with  the  news.  Perdition  seize  her  falsehood!  "  This  was  the  "perfidy 
ingrate"  which  he  refers  to  in  his  Ode  of  Despondency^  and  the  "dart"  of  his 
next  poem — the  Ode  to  Ruin,  where  he  says,  "  One  has  cut  my  dearest  tye,  and 
quivers  in  my  heart."  Thus,  then,  we  see  that  the  "  Mountain-Daisy  "  was  a 
sort  of  prelude  to  his  pathetic  Lament,  and  mournful  Odes  of  this  dreary  period.] 


Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r, 
Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hour  ; 
For  I  maun  crush  amang  the  stoure 

Thy  slender  stem : 
To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  pow'r, 

Thou  bonie  gem. 

Alas !  it's  no  thy  neebor  sweet. 
The  bonie  Lark^  companion  meet ! 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet ! 

Wi's  spreckl'd  breast,* 
When  upward-springing,  blythe,  to  greet 
The  purphng  East. 

Cauld  blew  the  bitter-biting  North 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth ; 
Yet  chearfuUy  thou  ghnted  forth 

Amid  the  storm. 
Scarce  rear'd  above  the  Parent-earth 

Thy  tender  form. 


*  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "  Wi'  spreckl'd  breast." 
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The  flaunting  floiv'i^s  onr  Gardens  yield, 
High-shelt'ring  woods  and  wa's  maun  shield, 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

0'  clod  or  stane, 
Adorns  the  histie  stihhle-jield^ 

Unseen,  alane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad. 
Thy  snawie  bosom  sun-ward  spread, 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guise ; 
But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  bed, 
And  low  thou  hes  ! 

Such  is  the  fate  of  artless  Maid, 
Sweet  flovfret  of  the  rural  shade  ! 
By  Love's  simplicity  betray'd, 

And  guileless  trust, 
Till  she,  like  thee,  all  soil'd,  is  laid 

Low  f  the  dust. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  Bard, 
On  Life's  rough  ocean  luckless  starr'd ! 
Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  Lore^ 
Till  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard, 
And  whelm  him  o'er  ! 

Such  fate  to  suffering  zcorth  is  giv'n, 
Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striv'n. 
By  human  pride  or  cunning  driv'n 

To  Mis'ry's  brink. 
Till  wrench'd  of  ev'ry  stay  but  HEAY'N, 

He,  ruin'd,  sink ! 

Ev'n  thou  who  mourn'st  the  Daisy's  fate, 

That  fate  is  thine  no  distant  date ; 

Stern  Ruin's  plough-share  drives,  elate. 

Full  on  thy  bloom, 
Till  crush'd  beneath  the  furrow's  weight, 

Shall  be  thy  doom  ! 
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TO  Kum. 

[The  head-note  to  the  foregoing  poem,  and  those  to  the  Lament  and  Despondewy, 
will  serve  to  illustrate  this  also,  where  the  same  theme  is  pursued.  Here  the 
outraged  feelings  of  the  suffering  bard  subside  into  resignation.  In  the  flrst 
stanza,  he  gives  sullen  welcome  to  the  ministers  of  woe,  and  in  the  closing  verse 
he  woos  the  cold  embrace  of  the  "grim  Power,  by  Life  abhorred."  Some  of  its 
words  he  afterwards  wove  into  a  touching  couplet  of  one  of  his  lyrics : — 

"  This  bruis'd  heart  o'  mine  that  now  beats  in  my  breast, 
I  can  feel  by  its  throbbings,  will  soon  be  at  rest."] 

All  hail !  inexorable  lord ! 

At  whose  destruction-breathing  word, 

The  mightiest  empires  fall ! 
Thy  cruel,  woe-delighted  train, 
The  ministers  of  Grief  and  Pain, 

A  sullen  welcome,  all ! 
With  stern-resolv'd  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tye 
And  quivers  in  my  heart. 
Then  low'ring,  and  pouring, 

The  Storm  no  more  I  dread ; 
Tho'  thick'ning,  and  black'ning. 
Round  my  devoted  head. 

And  thou  grim  Pow'r,  by  Life  abhorr'd, 
"While  Life    pleasure  can  afford, 

Oh !  hear  a  wretch's  pray'r ! 
No  more  I  shrink  appall'd,  afraid ; 
I  court,  I  beg  thy  friendly  aid. 
To  close  this  scene  of  care ! 
When  shall  my  soul,  in  silent  peace. 

Resign  Life's  joyless  day  ? 
My  weary  heart  its  throbbings  cease, 
Cold-mould'ring  in  the  clay  ? 
No  fear  more,  no  tear  more, 
To  stain  my  Hfeless  face. 
Enclasped,  and  grasped, 
Within  thy  cold  embrace ! 
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EPISTLE  TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND. 


Mmj   1786. 


[The  poet  lias  printed  "May,  17S6,"  as  the  date  of  this  very  sensible  memento, 
which  has  a  good  deal  more  of  the  sermon  than  the  song  in  it.  The  only  copy 
of  this  epistle  known  to  exist  in  the  author's  MS.  gives  the  date  more  minutely, 
thus — "  Mossgiel,  15th  May,  1786."  That  day  was  a  Monday — the  Term-day  on 
which  any  maid-servant  who  has  resolved  on  leaving  her  place,  must  "row  up 
her  wee  kist  wi'  her  a'  in't,"  and  go  elsewhere.  It  has  been  established  by  a 
minute  searcher  into  such  matters,  that  on  that  day  a  humble  serving-maid  at 
Mauchline,  whose  name  has  since  become  imperishable  in  the  lustre  thrown 
over  it  by  the  lyric  genius  of  Burns,  bade  farewell  to  Ayrshire,  and  went  home 
to  reside  with  her  parents  in  the  "West  Highlands.  It  is  extremely  difficult  to 
realize  in  our  minds  the  fact — yet  a  fact  it  is,  that  the  day  preceding  the  one  on 
which  this  shrewd  and  pradential  epistle  was  penned,  was  that  memorable  "  day 
of  lasting  love,"  regarding  which  the  poet  has  left  us  this  record  in  prose : — 
"  My  Highland  Lassie  was  a  warm-hearted,  charming  young  creature  as  ever 
blest  a  man  with  generous  love.  After  a  pretty  long  tract  of  the  most  ardent 
reciprocal  attachment,  we  met  by  appointment  on  the  second  Sunday  of  May,  in 
a  sequestered  spot  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr,  where  we  spent  the  day  in  taking  a 
farewell,  before  she  should  embark  for  the  West  Highlands  to  arrange  matters 
for  our  projected  change  of  life."  One  naturally  asks — Where  is  the  room,  and 
when  could  the  poet  find  time,  during  this  season  of  disquietude — of  restless 
activity  and  flowing  inspiration,  for  "  a  pretty  long  tract"  of  courtship  with  one 
who  was  never  seen  in  his  company  ? — with  one,  too,  whose  name  he  was 
never  known  to  whisper  in  mortal  ear  till  she  had  been  three  years  in  her  grave 
—one  whom  he  did  not  allude  to  in  his  minute  autobiography — never  spoke  of, 
even  in  his  confidential  unbosomings  to  Clarinda,  and  never  once  referred  to 
until  he  had  provoked  enquiry  by  the  production  of  his  sublime  Address  to 
"  Mary  in  Heaven  "  ?  One  answer,  and  only  one,  to  all  this  is,  that  Burns,  not- 
withstanding his  apparent  ingenuousness  and  candour,  may  not  have  been  quite 
so  open-hearted  as  his  own  COILA,  "  whose  eye,  ev'n  tum'd  on  empty  space, 
beam'd  keen  with  honor."  Indeed,  the  very  poem  which  has  given  rise  to  this 
note,  inculcates  sea'etiveness  and  cunning,  of  a  very  questionable  kind : — 
"  Ay  free,  aff  han',  your  story  tell,  when  wi'  a  bosom  crony ; 

But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel  ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 

Conceal  yoursel  as  weel's  ye  can  frae  critical  dissection; 

But  keek  thro'  ev'ry  other  man,  wi'  sharpen'd,  sly  inspection." 
We  quite  concur  with  Kobert  Chambers  in  holding  that  Burns  is  neither  philo- 
sophically nor  morally  right  in  giving  such  advice  to  his  young  friend.  It 
remains  to  be  noted  that  Andrew  Aiken,  to  whom  the  epistle  is  address od,  was 
the  son  of  Kobert  Aiken,  writer  in  Ayr,  the  early  patron  of  the  poet.  He  became 
a  successful  merchant,  and  died  at  Eiga  in  1831,  while  holding  the  oface  of 
English  Consul  there.] 


I  Lang  hae  thought,  my  youthfu*  friend, 

A  Something  to  have  sent  you, 
Tho'  it  should  serve  nae  other  end 

Than  just  a  kind  memento ; 
But  how  the  subject  theme  may  gang, 

Let  time  and  chance  determine ; 
Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  Sang ; 

Perhaps,  turn  out  a  Sermon. 
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Ye'U  try  the  world  soon  my  lad, 

And  ANDREW  dear  believe  me, 
Ye'U  find  mankind  an  unco  squad, 

And  muckle  they  may  grieve  ye : 
For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought, 

Ev'n  when  your  end's  attained ; 
And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought, 

Where  ev'ry  nerve  is  strained. 

I'll  no  say,  men  are  villains  a' ; 

The  real,  harden'd  wicked, 
Wha  hae  nae  check  but  human  law, 

Are  to  a  few  restricked : 
But  Och,  mankind  are  unco  weak, 

An'  Httle  to  be  trusted  ; 
If  Self  the  wavering  balance  shake, 

It's  rarely  right  adjusted ! 

Yet  they  wha  fa'  in  Fortune's  strife. 

Their  fate  we  should  na  censure. 
For  still  th'  important  end  of  Hfe, 

They  equally  may  answer : 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart, 

Tho'  Poortith  hourly  stare  him ; 
A  man  may  tak  a  neebor's  part. 

Yet  hae  nae  cash  to  spare  him. 

Ay  free,  aff  han',  your  story  tell. 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel 

Ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 
Conceal  yoursel  as  weel's  ye  can 

Frae  critical  dissection ; 
But  keek  thro'  ev'ry  other  man, 

Wi'  sharpen'd,  sly  inspection. 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel  plac'd  love, 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it ; 
But  never  tempt  Willicit  rove, 

Tho'  naething  should  divulge  it : 
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I  wave  the  quantum  o'  the  sin ; 

The  hazard  of  concealing ; 
But  Och  !  it  hardens  a'  ivit/u'n, 

And  petrifies  the  feehng !  * 


To  catch  Dame  Fortune's  golden  smile, 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her ; 
And  gather  gear  by  ev'ry  wile, 

That's  justify'd  by  Honor  : 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge^ 

Nor  for  a  train-attendant ; 
But  for  the  glorious  priviledge 

Of  being  independant. 

The  fear  6*  HeWs  a  hangman's  whip, 

To  hand  the  wretch  in  order ; 
But  where  ye  feel  your  Honor  grip, 

Let  that  ay  be  your  border  : 
It's  slightest  touches,  instant  pause — 

Debar  a'  side-pretences ; 
And  resolutely  keep  its  laws, 

Uncaring  consequences. 

The  great  CREATOR  to  revere, 

Must  sure  become  the  Creature ; 
But  still  the  preaching  cant  forbear, 

And  ev'n  the  rigid  feature  : 
Yet  ne'er  with  Wits  prophane  to  range, 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
An  athiest-laugti  s  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  offended  I 


*  Here,  in  the  MS.  occurs  tMs  additional  stanza : — 

"  If  ye  hae  made  a  step  aside,  some  hap  mistake  o'ertane  you, 
Yet  still  keep  up  a  decent  pride,  and  ne'er  o'er  far  demean  you : 
Time  comes  wi'  kind  oblivious  shade,  and  daily  darker  sets  it. 
And  if  nae  mair  mistakes  are  made,  the  world  soon  forgets  it." 

Mr.  Chambers  well  remarks,  that  although  this  verse  throws  a  valuable  light  oq 
the  state  of  the  poet's  mind  at  this  crisis,  we  should  not  desire  to  see  it  replaced 
in  the  poem  from  which  the  author  excluded  it  in  his  book,  as  felt  to  be  below 
the  other  stanzas  in  terseness  and  point. 
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When  ranting  round  in  Pleasure's  ring, 

Religion  may  be  blinded ; 
Or  if  she  gie  a  random-sting^ 

It  may  be  little  minded ; 
But  when  on  Life  we're  tempest-driv'n, 

A  Conscience  but  a  canker — 
A  correspondence  fix'd  wi'  Heav*!!, 

Is  sure  a  noble  anchor! 

Adieu,  dear,  amiable  Youth  I 

Your  hea7't  can  ne'er  be  wanting  ! 
May  Prudence,  Fortitude  and  Truth 

Erect  your  brow  undaunting  ! 
In  ploughman  phrase  '  GOD  send  you  speedy' 

Still  daily  to  grow  wiser ; 
And  may  ye  better  reck  the  rede^ 

Than  ever  did  th'  Adviser  I 
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ON  A  SCOTCH  BARD  GONE  TO  THE 
WEST  INDIES. 

[Whatever  -were  the  poet's  feelings  at  this  period,  in  reference  to  the  hostility 
of  the  Armour  family,  he  certainly  made  no  secret  of  his  intentions  to  go  abroad. 
On  July  17th,  1786,  within  a  fortnight  of  the  publication  of  his  Book,  he  WTOte 
thus  to  a  friend : — "  I  am  now  fixed  to  go  to  the  West  Indies  in  October,  I  have 
already  appeared  publicly  in  church,  and  was  indulged  in  the  liberty  of  standing 
in  my  own  seat :  I  do  this  to  get  a  certificate  as  a  bachelor,  which  Mr.  Auld  has 
promised  me.  Jean  and  her  friends  insisted  much  that  she  should  stand  along 
with  me  in  the  Kirk ;  but  the  minister  would  not  allow  it.  I  am  very  much 
pleased,  for  all  that,  not  to  have  had  her  company." 

The  present  humorous  poem,  therefore,  must  have  been  dashed  off,  about  this 
time,  to  help  the  filling  up  of  his  volume.  The  heart  of  the  poet  had  grown 
lighter  under  the  excitement  of  preparing  and  superintending  the  printing  of  his 
poems,  and  the  present  Lament  forms  a  striking  contrast  to  that  mournful  poem 
so  named  which  he  had  composed  not  three  months  before.  He  now  makes  a 
laugh  at  those  calamities  which  then  wrung  his  very  soul,  and  perhaps,  after  all, 
his  later  frame  of  spirit  is  the  more  philosophic  and  wholesome  of  the  two.  The 
mock  tenderness  of  the  following  verse  is  irresistable : — 

"  He  saw  Misfortune's  cauld  jVor-west, 
Lang  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast ; 
A  Jillet  brak  his  heart  at  last, 

111  may  she  be ! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  the  mast. 

An'  owre  the  Sea."] 

A'  YE  wha  live  by  sowps  o'  drink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  by  crambo-clink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  and  never  think, 

Come,  monrn  wi'  me 
Our  billie's  giea  us  a'  a  jink,* 

An'  owre  the  Sea. 

Lament  him  a'  ye  rantan  core, 
Wha  dearly  Mke  a  random-splore; 
Nae  mair  he'll  join  the  mer?'i/  roar^ 

In  social  key ; 
For  now  he's  taen  anither  shore, 

An'  owre  the  Sea  ! 

The  bonie  lasses  weel  may  wiss  him. 
And  in  their  dear  petitions  place  him  : 
The  widows,  wives,  an'  a'  may  bless  him, 

Wi'  tearfu'  e'e ; 
For  weel  I  wat  they'll  sairly  miss  him 

That's  owre  the  Sea  ! 


In  the  MS. — "  Our  billie  Kob  has  taen  a  jink." 
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O  Fortune,  they  hae  room  to  grumble ! 
Hadst  thou  taen  aff  some  drowsy  bummle, 
Wha  can  do  nought  but  fyke  an'  fumble, 

'Twad  been  nae  plea ; 
But  he  was  gleg  as  onie  wumble, 

That's  owre  the  Sea  ! 

Auld,  cantie  KYLE  *  may  weepers  wear, 
An'  stain  them  wi'  the  saut,  saut  tear : 
'Twill  mak  her  poor,  auld  heart,  I  fear. 

In  flinders  flee : 
He  was  her  Laureat  monie  a  year, 

That's  owre  the  Sea. 


He  saw  Misfortune's  cauld  Nor-west 
Lang -mustering  f  up  a  bitter  blast ; 
A  Jillet  brak  his  heart  at  last, 

111  may  she  be ! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  the  mast. 

An'  owre  the  Sea  ! 


To  tremble  under  Fortune's  cummock, 
On  scarce  a  bellyfu'  o'  drummock^ 
Wi'  his  proud,  independant  stomach, 

Could  ill  agree ; 
So,  row't  his  hurdies  in  a  hammouh^ 

An'  owre  the  Sea. 


He  ne'er  was  gien  to  great  misguidin. 
Yet  coin  his  pouches  wad  na  bide  in ; 
Wi'  him  it  ne'er  was  under  hidin  ; 

He  dealt  it  free : 
The  Muse  was  a'  that  he  took  pride  in, 

That's  owre  the  Sea. 


*  "Kyle."— The  district  of  Kyle  in  Ayrshire.  Some  editors,  in  deplorable 
ignorance,  have  noted  this  to  mean  Kilmarnock  ! 

t  "  Lang-mustering." — The  hyphen  here  is  evidently  a  printer's  error,  which 
was  corrected  in  subsequent  editions. 
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Jamaica  bodies,  use  him  weel, 
An'  hap  him  in  a  cozie  biel : 
Ye'll  find  him  ay  a  dainty  chiel, 

An'  fon  o'  glee : 
He  wad  na  wrang'a  the  vera  Deil, 

That's  owre  the  Sea. 

Fareweel,  my  rhyme-composing  hillie  ! 
Your  native  soil  was  right  ill-willie : 
But  may  ye  flourish  like  a  lily, 

Now  bouilie ! 
I'll  toast  you  in  my  hindmost  gillie, 

Tho'  owre  the  Sea ! 


*  In  the  MS. — Xneu  fare-ye-weel,  my  rhymin  biilie  " 


Tc 
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A  DEDICATION  TO  G****  H*******  Esq. 

[The  poet's  connection  with  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer,  Mauchline,  com- 
menced in  the  spring  of  1784,  immediately  after  the  death  of  his  father  William 
Burness,  when  the  family  of  the  deceased  removed  from  Lochlea  to  the  farm 
of  Mossgiel,  of  which  they  had  obtained  a  sub-lease  from  Hamilton,  who  was 
principal  tenant,  under  the  Earl  of  Loudoun,  the  proprietor.  The  intmaacy  which 
sprang  up  betwixt  the  poet  and  his  young  laird  had  a  marked  effect  in  forming 
his  future  career.  A  strong  similarity  of  taste  and  sentiment  pervaded  the 
minds  of  both,  more  particularly  in  matters  of  religious  faith  and  practice ;  and 
when  the  latter  was  placed  under  the  censure  of  the  Kirk-Session  of  Mauchline 
for  "  neglect  of  public  ordinances,  and  disobedience  to  the  recommendations  of 
the  presbytery,"  the  pen  of  the  poet,  in  his  friend's  behalf,  was  wielded  with 
unsparing  energy  from  his  own  Olympus  on  the  heights  of  Mossgiel.  Satire  after 
satire  against  Hamilton's  alleged  enemies,  followed  each  other  in  close  succes- 
sion, and  on  these  productions  chiefly  rested  the  extensive  local  fame  of  Burns, 
prior  to  the  publication  of  his  poems  in  July,  1786.  The  present  production  is 
generally  regarded  as  one  of  his  best,  displasdng — as  noted  by  Dr.  Currie — 
those  qualities  which  his  poetical  epistles  possess, — "  deep  insight  into  huma 
nature,  a  gay  and  happy  train  of  reflection  great  independence  of  sentmaent. 
and  generosity  of  heart." 
One  of  the  couplets  which  compliments  Hamilton  as  being 
"  The  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 

The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed," 
had  been  made  use  of  by  the  poet  before,  in  referring  to  the  same  friend,  in  a 
poetical  epistle  addressed  in  September,  1785,  to  a  young  minister  of  kindred 
sentiments  in  Church  matters ;  and  in  it  Burns  excuses  himself  for  cracking  his 
jest  at  holy  men  and  holy  things  on  the  ground  that  Hamilton,  "who  has  mair 
honour  in  his  breast  than  scores  of  his  persecutors,"  was  sair  misca'd  by  them: 
and  then  he  adds — 

"  See  him,  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 

The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed, — 

And  shall  his  fame  and  honour  bleed 
By  worthless  skellums, 

And  not  a  muse  erect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  blellums  ?  *" 

Expect  na,  Sir,  in  this  narration, 
A  fleechan,  fleth'ran  Dedication, 
To  roose  you  up,  an'  ca'  you  guid, 
An'  sprung  o'  great  an'  noble  bluid ; 
Because  ye're  sirnam'd  like  His  Grace^ 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race : 
Then  when  I'm  tk'd — and  sae  are  ye, 
Wi'  monie  a  fulsome,  sinfu'  lie, 
Set  up  a  face,  how  I  stop  short. 
For  fear  your  modesty  be  hurt. 

This  may  do — maun  do,  Sir,  wi'  them  wha 
Maun  please  the  Grreat-folk  for  a  wamefou  j 
For  me !  sae  laigh  I  need  na  bow. 
For,  LORD  be  thanket,  /  can  plough  ; 
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And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 
Then,  LORD  be  thanket,  /  can  heg ; 
Sae  I  shall  say,  an'  that's  nae  flatt'rin, 
It's  just  sic  Poet  an'  sic  Patron. 

The  Poet,  some  guid  Angel  help  him, 
Or  else,  I  fear,  some  ill  ane  skelp  him ! 
He  may  do  weel  for  a'  he's  done  yet, 
But  only — he's  no  just  begun  yet. 

The  Patron,  (Sir,  ye  maun  forgie  me, 
I  winna  he,  come  what  will  o'  me) 
On  ev'ry  hand  it  will  allowed  be. 
He's  just — nae  better  than  he  should  be. 

I  readily  and  freely  grant, 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want ; 
What's  no  his  ain,  he  winna  tak  it ; 
What  ance  he  says,  he  winna  break  it ; 
Ought  he  can  lend  he'll  no  refus't, 
Till  aft  his  guidness  is  abus'd  ; 
And  rascals  whyles  that  do  him  wrang, 
Ev'n  that^  he  does  na  mind  it  lang  : 
As  Master,  Landlord,  Husband,  Father, 
He  does  na  fail  his  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a'  that ; 
Nae  godly  symptom  ye  can  ca'  that ; 
It's  naethmg  but  a  milder  feature. 
Of  our  poor,  sinfu',  corrupt  Nature : 
Ye'U  get  the  best  o'  moral  works, 
'Mang  black  Gentoos^  and  Pagan  Turlcs^ 
Or  Hunters  wild  on  Ponotaxi, 
Wha  never  heard  of  Orth-d-xy. 
That  he's  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  GENTLEMAN  in  word  and  deed. 
It's  uo  through  terror  of  D-mn-t-n  ; 
It's  just  a  carnal  inchnation, 
And  Och  !  that's  nae  r-g-n-r-t-n !  * 


*  This  line  was  omitted  in  the  Edinburgh  Edition  (1787),  and  has  been  kept 
out  ever  since. 
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Morality,  tliou  deadly  bane, 
Thy  tens  o'  thousands  thou  hast  slain ! 
Yain  is  his  hope,  whase  stay  an'  trust  is, 
In  moral  Mercy,  Truth  and  Justice ! 

No — stretch  a  point  to  catch  a  plack ; 
Abuse  a  Brother  to  his  back ; 
Steal  thro'  the  winnoch  frae  a  wh-re. 
But  point  the  Bake  that  taks  the  door ; 
Be  to  the  Poor  like  onie  whunstane, 
And  hand  their  noses  to  the  grunstane  ; 
Ply  ev'ry  art  o'  legal  thieving ; 
No  matter — stick  to  sound  believing. 

Learn  three-mile  pray'rs,  an'  half-mile  graces, 
Wi'  weel  spread  looves,  an'  lang,  wry  faces  ; 
Grunt  up  a  solemn,  lengthen'd  groan. 
And  damn  a'  Parties  but  your  own  ; 
I'll  warrant  then,  ye're  nae  Deceiver, 
A  steady,  sturdy,  staunch  Believer, 

O  ye  wha  leave  the  springs  o'  C-lv-n, 
For  gumlie  dubs  of  your  ain  delvin  ! 
Ye  sons  of  Heresy  and  Error, 
Ye'll  some  day  squeel  in  quaking  terror ! 
When  Yengeance  draws  the  sword  in  wrath, 
And  in  the  fire  throws  the  sheath ; 
When  Buin,  with  his  sweeping  besom^ 
Just  frets  till  Heav'n  commission  gies  him ; 
While  o'er  the  Harp  pale  Misery  moans. 
And  strikes  the  ever-deep'ning  tones, 
Still  louder  shrieks,  and  heavier  groans ! 

Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this  digression, 
I  maist  f orgat  my  Dedication ; 
But  when  Divinity  comes  cross  me. 
My  readers  then  are  sure  to  lose  me. 

So  Sir,  you  see  'twas  nae  daft  vapour. 
But  I  maturely  thought  it  proper. 
When  a'  my  works  I  did  review, 
To  dedicate  them.  Sir,  to  YOU  : 
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Because  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill) 

I  thought  them  something  hke  yoursel. 

Then  patronize  them  wi'  your  favor, 
And  your  Petitioner  shall  ever — 
I  had  amaist  said,  ever  pray ^ 
But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say : 
For  prayin  I  hae  httle  skill  o't ; 
I'm  baith  dead-sweer,  an'  wretched  ill  o't ; 
But  I'se  repeat  each  poor  man's  prayW^ 
That  kens  or  hears  about  you,  Sir  

'  May  ne'er  Misfortune's  gowling  bark, 

*  Howl  thro'  the  dwelling  o'  the  CLERK  ! 
'  May  ne'er  his  gen'rous,  honest  heart, 

'  For  that  same  gen'rous  spirit  smart ! 
'  May  K******'s  *  f ar-honor'd  name 
'  Lang  beet  his  hymeneal  flame, 
'  Till  H*******'s,  at  least  a  diz'n, 
'  Are  frae  their  nuptial  labors  risen  : 
'  Five  bonie  Lasses  round  their  table, 

*  And  sev'n  braw  fellows,  stout  an'  able, 
'  To  serve  their  King  an'  Country  weel, 

*  By  word,  or  pen,  or  pointed  steel ! 

'  May  Health  and  Peace,  with  mutual  rays, 

'  Shine  on  the  ev'ning  o'  his  days ; 

'  Till  his  wee,  curlie  John's  ier-oe, 

'  When  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  flow, 

'  The  last,  sad,  mournful  rites  bestow  !' 

I  will  not  wind  a  lang  conclusion. 
With  comphmentary  effusion : 
But  whilst  your  wishes  and  endeavours, 
Are  blest  with  Fortune's  smiles  and  favours, 
I  am,  Dear  Sir,  with  zeal  most  fervent. 
Your  much  indebted,  humble  servant. 

But  if,  which  Pow'rs  above  prevent. 
That  iron-hearted  Carl,  Want^ 
Attended,  in  his  grim  advances. 
By  sad  mistakes^  and  black  mischances^ 


Kennedy  was  the  surname  of  Hamilton's  wife's  family. 
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While  hopes,  and  joys,  and  pleasures  fly  him, 

Make  you  as  poor  a  dog  as  I  am, 

Your  humhle  servant  then  no  more ; 

Eor  who  would  humbly  serve  the  Poor  ? 

But  by  a  poor  man's  hopes  in  Heav'n ! 

While  recollection's  pow'r  is  giv'n, 

If,  in  the  vale  of  humble  life, 

The  victim  sad  of  Fortune's  strife, 

I,  through  the  tender- gushing  tear, 

Should  recognise  my  Master  dear^ 

If  friendless,  low,  we  meet  together, 

Then,  Sir,  your  hand— my  FRIEND  and  BROTHER. 


TO  A  LOUSE, 

ON  SEEING  ONE  ON  A  LADY's  BONNET  AT  CHURCH. 

[In  preceding  pages  we  have  seen  how  much  Bums  could  make  of  very  humble 
subjects,  such  as  the  Dogs,  the  Pet-Yowe,  the  Mouse,  and  the  Auld  Mare :  here  we 
have  him  descending  for  a  theme,  still  lower  in  the  scale  of  animal  life.  Lowly, 
even  repulsive  as  the  subject  is,  however,  he  has  done  it  ample  justice,  and 
makes  it  point  a  moral  if  it  does  not  adorn  his  page.  Only  himself  and  Peter 
Pindar  ever  had  the  hardihood  to  introduce  genteel  readers  to  such  a  crawlin 

 "  blastet  wonner, 

Detested,  shunn'd  by  saunt  an'  sinner," — 
adopting  it  as  a  vehicle  for  humorous  sarcasm.  Motherwell  justly  remarks,  in 
reference  to  the  closing  verse,  that  "  if  poetical  merit  were  to  be  determined  by 
frequency  of  quotation,  it  would  stand  very  high  in  the  scale." 

It  is  pointed  out  in  the  "Burnsiana  "  (1866),  that,  in  an  edition  of  Bums,  illus- 
trated by  Gilbert,  of  which  the  Eev.  Kobert  Aris  Willmott  is  editor,  the  title  of 
this  poem  is  squeamishly  veiled  with  a  printer's  dash,  thus, — "  To  a  ."] 

Ha  !  whare  ye  gaun,  ye  crowlan  ferlie ! 
Your  impudence  protects  you  sairly : 
I  canna  say  but  ye  strunt  rarely, 

Owre  gaivze  and  lace; 
The'  faith,  I  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely. 

On  sic  a  place. 

Ye  ugly,  creepan,  blastet  wonner, 
Detested,  shunn'd,  by  saunt  an'  sinner, 
How  daur  ye  set  your  fit  upon  her, 

Sae  fine  a  Lady  ! 
Gae  somewhere  else  and  seek  your  dinner, 

On  some  poor  body. 
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Swith,  in  some  beggar's  haffet  squattle ; 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  and  sprattle, 
Wi'  ither  kindred,  jumping  cattle. 

In  shoals  and  nations ; 
Whare  horn  nor  heme  ne'er  daur  unsettle, 

Your  thick  plantations. 

Now  hand  you  there,  ye're  out  o'  sight, 
Below  the  fatt'rels,  snug  and  tight, 
Na  faith  ye  yet !  ye'll  no  be  right. 

Till  ye've  got  on  it, 
The  very  tapmost,  towrin  height 

0'  Miss's  bonnet. 

My  sooth !  right  bauld  ye  set  your  nose  out, 
As  plump  an'  gray  as  onie  grozet : 
O  for  some  rank,  mercurial  rozet, 

Or  fell,  red  smeddum, 
rd  gie  you  sic  a  hearty  dose  o't. 

Wad  dress  your  droddum ! 

I  wad  na  been  surpriz'd  to  spy 
You  on  an  auld  wife's  flainen  toy  ; 
Or  aiblins  some  bit  duddie  boy, 

On's  wylecoat; 
But  Miss's  fine  Lunardi^*  fye ! 

How  daur  you  do't  ? 

O  Jenny  dinna  toss  your  head, 
An'  set  your  beauties  a'  abread ! 
Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

The  blastie's  makin ! 
Thae  winks  and  Jinger-ends,  I  dread. 
Are  notice  takin ! 

0  wad  some  Pow'r  the  giftie  gie  us 
To  see  oursels  as  others  see  us  ! 
It  wad  frae  monie  a  blunder  free  us 

An'  foolish  notion : 
What  airs  in  dress  an'  gait  wad  lea'e  us. 
And  ev'n  Devotion ! 

*  "  Lunardi." — A  peculiarly  shaped  bonnet,  worn  by  ladies  of  fashion,  was  so 
named  in  honour  of  Vincent  Lunardi,  who,  in  1784,  introduced  the  spectacle  of 
balloon  ascents  into  Britain.  In  1785,  he  displayed  his  aerial  feats  in  several 
parts  of  Scotland. 
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EPISTLE  TO  J.  L*****K, 

AN  OLD  SCOTCH  BARD. 

April  1st,  1785. 

[This  "old  Scotcli  bard,"  as  Burns  fondly  styled  him,  was  born  in  1727;  so  he 
must  have  been  58  years  old  when  the  poet  thus  addressed  him.  Encouraged 
by  the  success  of  Burns'  appeal  to  the  public  in  print,  and  still  more  emboldened 
by  the  flattering  compliments  in  the  present  poem,  bestowed  on  his  "  ae  sang  " 
therein  referred  to,  Lapraik  published  from  the  same  press,  a  volume  of  verses 
in  1788,  as  likewise  did  Davie  Sillar,  a  year  thereafter.  Burns  had  hailed  the 
J°!,tter  as  "brother-poet"  and  "Ace  o'  Hearts,"  and  now  he  pronounces  the 
/armer  to  be  not  only  "  a  bard  "  but  "  King  o'  Hearts."  Both  of  them  we  believe 
to  have  been  good  fellows  in  their  way,  else  Burns  could  not  have  taken  them 
to  his  bosom  as  he  did,  and  we  know  that  if  our  bard  was  tolerant  of  any  failings 
his  friends  might  possess,  he  was  still  more  tolerant  of  the  quality  of  their  verses. 

An  able  reviewer  of  the  poems  of  Sillar  (Contemporaries  of  Burns,  p.  44), 
admits  that  the  Pegasus  ridden  by  honest  Davie,  is  sorely  "  bedevil'd  wi'  the 
spa  vie,"  and  of  Lapraik's  book  he  says,  that  "  with  the  exception  of  the  song  so 
much  commended  by  Burns,  few  of  the  pieces  display  any  approach  to  poetic 
merit."  This  Song,  beginning — "  When  I  upon  thy  bosom  lean,"  was  sent  by 
Burns  to  Johnson's  Museum  in  1789,  and  on  comparing  the  copy  there  with  that 
in  Lapraik's  volume,  the  reader  will  be  at  no  loss  to  discover  how  much  that 
song  (as  now  found  in  collections)  is  indebted  to  Burns,  who  has  redeemed  the 
tameness  of  Lapraik's  copy  by  several  exquisite  touches.  But  our  readers  will 
scarcely  be  prepared  now  to  learn  that  the  song  which  "  thirl'd  the  heart-strings 
through  the  breast"  of  Burns,  when  he  heard  it  sung  at  a  rocMn  in  his  own 
house  on  Fasten's  e'en,  1785,  was  not  by  Lapraik  after  all!  An  admirable  con- 
tributor to  Hogg's  Instructor,  in  an  article  on  Burns  (November  9th,  1850,  p.  189), 
states  that  "  the  song  of  Lapraik,  praised  by  Burns,  beginning — '  When  I  upon 
thy  bosom  lean,'  is  actually  taken,  and  certainly  not  improved,  from  an  elegant 
copy  of  verses  which  we  have  seen  in  an  old  Magazine,  of  a  date  prior  to  the 
composition  of  the  song  ascribed  to  Lapraik."  If  this  be  so,  then  "  the  Bard  of 
Muirkirk  "  must  have  been  an  old  cardsharper  to  play  off  his  odd-trick  on  Burns 
in  this  manner.  "  The  bauld  Lapraik  "  indeed ! — the  very  Knave  of  Spades,  instead 
the  "  King  o'  Hearts  " !] 

While  briers  an'  woodbines  budding  green, 
An'  Paitricks  scraichan  loud  at  e'en, 
And  morning  Poossie  wMddan  seen, 

Inspire  my  Muse, 
This  freedom,  in  an  unknown  frien', 

I  pray  excuse. 

On  Fasteneen  we  had  a  rockin, 
To  ca'  the  crack  and  weave  our  stockin ; 
And  there  was  muckie  fun  and  jokin, 

Ye  need  na  doubt ; 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokin. 

At  sang  about 
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There  was  ae  sang^  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleas'd  me  best, 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest, 

To  some  sweet  wife : 
It  thirl'd  the  heart-strings  thro'  the  breast, 

A'  to  the  Ufe. 

I've  scarce  heard  ought  describ'd  sae  weel, 
What  gen'rous,  manly  bosoms  feel ; 
Thought  I,  '  Can  this  be  Fope^  or  Steele, 

Or  Beattie's  wark 
They  tald  me  'twas  an  odd  kind  chiel 

About  MuirhirJc. 

It  pat  me  fidgean-fain  to  hear't. 
An'  sae  about  him  there  I  spier 't ; 
Then  a'  that  kent  him  round  declar'd, 

He  had  ingine. 
That  nane  excell'd  it,  few  cam  near't. 
It  was  sae  fine. 

That  set  him  to  a  pint  of  ale, 
An'  either  douse  or  merry  tale, 
Or  rhymes  an'  sangs  he'd  made  himsel. 

Or  witty  catches, 
'Tween  Inverness  and  Tiviotdale, 

He  had  few  matches. 

Then  up  I  gat,  an'  swoor  an  aith, 
Tho'  I  should  pawn  my  pleugh  an'  graith. 
Or  die  a  cadger  pownie's  death, 

At  some  dyke-back, 
A  pint  an'  gill  I'd  gie  them  haith. 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But  first  an'  foremost,  I  should  tell, 
Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
I  to  the  crambo-jingle  fell, 

Tho'  rude  an'  rough, 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sel, 

Does  weel  eneugh. 
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I  am  nae  Poet^  in  a  sense, 
But  just  a  Rhymer  like  by  chance, 
An'  hae  to  Learning  nae  pretence. 

Yet,  what  the  matter  ? 
Whene'er  my  Muse  does  on  me  glance, 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  Critic-folk  may  cock  their  nose, 
And  say,  '  How  can  you  e'er  propose, 
'  You  wha  ken  hardly  verse  frae  prose^ 

'  To  mak  a  sang?' 
But  by  your  leaves,  my  learned  foes, 

Ye're  maybe  wrang. 

What's  a'  your  jargon  o'  your  Schools, 
Your  Latin  names  for  horns  an'  stools ; 
If  honest  Nature  made  you  /ooZs, 

What  sairs  your  Grammars  ? 
Ye'd  better  taen  up  spades  and  shools, 

Or  knappin-hammers. 

A  set  o'  dull,  conceited  Hashes, 
Confuse  their  brains  in  Colledge-classes  ! 
They  gang  in  Stirks,  and  come  out  Asses, 
Plain  truth  to  speak ; 
An'  syne  they  think  to  climb  Parnassus 
-  By  dint  o'  Greek ! 

Gie  me  ae  spark  o'  Nature's  fire, 
That's  a'  the  learning  I  desire ; 
Then  tho'  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire 

At  pleugh  or  cart. 
My  Muse,  tho'  hamely  in  attire. 

May  touch  the  heart. 

0  for  a  spunk  o'  ALLAN'S  glee, 
Or  FERGUSON'S,  the  bauld  an'  slee, 
Or  bright  L*****K'S,  my  friend  to  be, 

If  I  can  hit  it ! 
That  would  be  lear  eneugh  for  me, 

If  I  could  get  it.  . 
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ISTow,  Sir,  if  ye  liae  friends  enow, 
Tho'  real  friends  I  b'lieve  are  few, 
Yet,  if  your  catalogue  be  fow, 

I'se  no  insist ; 
But  gif  ye  want  ae  friend  that's  true, 

I'm  on  your  list. 

I  winna  blaw  about  myself 
As  ill  I  like  my  f auts  to  tell ; 
But  friends  an'  folk  that  wish  me  well, 

They  sometimes  roose  me ; 
Tho'  I  maun  own,  as  monie  still, 

As  far  abuse  me. 

There's  ae  wee  faut  they  whiles  lay  to  me, 
I  like  the  lasses — Gude  forgie  me ! 
For  monie  a  Plack  they  wheedle  frae  me, 

At  dance  or  fair : 
Maybe  some  ither  thing  they  gie  me 

They  weel  can  spare. 

But  MAUCHLINE  Race  or  MAUCHLTNE  Fair, 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there ; 
We'se  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  care^ 

If  we  forgather, 
An'  hae  a  swap  o'  rhymin-ware^ 

Wi'  ane  anither. 

Tine  four-gill  chap^  we'se  gar  him  clatter, 
An'  kirs'n  him  wi'  reekin  water ; 
Syne  we'll  sit  down  an'  tak  our  whitter. 

To  chear  our  heart ; 
An'  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better 

Before  we  part.* 

Awa  ye  selfish,  warly  race, 
Wha  think  that  havins,  sense  an'  grace, 
Ev'n  love  an'  friendship  should  give  place 

To  catch-the-plack  ! 
I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face, 

Nor  hear  your  crack. 


See  next  page,  for  two  stanzas  introduced  here  in  the  MS. 
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But  ye  whom  social  pleasure  charms, 
Whose  hearts  the  tide  of  kindness  warms, 
Who  hold  your  being  on  the  terms, 

'  Each  aid  the  others,' 
Come  to  my  bowl,  come  to  my  arms, 

My  friends,  my  brothers ! 

But  to  conclude  my  lang  epistle. 
As  my  auld  pen's  worn  to  the  grissle ; 
Twa  lines  frae  you  wad  gar  me  fissle, 

Who  am,  most  fervent. 
While  I  can  either  sing,  or  whissle, 

Your  friend  and  servant. 


The  two  following  verses,  first  printed  in  tiie  Reliques  (1808),  from  a  memo- 
randum book  wUcli  had  belonged  to  the  poet,  appear  to  have  been  intended  to 
form  part  of  the  preceding  Epistle ;  indeed,  Cunningham  asserts  that  he  had 
seen  a  copy  of  the  latter  in  the  MS.of  Burns,  with  these  two  stanzas  inserted  in  it, 
between  the  third  and  fourth  verse  from  the  end,  where  we  have  placed  the 
asterisk:— 

"  There's  naething  like  the  honest  nappy! 
Whaur'U  ye  e'er  see  men  sae  happy, 
Or  women  sonsie,  saft  and  sappy, 

'Tween  morn  an'  morn, 
As  them  wha  like  to  taste  the  drappy 

In  glass  or  horn  ? 

I've  seen  me  daez't  upon  a  time ; 
I  scarce  could  wink  or  see  a  styme ; 
Just  ae  half  mutchkin  does  me  prime, 

Ought  less  is  little, 
Then  back  I  rattle  on  the  rhyme 

As  gleg's  a  whittle  I " 

t  The  poet  recorded  this  admired  poem  (with  very  trifling  variations)  in  his 
Common-place  Book,  under  date  June,  1786,  and  these  two  stanzas  in  praise  of 
"honest  nappy,"  do  not  appear  there.  But  the  recent  recovery  (1874)  of  the 
Book  of  unpublished  poems  transcribed  by  the  poet  for  his  friend  Mr.  Riddel, 
has  revealed  the  fact  that  they  originally  formed  part  of  his  Epistle  to  John 
Qoldie,  dated  August,  1785., 
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TO  THE  SAME. 


April  21st,  1785. 


[The  poet's  generous  and  noble  epistle,  addressed  on  April  1, 1785,  to  this  old 
worthy,  was  replied  to  by  its  recipient.  "  Honest-hearted  and  kind  "  this  reply  is 
said  to  have  been,  but  it  has  not  been  preserved.  Had  he  been  able  to 
"  kittle  up  his  moorlan  harp  "  so  as  to  satisfy  Bums,  we  may  be  certain  that 
it  would  have  been  pubhshed  in  Lapraik's  volume.  In  that  book  certainly  there 
is  a  rhyming  epistle  from  Lapraik  to  Burns,  but  it  is  not  a  "  reply,"  as  Cunning- 
ham styles  it :  it  is  a  sort  of  apology  for  the  old  man's  appearance  as  an  author 
in  1788.   The  following  quotation  will  more  than  satisfy  the  reader : — 

"  Yet  still  it  ne'er  ran  in  my  head,  to  trouble  Mankind  with 
My  dull,  insipid,  thowless  rhyme,  and  stupid,  senseless  stuff ; 
Till  your  kind  Muse,  wi' friendJy  blast,  first  tooted  up  my  fame, 
And  sounded  loud,  through  a'  the  Wast,  my  lang  forgotten  name. 
Quoth  I,  '  Shall  I,  like  to  a  sumph,  sit  dovff&nd  dowie  here. 
And  suffer  the  ill-natur'd  warld  to  ca'  Eab  Burns  a  liar?'" 

And  therefore  he  published  his  poems ;  and  what  did  they  prove  ? — the  very  fact 
they  were  meant  to  disprove ! 

One  of  Bums'  biographers  has  recorded  of  this  Second  Epistle  to  Lapraik  that 
a  great  English  poet  used  to  recite  with  commendation  the  most  of  its  stanzas, 
pointing  out  as  he  went,  their  all  but  inimitable  ease  of  thought  and  language. 
He  expressed  his  suspicion,  however,  that  such  words  as  "  tapetless  " — "  ram- 
f eezled  " — "  forjesMt,"  &c.,  must  have  been  manufactured  by  Burns  himself  to 
suit  his  own  crambo-jingle.  The  Scottish  reader  will  know  that  Wordsworth  was 
mistaken  there,  for  they  are  all  native  words,  and  the  following  extract  of  a 
letter  by  William  Cowper,  author  of  "  The  Task,"  will  shew  that  he  at  least 
comprehended  the  meaning  of  the  word  ramf eezled: — "Poor  Bums  loses  much 
of  his  deserved  praise  in  this  country  through  our  ignorance  of  his  language.  I 
despair  of  meeting  any  Englishman  who  will  take  the  pains  that  I  have  taken, 
to  understand  him.  His  candle  is  bright,  but  shut  up  in  a  dark  lantern.  I  lent 
bim  to  a  very  sensible  neighbour  of  mine ;  but  the  uncouth  dialect  spoiled  all 
and  before  he  had  read  him  through,  he  was  quite  ramfeezled"'\ 


Whyle  new-ca'd  kye  rowte  at  the  stake, 
An'  pownies  reek  in  plengh  or  braik, 
This  hour  on  e'enin's  edge  I  take, 

To  own  I'm  debtor, 
To  honest-hearted,  auld  L*****K, 

For  his  kind  letter. 


Forjesket  sair,  with  weary  legs, 
Rattlin  the  corn  out-owre  the  rigs. 
Or  deahng  thro'  amang  the  naigs 

Their  ten-hours  bite, 
My  awkart  Muse  sair  pleads  and  begs, 

I  would  na  write. 
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The  tapetless,  ramfeezl'd  hizzie, 
She's  saft  at  best  an'  something  lazy, 
Quo'  she,  '  Ye  ken  we've  been  sae  busy 

'  This  month  an'  mair, 
'  That  trouth,  my  head  is  grown  right  dizzie, 

'  An'  something  sair.' 

Her  dowf  excuses  pat  me  mad ; 
'  Conscience,'  says  I,  '  ye  thowless  jad! 
'  I'll  write,  an'  that  a  hearty  blaud, 

'  This  vera  night ; 
'  So  dinna  ye  affront  your  trade, 

'  But  rhyme  it  right. 

'  Shall  bauld  L*****K,  the  king  o'  hearts^ 
Tho'  mankind  were  a  pack  o'  cartes^ 
'  Roose  ye  sae  weel  for  your  deserts, 

'  In  terms  sae  friendly, 
'  Yet  ye'U  neglect  to  shaw  your  parts 

'  An'  thank  him  kindly  ?  * 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  bhnk. 
An'  down  gaed  stumpie  in  the  ink: 
Quoth  I,  '  Before  I  sleep  a  wink, 

'  I  vow  I'll  close  it ; 
'  An'  if  ye  winna  mak  it  clink, 

'By  Jove  I'll  prose  it ! ' 

Sae  I've  begun  to  scrawl,  but  whether 
In  rhyme,  or  prose,  or  baith  thegither. 
Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neither. 

Let  time  mak  proof ; 
But  I  shall  scribble  down  some  blether 
Just  clean  aff-loof. 

My  worthy  friend,  ne'er  grudge  an'  carp, 
Tho'  Fortune  use  you  hard  an'  sharp; 
Come,  kittle  up  your  moorlan  harp 

Wi'  gleesome  touch ! 
Ne'er  mind  how  Fortune  ivaft  an'  loarp; 

She's  but  a  b-tch. 
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She's  gien  me  monie  a  jirt  an'  fleg, 
Sin'  I  could  striddle  owre  a  rig ; 
But  by  the  L — d,  tho'  I  should  beg 

Wi'  lyart  pow, 
I'll  laugh,  an*  sing,  an'  shake  my  leg, 

As  lang's  I  dow ! 

Kow  comes  the  sax  arC  twentieth  simmer, 
I've  seen  the  bud  upo'  the  timmer, 
Still  persecuted  by  the  limmer 

Frae  year  to  year ; 
But  yet  despite  the  kittle  kimmer, 

/,  Roh^  am  here. 

Do  ye  envy  the  city-gent^ 
Behint  a  kist  to  He  an'  sklent, 
Or  purse-proud,  big  wi'  cent  per  cent. 

An'  muckle  wame. 
In  some  bit  Brugh  to  represent 

A  Baillie's  name  ? 

Or  is't  the  paughty,  feudal  Thane^ 
Wi'  ruffl'd  sark  an'  glancin  cane, 
Wha  thinks  himsel  nae  sheep-shank  hane^ 

But  lordly  stalks. 
While  caps  an'  bonnets  aff  are  taen, 

As  by  he  walks  ? 

'  0  Thou  wha  gies  us  each  guid  gift ! 
'  Gie  me  o'  wit  an'  sense  a  Hft, 
'  Then  turn  me,  if  Thou  please,  adrift^ 

'  Thro'  Scotland  wide ; 
'  Wi'  cits  nor  lairds  I  wadna  shift, 

'  In  a'  their  pride ! ' 

Were  this  the  charter  of  our  state, 
'  On  pain  o'  hell  be  rich  an'  great,' 
Damnation  then  would  be  our  fate, 

Beyond  remead ; 
But,  thanks  to  Heav'n^  that's  no  the  gate 

We  learn  our  creed. 
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For  thns  the  royal  Mandate  ran, 
When  first  the  human  race  began, 
'  The  social,  friendly,  honest  man, 

'  Whate'er  he  be, 
*  'Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan, 

'  And  none  but  he.' 

O  Mandate,  glorious  and  divine ! 
The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine,* 
Poor,  thoughtless  devils !  yet  may  shine 

In  glorious  light. 
While  sordid  sons  o'  Mammon's  line 

Are  dark  as  night ! 

Tho'  here  they  scrape,  an'  squeeze,  an'  growl, 
Their  worthless  nievefu'  of  a  soul, 
May  in  some  futu7'.e  carcase  howl, 

The  forest's  fright ; 
Or  in  some  day-detesting  owl 

May  shun  the  light. 

Then  may  L*****K  and  B****  arise, 
To  reach  their  native,  kindred  skies. 
And  sing  their  pleasures,  hopes  an'  joys, 

In  some  mild  sphere, 
Still  closer  knit  in  friendship's  ties 

Each  passing  year ! 


*  "  The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine :  " — This  line  stands  so  in  all  the  author's 
editions ;  but  is  there  no  mistake  ?  Have  not  the  words  followers  and  ragged  got 
unohservedly  transposed  in  passing  through  the  press  ?  The  followers  of  the 
Muses  are  proverbially  "  ragged,"  but  who  ever  heard  of  those  nine  beautiful 
daughters  of  Jupiter  being  arrayed  in  rags.  Hamilton  Paul,  Allan  Cunningham, 
and  Motherwell  concur  in  adopting  the  following  alteration  : — 
*'  The  ragged  followers  of  the  Nine." 

t  In  the  poet's  common-place  book  this  poem  is  recorded  under  date  "  June, 
1786.  "  The  10th  verse  does  not  appear  there,  and  in  the  closing  stanza  the 
first  line  stands  thus: — "  Lapraik  and  Burness  then  may  rise."  "When  he 
came  to  publish  the  poem  a  year  thereafter,  he  altered  its  construction,  in 
order  to  fit  the  contracted  pronunciation  of  his  name  then  adopted. 
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TO  W.  S*****^, 

OCHILTEEE. 

May   1785. 

[William  Simpson,  to  whom  this  beautiful  Epistle  is  addressed,  was,  at  the 
date  thereof,  Schoolmaster  of  Ochiltree.  He  seems,  from  talent  as  well  as 
education,  to  have  better  merited  the  designation,  "my  rhyme-composing 
brither,"  than  either  Sillar  or  Lapraik,  although  he  was  never,  like  them, 
induced  to  give  his  effusions  to  the  public.  He  removed  in  1788  to  Cumnock, 
where  he  discharged  the  duties  of  parish  teacher  with  great  efficiency,  and  died 
in  1815,  much  respected.   Cunningham,  Hogg,  and  other  editors,  in  making 

reference  to  "  W  S  ,  Ochiltree,"  have  confounded  him  with  his  brother 

Patrick,  who  succeeded  htm  as  teacher  there  in  178S,  and  was  still  alive  in  1844, 
It  has  been  often  remarked  that  Burns  was  partial  to  schoolmasters :  this  is 
plainly  evinced  in  his  loving  intercourse  with  Murdoch,  Nicol,  Masterton, 
Cruickshanks,  Clarke,  and  James  Gray.  "  Indeed,"  remarks  Cunningham,  "  he 
was  social  and  friendly  with  all  who  had  any  claim  to  education  and  intelligence, 
with  the  exception  of  the  unfortunate  Dr.  Hornbook." 

The  following  passage  from  his  early  Scrap-Book,  entered  under  August,  1784 
— some  nine  months  prior  to  the  date  of  this  Epistle,  seems  to  have  been  the 
poet's  prose  outline  of  the  subject  matter  of  the  poem : — "  However  I  am  pleased 
with  the  works  of  our  Scotch  poets,  particularly  the  excellent  Eamsay,  and  the 
still  more  excellent  Fergusson,  yet  I  am  hurt  to  see  other  places  of  Scotland, 
their  towns,  woods,  rivers,  haughs,  &c.,  immortalised  in  such  celebrated  per- 
formances, while  my  dear  native  country,  the  ancient  bailieries  of  Carrick,  Kyle, 
and  Cuninghame,  famous  both  in  ancient  and  modern  times  for  a  gallant  and 
warhke  race  of  inhabitants — a  country  where  civil,  and  particularly  religious 
liberty,  have  ever  found  their  first  support,  and  their  last  asylum — a  country, 
the  birthplace  of  many  famous  philosophers,  soldiers,  and  statesmen,  and  the 
scene  of  many  important  events  recorded  in  Scottish  history,  particularly  actions 
of  the  glorious  Wallace,  the  saviour  of  his  cotmtry ;  yet  we  have  never  had  one 
Scotch  poet  of  any  eminence  to  make  the  fertile  banks  of  Irvine,  the  romantic 
woodlands  and  sequestered  scenes  of  Ayr,  and  the  heathy  mountainous  source 
and  winding  sweep  of  Doon,  emulate  Tay,  Forth,  Ettrick,  Tweed,  &c.  This  is  a 
complaint  I  would  gladly  remedy ;  but,  alas !  I  am  far  unequal  to  the  task,  both 
in  native  genius  and  education.  Obscure  I  am,  and  obscure  I  must  be ;  though 
no  young  poet's,  nor  young  soldier's  heart,  ever  beat  more  fondly  for  fame  than 
mine."] 

I  GAT  your  letter,  winsome  Willie ; 
Wf  gratefu'  heart  I  thank  you  brawlie  ; 
Tho'  I  maun  say't,  I  wad  be  silly, 

An'  unco  vain, 
Should  I  beHeve,  my  coaxin  billie. 

Your  flatterin  strain. 

But  Tse  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it, 
I  sud  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 
Ironic  satire,  sidelins  sklented. 

On  my  poor  Musie ; 
Tho'  in  sic  phraisin  terms  ye've  penn'd  it, 

I  scarce  excuse  ye. 

h  H 
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My  senses  wad  be  in  a  creel, 
Should  I  but  dare  a  hope  to  speel, 
Wi'  Allan^  or  wi'  Gilhertfield^ 

The  braes  o'  fame ; 
Or  Ferguson^  the  writer-chiel, 

A  deathless  name. 

(0  Ferguson  !  thy  glorious  parts^ 
Ill-suited  law's  dry,  musty  arts ! 
My  curse  upon  your  whunstane  hearts, 

Ye  Enbrugh  Gentry ! 
The  tythe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes 

Wad  stow'd  his  pantry  !) 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  i'  my  head. 
Or  lasses  gie  my  heart  a  screed. 
As  whiles  they're  like  to  be  my  dead, 

(0  sad  disease !) 
I  kittle  up  my  rustic  reed; 

It  gies  me  ease. 

Auld  COILA,  now,  may  fidge  fu'  fain, 
She's  gotten  Bardies  o'  her  ain, 
Chiels  wha  their  chanters  winna  hain. 

But  tune  their  lays. 
Till  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  weel-sung  praise. 

Nae  Poet  thought  her  worth  his  while. 
To  set  her  name  in  measur'd  style ; 
She  lay  like  some  unkend-of  isle 

Beside  New  Holland^ 
Or  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  hoil 

Besouth  Magellan. 

Bamsay  an'  famous  Ferguson 
Gied  Forth  an'  Tay  a  Kft  aboon ; 
Yarrow  an'  Tweed.,  to  monie  a  tune, 

Owre  Scotland  rings, 
While  Irwin^  Lugar.,  Aire  an'  Doon^ 

Naebody  sings. 
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Th'  missus,  Tiber,  Thames  an'  Seine^ 
Glide  sweet  in  monie  a  tunef u'  line ; 
But  Willie  set  your  fit  to  mine, 

An'  cock  your  crest, 
We'll  gar  our  streams  an'  burnies  shine 

Tip  wi'  the  best. 

We'll  sing  auld  COILA'S  plains  an'  fells, 
Her  moors  red-brown  wi'  heather  bells, 
Her  banks  an'  braes,  her  dens  an'  dells. 

Where  glorious  WALLACE 
Aft  bure  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

Frae  Suthron  bilhes. 

At  WALLACE'  name,  what  Scottish  blood, 
But  boils  up  in  a  spring-tide  flood ! 
Oft  have  our  fearless  fathers  strode 

By  WALLACE'  side, 
Still  pressing  onward,  red-wat-shod, 

Or  glorious  dy'd ! 

O  sweet  are  COILA'S  haughs  an'  woods, 
When  hntwhites  chant  amang  the  buds, 
And  jinkin  hares,  in  amorous  whids, 

Their  loves  enjoy. 
While  thro'  the  braes  the  cushat  croods 

With  wailfu'  cry ! 

Ev'n  winter  bleak  has  charms  to  me, 
When  winds  rave  thro'  the  naked  tree ; 
Or  frosts  on  hills  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  gray ; 
Or  blinding  drifts  wild-furious  flee, 

Dark'ning  the  day ! 

0  NATURE  !  a'  thy  shews  an'  forms 
To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  hae  charms ! 
Whether  the  Summer  kindly  warms, 

Wi'  Hfe  an'  light, 
Or  Winter  howls,  in  gusty  storms, 

The  lang,  dark  night ! 
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The  Muse^  nae  Poet  ever  fand  her, 
Till  by  himsel  he  learn'd  to  wander, 
A  down  some  trottin  burn's  meander, 

An'  no  think  lang ; 
0  sweet,  to  stray  an'  pensive  ponder 

A  heart-felt  sang ! 

The  warly  race  may  drudge  an'  drive, 
Hog-shouther,  jundie,  stretch  an'  strive, 
Let  me  fair  NATURE'S  face  descrive, 

And  I,  wi'  pleasure. 
Shall  let  the  busy,  grumbling  hive, 

Bum  owre  tneir  treasure. 


Fareweel,  '  my  rhyme-composing '  *  brither ! 
We've  been  owre  lang  unkenn'd  to  ither : 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  thegither. 

In  love  fraternal : 
May  Envy  wallop  in  a  tether. 

Black  fiend,  infernal  I 

While  Highlandmen  hate  tolls  an'  taxes  5 
While  moorlan  herds  like  guid,  fat  braxies ; 
While  Terra  firma,  on  her  axis. 

Diurnal  turns, 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  faith  an'  practice. 

In  ROBERT  BURNS. 


*  It  is  very  curious  to  observe  that,  in  like  manner  as  he  marks  in  the  Vision- 

a  line  quoted  from  his  own  epistle  "  To  J  S  ,"  so  here  he  has  placed  the 

•words  '  my  rhyme  composing '  between  inverted  commas.  This  phrase  occurs, 
without  quotational  marks,  in  the  last  stanza  of  his  lament  "  On  a  Scotch  Bard 
gone  to  the  West  Indies" — my  rhyme-composing  hillie.  That  being  the  later 
composition  of  the  two,  we  would  rather  have  expected  to  see  the  inverted 
commas  there,  if  the  expression  is  quoted  from  himself.  But  the  quotation  is- 
probably  from  Simpson's  own  Epistle,  to  which  the  present  is  a  reply. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

[TTils  matchless  Postscript,  of  whicli  Hogg  says,  "  I  look  on  this  as  superior  to 
the  Epistle,"  lets  us  know  something  of  the  circumstance  which  gave  rise  to  the 
correspondence  between  the  poec  and  Simpson.  The  satire,  called  The  Twa 
Herds,  or  the  Holy  Tulzie,  which  met  with  such  a  roar  of  applause  from 
laymen  and  a  certain  description  of  the  clergy,  had  just  lately  been  produced 
and  multiplied  in  MS.  copies.  One  of  these  having  found  its  way  to  the  school- 
master of  Ochiltree,  he  was  constrained  to  addi-ess  a  versified  letter  to  Burns, 
which,  although  not  preserved,  is  referred  to  by  the  poet  in  the  opening  lines  of 
his  Epistle.  The  subject  of  the  Postscript,  it  will  be  observed,  has  a  manifest 
reference  to  that  of  the  Twa  Herds.} 

My  memory's  no  worth  a  preen  ; 
I  had  amaist  forgotten  clean, 
Ye  bad  me  write  you  what  they  mean 

By  this  new-light^* 
*Bout  which  our  hej-ds  sae  aft  hae  been 

Maist  like  to  fight. 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans, 
At  Grammar,  Logic,  an'  sic  talents, 
They  took  nae  pains  their  speech  to  balance, 

Or  rules  to  gie, 
But  spak  their  thoughts  in  plain,  braid  lallans, 

Like  you  or  me. 

In  thae  auld  times,  they  thought  the  Moon, 
Just  like  a  sark,  or  pair  o'  shoon, 
Woor  by  degrees,  till  her  last  roon 

Gaed  past  their  viewiii, 
An'  shortly  after  she  was  done 

They  gat  a  new  ane. 

This  past  for  certain,  undisputed ; 
It  ne'er  cam  i'  their  heads  to  doubt  it, 
Till  chiels  gat  up  an'  wad  confute  it. 

An'  ca'd  it  wrang ; 
An'  muckle  din  their  was  about  it, 

Baith  loud  an^  lang. 


■*  A  cant-term  for  those  religious  opinions,  which  Dr.  Taylor  of  Norwich 
has  defended  so  strenuously.— (R.  B.  1786.) 
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Some  herds^  weel  learn'd  upo'  the  beuk, 
Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  thing  misteuk ; 
For  'twas  the  auld  moon  turn'd  a  newk 

An'  out  o'  sight, 
An'  backlins-comin,  to  the  leuk, 

She  grew  mair  bright. 

This  was  deny'd,  it  was  afifirmed ; 
The  herds  an'  hissels  were  alarm'd ; 
The  rev'rend  gray-beards  rav'd  an'  storm'd, 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  think  they  better  were  inform'd, 

Than  their  auld  dadies. 

Frae  less  to  mair  it  gaed  to  sticks ; 
Frae  words  an'  aiths  to  clours  an'  nicks ; 
An'  monie  a  fallow  gat  his  hcks, 

Wi'  hearty  crunt ; 
An'  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  tricks, 

Were  hang'd  an'  brunt. 

This  game  was  play'd  in  monie  lands, 
An'  auld-light  caddies  bure  sic  hands, 
That  faith,  the  youngsters  took  the  sands 

Wi'  nimble  shanks. 
Till  Lairds  forbad,  by  strict  commands, 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 

But  new-light  herds  gat  sic  a  cowe. 
Folk  thought  them  ruin'd  stick-an-stowe, 
Till  now  amaist  on  ev'ry  Tcnowe 

Ye'll  find  ane  plac'd ; 
An*  some,  their  New-light  fair  avow, 

Just  quite  barefac'd. 

Nae  doubt  the  auld-light  flocks  are  bleatan ; 
Their  zealous  herds  are  vex'd  an'  sweatan ; 
Mysel,  I've  ev'n  seen  them  greetan 

Wi'  girnan  spite. 
To  hear  the  Moon  sae  sadly  lie'd  on 

By  word  an'  write. 
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But  shortly  they  will  cowe  the  louns  ! 
Some  auld-light  herds  in  neebor  towns 
Are  mind't,  in  things  they  ca'  halloons^ 

To  tak  a  flight, 
An'  stay  ae  month  amang  the  Moons 

An'  see  them  right. 

Guid  observation  they  will  gie  them ; 
An'  when  the  aidd  Moon's  gaun  to  lea'e  them, 
The  hindmost  shaird,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  them, 

Just  i'  their  pouch. 
An'  when  the  neiv-light  bilhes  see  them, 

I  think  they'll  crouch ! 

Sae,  ye  observe  that  a'  this  clatter 
Is  naething  but  a  '  moonshine  matter ; ' 
But  tho'  dull  prose-folk  latin  splatter 

In  logic  tulzie, 
I  hope  we,  Bardies^  ken  some  better 

Than  mind  sic  bruizie. 
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EPISTLE  TO  J.  R****** 

ENCLOSING  SOME  POEMS. 

[Jolin  Rankine  was,  at  the  date  of  this  noted  Epistle,  a  farmer  at  Adamliill,  in 
the  parish  of  Craigie,  and  not  far  from  Lochlea,  the  former  dwelling-place  of  the 
poet.  He  is  described  as  having  been  a  great  wag — a  prince  of  boon  com- 
panions— in  good  terms  with  country  gentlemen,  but  not  in  the  best  of  terms 
with  the  stricter  order  of  the  clergy.  Such  a  one  must,  of  course,  have  been  a 
man  after  Burns'  own  heart.  G-ilbert,  in  his  narrative  of  the  early  life  of  his 
brother,  says  that  "  soon  after  his  father's  death  (Feb.,  1784)  he  was  furnished 
with  the  subject  of  his  Epistle  to  John  Rankine"  If  Gilbert  is  right  here,  then  it 
follows,  that  the  "  bonie  hen  "  referred  to,  was  Elizabeth  Paton,  who  had  been  a 
servant  in  his  father's  house  at  Lochlea — the  "bonnie  Betty"  of  the  Poefs 
Welcome.  There  is,  therefore,  little  necessity  for  the  following  note  in  the 
"  Aldine  Edition  "  of  Burns : — "  Allan  Cunningham  considers  Burns'  account  of 
the  partridge,  and  of  his  being  fined  for  poaching,  a  figurative  allusion  to  the 
connection  which  produced  the  illegitimate  child  of  his  celebrated  Address but 
it  is  by  no  means  certain  that  the  conjecture  is  well  founded." 

It  will  now  be  expected  that  we  say  a  little  regarding  the  poet's  allusions  to 
Eankine's  tricks  and  dreams.  We  are  told  that  he  made  a  deevil  of  at  least  one 
saunt,  by  entertaining  the  godly  man  over  a  jug  of  toddy,  which  grew  always  the 
more  potent  the  more  it  was  diluted  with  hot  water  from  the  kettle  on  his  host's 
fire ;  this  water,  of  course,  being  boiled  whisky.  The  version  which  Cunningham 
gives  of  "  Rankine's  Dream,"  as  being  a  rebuke  administered  to  Lord  Karnes,  to 
correct  his  absurd  custom  of  calling  his  friends  "  d — d  brutes,"  is  well  known. 
But  another  version,  or  rather  a  counterpart  of  that  "dream"  (and  the 
current  one  of  the  district),  is,  that  on  a  certain  occasion,  Ilankine  being  an 
invited  guest  at  a  dinner-party  in  the  manse,  some  of  the  black-coats  present  were 
hitting  him  pretty  hard  upon  some  of  his  foibles,  when,  after  fencing  with 
them  for  a  little,  he  affected  to  sink  into  an  interval  of  taciturnity,  which  they 
chuckled  over  as  a  triumph.  One  of  the  company,  after  a  pause,  endeavoured  to 
start  the  hare  again,  by  enquiring  in  a  sympathising  tone,  why  he  looked  so 
serious  to-day? — had  any  calamity  befallen  him? — and  so  on.  Eankine  replied 
that  on  the  preceding  night  he  had  been  troubled  with  a  rather  serious  dream, 
which  kept  running  in  his  mind,  and  damped  his  spirits.  He  was  urged  to 
tell  the  dream.  "  Oh,"  quoth  he,  "  I  dreamed  that  I  was  dead."  "  And  went  to 
heaven,  of  course !  "  interjected  the  minister.  "  Indeed,  sir,"  continued  Eankine, 
"  you  never  guessed  better  in  your  life."  "  And  what  saw  you  there,  Eankine  ?  " 
shouted  more  than  one  of  the  company.  "  Oh,"  he  replied,  "  I  saw  the  angel 
Gabriel,  and  he  speired  whare  I  cam  frae,  and  I  tellt  him  frae  Ayrshire  in 
Scotland.  He  then  asked  what  news  I  brocht  frae  that  part  of  the  world,  and  I 
said  there  was  naething  worthy  o'  special  notice,  except  that  there  had  been  an 
unco  mortality  of  late  amang  the  clergy  there.  The  archangel  shook  his  head 
at  that,  and,  says  he,  '  I'm  sorry  indeed,  to  hear  such  painful  intelligence,  for 
not  one  of  them  has  made  his  appearance  here.' "  The  effect  of  such  a  retort 
as  this  may  be  better  conceived  than  narrated.  Eankine,  like  Bunyan,  could 
command  dreams  at  any  time  it  suited  his  purpose  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  other  world.] 

0  ROUGH,  rude,  ready-witted  R******, 
The  wale  o'  cocks  for  fun  an'  drinkin ! 
There's  monie  godly  folks  are  thinkin, 

Your  dreams  *  an'  tricks 
"Will  send  you,  Korah-like,  a  sinkin, 

Straught  to  auld  Nick's. 


*  A  certain  humorous  dream  of  his  was  then  making  a  noise  in  the  world. 
— (R.  B.  1786.) 
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Ye  hae  sae  monie  cracks  an'  cants, 
And  in  your  wicked,  druken  rants. 
Ye  mak  a  devil  o'  the  Saunts^ 

An'  fill  them  fou ; 
And  then  their  failings,  flaws  an'  wants. 

Are  a'  seen  thro'. 

Hypocrisy,  in  mercy  spare  it ! 
That  hoi?/  robe^  0  dinna  tear  it ! 
Spare't  for  their  sakes  wha  aften  wear  it, 

The  lads  in  black  ; 
But  your  curst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  it, 

Rives't  aff  their  back. 

Think,  wicked  Sinner,  wha  ye're  skaithing : 
It's  just  the  Blue-gown  badge  an'  claithing, 
O'  Saunts ;  tak  that,  ye  lea'e  them  naething, 

To  ken  them  by, 
Frae  ony  unregenerate  Heathen, 

Like  you  or  1. 

I've  sent  you  here,  some  rhymin  ware, 
A'  that  I  bargain'd  for,  an'  man* ; 
Sae  when  ye  hae  an  hour  to  spare, 

I  will  expect. 
Yon  Sang  *  ye'U  sen't,  wi'  cannie  care, 

And  no  neglect. 

Tho'  faith,  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  sing ! 
My  Muse  dow  scarcely  spread  her  wing : 
I've  play'd  mysel  a  bonie  spring^ 

An'  dandd  my  fill ! 
I'd  better  gaen  an'  sair't  the  kmg. 

At  Bunker's  hill. 

'Twas  ae  night  lately,  in  my  fun, 
I  gaed  a  rovin  wi'  the  gun. 
An'  brought  a  Paitrick  to  the  g7'un\ 

A  bonie  hen^ 
And,  as  the  twihght  was  begun, 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 


*  A  Song  he  had  promised  the  Author. — E.  B.  1786. 
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The  poor,  wee  thing  was  little  hurt ; 
I  straiket  it  a  wee  for  sport, 
Ne'er  thinkan  they  wad  fash  me  for't ; 

But,  Deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody  tells  the  Poacher-Court^ 

The  hale  affair. 

Some  auld,  us'd  hands  had  taen  a  note. 
That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  shot ; 
I  was  suspected  for  the  plot ; 

I  scorn'd  to  lie ; 
So  gat  the  whissle  o'  my  groat, 

An'  pay't  the  fee. 

But  by  my  gun^  o'  guns  the  wale, 
An'  by  my  pouther  an'  my  hail^ 
An'  by  my  hen^  an'  by  her  tail^ 

I  vow  an'  swear ! 
The  Game  shall  Pay,  owre  moor  an'  dail., 
For  this,  niest  year. 

As  soon's  the  clochin-time  is  by, 
An'  the  wee  powts  begun  to  cry, 
L — d,  I'se  hae  sportin  by  an'  by. 

For  my  gowd  guinea  ; 
Tho'  I  should  herd  the  buckskin  kye 

For't,  in  Yirginia ! 

Trowth,  they  had  muckle  for  to  blame ! 
'Twas  neither  broken  wing  nor  limb. 
But  twa-three  draps  about  the  wame 

Scarce  thro'  the  feathers  ; 
An*  baith  a  yellow  George  to  claim. 

An'  thole  their  blethers  I 

It  pits  me  ay  as  mad's  a  hare ; 
So  I  can  rhyme  nor  write  nae  mair ; 
^ni  pennyworths  &g2im  is  fair. 

When  time's  expedient : 
Meanwhile  I  am,  respected  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient. 
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SONG. 

Tune — Corn  rigs  are  home. 

[The  poet  dates  this  song  as  belongiBg  to  the  early  period  of  his  life  at 
Lochlea,  before  he  went  to  Irvine  in  his  twenty-third  year.   It  certainly  evinces 
great  l\Tical  dexterity,  and  from  the  warmth  of  its  colouring  and  its  reference 
to  those  social  joys  of  which  he  must  then  have  had  little  experience,  we  would 
be  disposed  to  set  it  down  as  the  work  of  a  later  period,  had  his  own  explicit 
statement  regarding  its  date  been  wanting.   The  last  verse  of  the  song  is  a 
masterpiece  of  minstrel-art,  the  first  six  lines  rising  gradually  in  effect,  until  the 
climax  is  reached  in  the  closing  couplet.   In  the  "  Ayrshire  Wreath  "  for  1844, 
an  original  anecdote — "  Verdict  of  Burns  on  his  own  Poetry  " — is  given,  the  gist 
of  which  is  as  follows : — "  The  best  stanza  that  ever  I  wrote,  at  least  the  one  that 
pleases  me  best,  and  comes  nearest  my  beau  ideal  of  poetical  perfection,  is  this— 
"  I  hae  been  blythe  wi'  Comrades  dear ;  I  hae  been  merry  drinking ; 
I  hae  been  joyfu'  gath'rin  gear;  I  hae  been  happy  thinking: 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw,  tho'  three  times  doubl'd  fairly, 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a',  amang  the  rigs  o'  barley." 
The  Annie  of  this  early  passion,  or  perhaps  juvenile  intrigue,  is  not  known. 
Anne  Rankin,  daughter  of  the  wag  to  whom  he  addressed  the  preceding 
Epistle,  and  several  other  Annies  of  the  district,  are  said  to  have  contended,  in 
after  times,  for  the  dubious  honour  of  having  been  the  heroine  of  the  song.] 

It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night, 

When  corn  rigs  are  bonie, 
Beneath  the  moon's  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa  to  Annie : 
The  time  flew  by,  wi'  tentless  head, 

Till  'tween  the  late  and  early ; 
Wi'  sma'  persuasion  she  agreed. 

To  see  me  thro'  the  barley. 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still. 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly ; 
I  set  her  down,  wi'  right  good  will, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley : 
I  ken't  her  heart  was  a'  my  am ; 

I  lov'd  her  most  sincerely ; 
I  kiss'd  her  owre  and  owre  again, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

I  lock'd  her  in  my  fond  embrace ; 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely : 
My  blessings  on  that  happy  place, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley ! 
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But  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright, 
That  shone  that  night  so  clearly ! 

She  ay  shall  bless  that  happy  night, 
Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

I  hae  been  biythe  wi'  Comrades  dear ; 

I  hae  been  merry  drinking ; 
I  hae  been  joyfu'  gath'rin  gear  ; 

I  hae  been  happy  thinking  : 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Tho'  three  times  doubl'd  fairly, 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a', 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

CHORUS. 

Corn  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs. 
An'  corn  rigs  are  bonie : 

I'll  ne'er  forget  that  happy  night, 
Amang  the  rigs  wi'  Annie. 


soNa. 

COMPOSED  IN  AUGUST. 

Tune — I  had  a  horse,  I  had  nae  mair. 

[This  song  is  identified  with  even  an  earlier  period  of  the  poet's  history 
than  the  preceding  one,  to  which  it  bears  a  marked  contrast  as  regards  all 
the  qualities  essential  to  a  love-song,  adapted  for  vocci  music.  Indeed,  with 
the  exception  of  the  closing  stanza,  this  is  suited  only  for  being  read  ;  and 
a  fine  composition  it  is  of  the  descriptive  sort.  At  the  age  of  eighteen,  he 
was  sent  to  a  school  at  Kirkoswald  during  the  summer  months,  to  learn 
mensuration  and  surveying  :  a  certain  Peggy  Thomson  lived  next  door  to  the 
school-house,  with  whom  he  fell  in  love,  and  the  present  production,  he 
tells  us,  "was  the  ebullition  of  that  passion."  His  sister,  Mrs.  Begg,  in- 
formed Captain  Charles  Gray  that  the  poet  did  not  forget  Peggy  for  several 
years  thereafter,  and  so  late  as  the  period  of  his  removal  from  Lochlea  to 
Mossgiel,  he  entertained  notions  of  a  matrimonial  alliance  with  her.  But 
in  the  course  of  the  summer  of  1784,  he  fell  into  grief  about  the  affair  which 
gave  rise  to  "  The  Poet's  Welcome,"  and  in  November  of  that  year  he  wrote 
to  his  friend  Thomas  Orr,  telling  him  that  he  was  "glad  to  have  got  Peggy 
off  his  hands."  Allan  Cunningham,  and  his  follower  in  the  "Aldine 
Burns,"  blunder  sadly  in  confounding  Peggy  Thomson  with  "  Montgomerie's 
Peggy,"  as  also  with  Peggy  Kennedy,  the  unfortunate  lady  who  was  the 
subject  of  his  pathetic  song,  The  Banks  o'  Boon.] 

Now  westlin  winds,  and  slaught'ring  guns 

Bring  Autumn's  pleasant  weather ; 
And  the  moorcock  springs,  on  whining  wings, 

Amang  the  blooming  heather  : 
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Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain, 

Delights  the  weary  Earmer ; 
And  the  moon  shines  bright  when  I  rove  at  night, 

To  muse  upon  my  Charmer. 

The  Partridge  loves  the  fruitful  fells : 

The  Plover  loves  the  mountains ; 
The  Woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dells ; 

The  soaring  Hern  the  fountains : 
Thro'  lofty  groves,  the  Cushat  roves, 

The  path  of  man  to  shun  it ; 
The  hazel  bush  o'erhangs  the  Thrush, 

The  spreading  thorn  the  Linnet. 

Thus  ev'ry  kind  their  pleasure  find, 

The  savage  and  the  tender ; 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  combine ; 

Some  solitary  wander : 
Avaunt,  away !  the  cruel  sway. 

Tyrannic  man's  d'ominion ; 
The  Sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  cry, 

The  flutt'ring,  gory  pinion  \ 

But  PEGGrY  dear,  the  ev'ning's  clear, 

Thick  flies  the  skimming  Swallow ; 
The  sky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view. 

All  fading-green  and  yellow : 
Come  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way, 

And  view  the  charms  of  Nature ; 
The  rustling  corn,  the  fruited  thorn, 

And  ev'ry  happy  creature. 

We'll  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk, 

Till  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly  ; 
I'll  grasp  thy  waist,  and  fondly  prest. 

Swear  how  I  love  thee  dearly : 
Not  vernal  show'rs  to  budding  flow'rs, 

Not  Autumn  to  the  Farmer, 
So  dear  can  be,  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fair,  my  lovely  Charmer ! 
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SONO. 

Tune — Gilder oy, 

[Internal  evidence  points  out  this  elegant  lyric  to  be  the  work  of  the  summer 
of  1786,  and  doubtless  written  for  publication  in  his  volume,  then  in  course 
of  printing.  It  seems  too  artificial  in  style  to  have  been  inspired  by  genuine 
passion,  although  annotators  have  pointed  to  more  than  one  Eliza,  as  Claiming 
to  have  been  its  heroine.  Miss  Betty  Miller,  one  of  the  "  six  belles  of  Mauchline," 
and  also  Eliza  Barbour,  a  relative  of  Gait  the  novelist,  have  been  named,  and 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  poet  must  have  had  some  temporary  penchant  for 
one  or  other  of  these,  as,  in  a  letter  written  to  his  friend  Smith  in  June  1787,  on 
reaching  Mauchline  after  his  six  months'  ovation  in  Edinburgh,  he  tells  him  what 
old  friends  he  had  been  visiting,  and  among  these  he  mentions  his  "  quondam 
Eliza."  Cunningham's  suggestion  that  the  Eliza  of  this  song,  whoever  she  was, 
may  have  been  the  same  "  Bess  "  whose  leg,  "  sae  straught,  sae  taper,  tight  and 
clean,"  the  bard  compared  with  that  of  Coila  in  The  Vision,  is  a  pretty  shrewd 
one ;  the  only  objection  being  that  when  he  speaks  of  "  my  bonie  Betty "  in 
other  poems,  he  is  referring  to  Elizabeth  Paton,  the  mother  of  his  own  "  dear- 
bought  Bess,"  and  he  notices  with  great  respect,  "her  person, grace  and  merit." 
The  poet  was  evidently  much  pleased  with  this  song,  for  in  a  letter  to  George 
Thomson,  he  commends  it  to  him  as  very  suitable  for  the  air,  Gilderoy.1 

From  thee,  ELIZA,  I  must  go, 

And  from  my  native  shore : 
The  cruel  fates  between  us  throw 

A  boundless  ocean's  roar ; 
But  boundless  oceans,  roaring  wide. 

Between  my  Love  and  me. 
They  never,  never  can  divide 

My  heart  and  soul  from  thee. 

Farewell,  farewell,  ELIZA  dear, 

The  maid  that  I  adore ! 
A  bodmg  voice  is  in  mine  ear, 

We  part  to  meet  no  more ! 
But  the  latest  throb  that  leaves  my  heart, 

While  Death  stands  victor  by, 
That  throb,  ELIZA,  is  thy  part. 

And  thine  that  latest  sigh  I 
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THE  FAREWELL. 

TO  THE  BRETHREN  OP  ST.  JASIES'S  LODGE,  TARBOLTON. 

Tune — Goodnight  and  joy  he  wC  you  d. 


[This  was  also  composed  while  his  poems  were  at  the  press,  in  1786.  Burns 
became  a  Freemason  so  early  as  4th  July,  1781,  and  soon  engaged  with  all 
the  ardour  of  his  nature,  in  the  mjrsteries  and  socialities  of  the  "  sons  of  light." 
'William  Wallace,  Sheriff  of  Ayrshire,  Grand-Master  when  this  "  Adieu  "  was 
produced,  is  referred  to  in  the  closing  verse.  His  death  occurred  on  the  28th 
November,  1786.  Burns,  as  Depute-Master,  being  "  oft  honoured  with  supreme 
command,"  it  devolved  on  him  to  sign  the  minutes  of  the  transactions 
of  the  Lodge,  and  it  is  worthy  of  observation  that  down  to  March  1st,  1786,  his 
name  is  signed  Bwness,  while  after  that  date,  it  appears  in  the  contracted  form 
which  he  adopted  on  forming  the  resolution  to  publish  his  poems.] 


Adieu  !  a  heart- warm,  fond  adieu ! 

Dear  brothers  of  the  mystic  iye  J 
Ye  favored,  enlightened  Eew, 

Companions  of  my  social  joy  ! 
Tho'  I  to  foreign  lands  must  hie, 

Pursuing  Fortune's  sUdd'ry  ba*, 
With  melting  heart,  and  brimful  eye, 

I'll  mind  you  still,  tho'  far  awa. 

Oft  have  I  met  your  social  Band, 

And  spent  the  chearful,  festive  night ; 
Oft,  honor'd  with  supreme  command, 

Presided  o'er  the  Sons  of  light  : 
And  by  that  Hieroglyphic  bright. 

Which  none  but  Craftsmen  ever  saw ! 
Strong  Mem'ry  on  my  heart  shall  write 

Those  happy  scenes  when  far  awa ! 

May  Freedom,  Harmony  and  Love 

Unite  you  in  the  grand  Design^ 
Beneath  th'  Omniscient  Eye  above. 

The  glorious  ARCHITECT  Divine ! 
That  you  may  keep  th'  unerring  line, 

Still  rising  by  the  plummet's  law, 
Till  Order  bright,  completely  shine. 

Shall  be  my  Pray'r  when  far  awa. 
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And  YO  C7",  farewell !  whose  merits  claim, 

J ustly  that  highest  badge  to  wear ! 
Heav'n  bless  your  honor'd,  noble  Name, 

To  MASONRY  and  SCOTIA  dear ! 
A  last  request,  permit  me  here, 

When  yearly  ye  assemble  a', 
One  round,  I  ask  it  with  a  tear, 

To  him,  the  Bard,  that's  far  awa. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  HENPECKED  COUNTRY 
SQUIRE. 

[The  Epitaph  and  two  Epigrams  "  On  a  hen-pecked  Country  Squire,"  the  poet 
has  recorded  in  an  MS.  note,  were  directed  against  Mr.  Campbell  of  Netherplace 
and  his  wife.  These  were  omitted  by  the  author  from  the  Edinburgh  and  all  his 
subsequent  editions,  and  have  only  been  recently  restored  to  their  wonted  place 
among  the  poet's  productions.  Burns  had  a  strong  aptitude  for  producing  these 
smart  and  often  very  biting  things,  and  is  said  to  have  been  prouder  of  some  of 
them  than  he  was  of  better  directed  efforts.  His  predecessors  in  Scottish 
poetry— Bamsay,  Penicuick,  and  Fergusson — had  shewn  a  partiality  for  versicles 
of  that  kind,  and  no  doubt  he  seems  to  have  felt  it  necessary  to  show  some 
samples  of  his  skill  in  the  same  way ;  but  he  never  published  more  than  those 
given  in  his  first  volume,  although,  as  we  shall  by  and  bye  see,  he  is  the  reputed 
author  of  scores  of  others.] 

As  father  Adam  first  was  fool'd, 
A  case  that's  still  too  common, 

Here  lyes  a  man  a  woman  rul'd, 
The  devil  rul'd  the  woman. 


EPIGRAM  ON  SAID  OCCASION. 

O  Death,  hadst  thou  but  spar'd  his  life, 
Whom  we,  this  day,  lament ! 

We  freely  wad  exchang'd  the  wife. 
An'  a'  been  weel  content. 

Ev'n  as  he  is,  cauld  in  his  graff, 

The  swap  we  yet  will  do't ; 
Tak  thou  the  Carhn's  carcase  aff, 

Thou'se  get  the  saul  o'  hoot. 
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ANOTHER. 

One  Queen  Artemisa/as  old  stories  tell, 
When  depriv'd  of  her  husband  she  loved  so  well, 
In  respect  for  the  love  and  affection  he'd  show'd  her, 
She  reduc'd  him  to  dust,  and  she  drank  up  the  Powder. 

But  Queen  j^**********^  of  a  diff'rent  complexion, 
When  call'd  on  to  order  the  fun'ral  direction. 
Would  have  eat  her  dead  lord  on  a  slender  pretence, 
Not  to  show  her  respect,  but — to  save  the  eocpence^ 


EPITAPHS. 
ON  A  CELEBRATED  RULING  ELDER. 

[The  poet  has  entered  this  in  his  "common-place  hook,"  under  date 
"  April,  1784, "  and  calls  it — "  Epitaph  for  William  Hood,  senr.,  in  Tarbolton.  " 
He  was  a  shoemaker  of  penurious  habits,  and  he  talked  eloquently  about 
'  saving  grace.  "1 

Here  Sowter  ****  in  Death  does  sleep ; 

To  H — 11,  if  he's  gane  thither, 
Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear  to  keep, 

He'll  hand  it  weel  thegither. 

ON  A  NOISY  POLEMIC. 

[This  person  was  James  Humphrey,  a  jobbing  mason,  and  a  fluent  contro- 
versialist on  matters  which  were  far  beyond  the  reach  of  his  intelligence  or  un- 
derstanding. He  is  said  to  have  boasted  that  he  had  defeated  the  poet  in  a  dis- 
cussion regarding  "  the  final  perseverance  of  the  saints,"  and  here  Burns  has 
recorded  Ms  "  opinion "  of  the  champion.  Humphrey  died  so  recently  as  1844, 
in  the  Fail  Poors'  House,  at  the  advanced  age  of  86 ;  and  to  his  last  he  held  himself 
out  for  notice  as  Bums'  "  bleth'ran  bitch."  At  same  time,  when  he  could  obtain 
a  patient  hearing,  he  would  whisper  to  his  auditory,  that  revenge  dictated  the 
poet's  abusive  lines ;  because  one  day  he  met  Burns  on  the  high-road,  who  hailed 
him  with  the  common  question — "  What  news  the  day,  Himiphrey  ?  "  "  News," 
quoth  the  mason,  "  have  ye  no'  heard  that  the  DeU's  dead  ? — ^And  what's  mair, 
the  supreme  council  o'  Hell  has  elected  a  successor ;  and  wha  d'ye  think  he  is  ?  " 
"I  cannot  imagine,"  said  the  poet.  "  Odman,"  said  Humphrey,  "by  a  sweeping 
majority,  they've  chosen  Eab  Mossgibl  I  "] 

Below  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes ; 

0  Death,  it's  my  opinion, 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bleth'ran  b — tch, 

Into  thy  dark  dominion ! 
h  I 
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ON  WEB  JOHNIE. 

Hicjacet  wee  Johnie. 

[This  sarcastic  epitaph  was  well  known  to  have  been  a  hit  at  John  Wilson,  the 
printer  of  his  first  volume.  The  poet  appears  to  have  considered  him  a  soulless 
body ;  yet,  although  "  Johnie  "  unconsciously  printed  his  own  hie  jacet,  he  long 
survived  the  composer  of  it,  maintaining  a  very  respectable  position  in  his  own 
line.  The  works  which  he  printed  were  numerous,  and,  in  their  typographical 
appearance  would  not  have  disgraced  the  press  of  the  present  day.  John  Wilson, 
about  1791,  removed  his  printing  establishment  to  Ayr,  entering  into  partnership 
with  his  brother  Peter,  by  whom  it  was  managed,  while  John  still  for  a  time 
kept  on  the  book  shop  in  Kilmarnock.  They  published  a  number  of  volumes ; 
and,  in  1803,  founded  the  first  Ayrshire  newspaper — the  present  Ayr  Advertiser. 
John  realized  a  competency;  and,  at  his  death  in  1821,  left  a  small  mortification 
(of  an  odd  nature),  for  Educational  purposes,  to  the  town  of  Kilmarnock,  where 
for  some  time  he  held  the  office  of  Magistrate.] 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  0  reader,  know, 
That  Death  has  murder'd  Johnie ; 

An'  here  his  lody  Hes  fn'  low  

For  saul  he  ne'er  had  ony. 


FOR  THE  AUTHOR'S  FATHER. 

[These  beautiful  lines  are  inscribed  on  the  head-stone  over  the  grave  of  good 
William  Burness,  in  the  old  Kirk-yard  of  AUoway,  a  locality  made  famous  by 
the  genius  of  his  son  Robert.  Few  who  have  read  Currie's  memoir  of  the  bard, 
will  have  overlooked  that  eloquent  passage  in  the  contribution  made  thereto  by 
old  Murdoch,  who  after  depicting  the  character  of  the  poet's  father,  thus  con- 
cludes : — "  0  for  a  world  of  men  of  such  dispositions !  I  have  often  wished,  for 
the  good  of  mankind,  that  it  were  as  customary  to  honour  and  perpetuate  the 
memory  of  those  who  excel  in  moral  rectitude,  as  it  is  to  extol  what  are  called 
heroic  actions ;  then  would  the  mausoleum  of  the  friend  of  my  youth  overtop 
and  surpass  most  of  those  we  see  in  Westminster  Abbey  I "] 

0  YF  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains, 
Draw  near  with  pious  rev'rence  and  attend ! 

Here  lie  the  loving  Husband's  dear  remains. 
The  tender  Father,  and  the  gen'rous  Friend. 

The  pitying  Heart  that  felt  for  human  Woe ; 

The  dauntless  heart  that  fear'd  no  human  Pride ; 
The  Friend  of  Man,  to  vice  alone  a  f  oe ; 

'  For  ev'n  his  failings  lean'd  to  Virtue's  side.'  * 


*  Goldsmith.— (E.  B.  1786.) 
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FOR  R.  A.  Esq. 

[An  elegant  compliment  to  his  friend  and  early  patron,  Kobert  Aiken,  writer 
in  Ayr,  to  whom  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  is  inscribed.] 

Know  thou,  0  stranger  to  the  fame 
Of  this  much  lov'd,  much  honor'd  name ! 
(For  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  warmer  heart  Death  ne'er  made  cold. 

FOR  G.  H.  Esq. 

[A  most  characteristic  tribute  to  the  worth  of  the  poet's  early  friend  and 
associate,  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer  in  Mauchline,  regarding  whom,  see  the 
Dedication,  page  98,  ante.} 

The  poor  man  weeps — here  G  N  sleeps, 

Whom  canting  wretches  blam'd : 
But  with  such  as  he^  where'er  he  be, 

May  I  be  sav'd  or  d  'dl 


A  BARD'S  EPITAPH. 

[This  touching  poem  formed  the  appropriate  FINIS  to  the  wonderful  volume 
which  was  ushered  from  the  Kilmarnock  Press  in  July,  1786.  How  critical 
detraction  is  here  disarmed  by  the  modesty  and  wisdom  of  the  author,  who  in 
such  choice  language  writes  down  so  true  an  estimate  of  his  own  character,  and 
preaches  to  us  such  a  solemn  and  salutary  lesson  from  the  text  of  his  own 
failings!] 

Is  there  a  whim-inspir'd  fool, 

Owre  fast  for  thought,  owre  hot  for  rule, 

Owre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  snool, 

Let  him  draw  near ; 
And  o'er  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool, 

And  drap  a  tear. 

Is  there  a  Bard  of  rustic  song. 
Who,  noteless,  steals  the  crouds  among. 
That  weekly  this  area  throng, 

0,  pass  not  by ! 
But  with  a  frater-feeling  strong, 

Here,  heave  a  sigh. 
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Is  there  a  man  whose  judgment  clear, 
Can  others  teach  the  course  to  steer, 
Yet  runs,  himself,  hfe's  mad  career, 

Wild  as  the  wave, 
Here  pause — and  thro'  the  starting  tear, 

Survey  this  grave. 

The  poor  Inhabitant  below 
Was  quick  to  learn  and  wise  to  know, 
And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow, 

And  softer  flame  ; 
But  thoughtless  folHes  laid  him  low, 

And  stain'd  his  name ! 

Reader  attend — whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole, 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  earthly  hole. 

In  low  pursuit. 
Know,  prudent,  cautious,  self-controul 

Is  Wisdom's  root. 


The  foregoing,  which  ends  the  author's  first  edition,  is  followed  by  a  Glossary 
preceded  by  the  following  rules 

"  Words  that  are  universally  known,  and  those  that  differ  from  the  English 
only  by  the  elision  of  letters  by  apostrophes,  or  by  varying  the  termination  of 
the  verb,  are  not  inserted.  The  terminations  may  be  thus  known ;  the  participle 
present,  instead  of  ing,  ends,  in  the  Scotch  Dialect,  in  an  or  in ;  in  an,  particularly, 
when  the  verb  is  composed  of  the  participle  present,  and  any  of  the  tenses  of 
the  auxiliary,  to  be.  The  past  time  and  participal  past  are  usually  made  by 
shortening  the  ed  into  7." 

It  has  been  generally  assumed  that  the  poet's  extended  Glossary  to  his  second 
edition  incorporated  aU  the  words  and  explanations  contained  in  his  first 
Glossary ;  but  on  close  examination,  this  is  found  not  to  be  the  case.  We  shall, 
therefore,  introduce  in  our  reprint  of  the  Edinburgh  Glossary  [within  brackets] 
any  words  and  their  meanings  contained  in  the  Kilmarnock  Glossary  which  the 
poet  afterwards  omitted  in  the  extended  one. 

The  above  rules  or  preliminary  directions  were  cancelled  in  the  Edinburgh 
Glossary,  and  replaced  by  entirely  new  ones;  indeed,  Burns  seems  to  have 
become  convinced  that  the  Ayrshire  manner  of  terminating  verbs  such  as 
Mrpling,  skelping,  &c.,  with  an'  instead  of  in\  is  provincial  and  vulgar ;  therefore, 
in  his  Edinburgh  text,  he  has  changed  the  spelling  of  such  terminations  to  in, — 
and  hence  his  reason  for  withdrawing  or  altering  the  foregoing  rules. 

The  following  lines  from  The  Holy  Fair,  in  the  Kilmarnock  volume,  shewing 
both  methods  of  spelling  these  terminations,  will  happily  illustrate  what  we  a,T& 
referring  to:— 

"  Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  Faith, 
Wi'  rattlin'  an'  thumpin ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 
He's  stampara,  an'  he's  jumpara !  " 


POEMS  AND  SOi^GS 

ADDED  TO  THE    FOREGOING  BY  THE  AUTHOR, 

IN  HIS  NEW  EDITION  PUBLISHED  AT 

EDINBUEGH  IN  APRIL,  1787. 


DEDICATION. 


TO  THE  NOBLEMEX  AND  GENTLEMEN  OF  THE 
CALEDONIAN  HUNT. 

My  Lords,  and  Gentlemen, 

A  Scottish  Baed,  proud  of  the  name,  and  whose  highest  ambition  is  to  sing  in 
his  Comitry's  service,  where  shall  he  so  properly  look  for  patronage  as  to  the 
illustrious  Names  of  his  native  Land ;  those  who  bear  the  honours  and  inherit 
the  virtues  of  their  Ancestore  ? — The  Poetic  Genius  of  my  Country  found  me  as 
the  prophetic  bard  Elijah  did  Elisha — at  the  plough ;  and  threw  her  inspiring 
mantle  over  me.  She  bade  me  sing  the  loves,  the  joys,  the  rural  scenes  and 
rural  pleasures  of  my  natal  Soil,  in  my  native  tongue:  I  tuned  my  wild,  artless 
notes,  as  she  inspired. — She  whispered  m(i  to  come  to  this  anci^Jnt  metropolis  of 
Caledonia,  and  lay  my  Songs  under  j-our  honoured  protection :  I  now  obey  her 
dictates. 

Though  much  indebted  to  your  goodness,  I  do  not  approach  you,  my  Lords 
and  Gentlemen,  in  the  usual  stile  of  dedication,  to  thank  you  for  past  favours ; 
that  path  is  so  hackneyed  by  prostituted  Learning,  that  honest  Kusticity  is 
ashamed  of  it. — Nor  do  I  present  this  Address  with  the  venal  soul  of  a  servile 
Author,  looking  for  a  continuation  of  those  favours :  I  was  bred  to  the  Plough, 
and  am  independent.  I  come  to  claim  the  copxraon.  Scottish  name  with  you,  my 
illustrious  CovmtrjTnen;  and  to  tell  the  world  that  I  glory  in  the  title. — I  come 
to  congratulate  my  Country,  that  the  blood  of  her  ancient  heroes  still  runs 
uncontaminated ;  and  that  from  your  courage,  knowledge,  and  public  spirit,  she 
may  expect  protection,  wealth,  and  liberty. — In  the  last  place,  I  come  to  proffer 
my  warmest  wishes  to  the  Great  Fountain  of  Honour,  the  Monarch  of  the 
Universe,  for  your  welfare  and  happiness. 

When  you  go  forth  to  waken  the  Echoes,  in  the  ancient  and  favourite  amuse- 
ment of  your  Forefathers,  may  Pleasure  ever  be  of  your  party ;  and  may  Social- 
joy  await  your  return !  When  harassed  in  courts  or  camps  with  the  justlings  of 
bad  men  and  bad  measures,  may  the  honest  consciousness  of  injured  Worth 
attend  your  return  to  your  native  Seats ;  and  may  Domestic  Happiness,  with  a 
smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  your  gates !  May  Corruption  shrink  at  your 
kindhng  indignant  glance ;  and  may  tyranny  in  the  Kuler  and  licentiousness  in 
the  People  equally  find  you  an  inexorable  foe ! 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

With  the  sincerest  gratitude  and  highest  respect, 
My  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 

Tour  most  devoted  humble  servant, 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


Edinburgh,  April  4,  1787. 


POEMS, 

CHIEFLY  SCOTTISH. 


DEATH  AND  DOCTOR  HORNBOOK. 

A  TRUE  STORY. 


[On  the  authority  of  the  poet's  own  note,  and  also  a  memorandum  by  GUbert 
Bums,  we  learn  that  this  admirable  satire  and  well-told  tale  was  composed  in 
the  spring  of  1785.  The  author,  then  resident  at  Mossgiel,  had  been  attending  a 
meeting  of  St.  James'  Lodge  of  Freemasons  at  Tarbolton,  of  which  John  Wilson, 
the  parish-school  teacher,  was  a  Brother.  The  dominie  then  eked  out  his  small 
income  by  keeping  a  grocery  shop,  where  he  sold  drugs  as  well  as  edibles,  an(J 
announced  by  a  card  in  his  window,  that  he  gave  "  medical  advice  gratis."  Ha 
took  every  opportunity  of  expatiating  on  his  self -acquired  skiU  as  a  practitioner, 
and  so  disgusted  Bums  on  the  night  referred  to,  with  his  Esculapian  twaddle, 
that  on  his  way  home  he  conceived  the  present  compositioo,  and  next  day,  while 
working  with  his  brother  in  the  fields,  he  recited  the  poem,  very  much  like  that 
which  he  afterwards  published. 

Not  long  after  the  poem  was  given  to  the  public,  Wilson  removed  to  Glasgow 
In  consequence  of  some  dispute  with  the  heritors  of  Tarbolton  regarding  his 
salary ;  and  his  career  in  Glasgow,  first  as  a  teacher  and  afterwards  as  session- 
clerk  of  the  Gorbals  parish,  was  very  successful.  He  is  said  to  have  himself 
attributed  this  success  in  a  great  measure  to  the  interest  which  attached  to  him 
as  being  the  subject  of  the  present  poem.   He  died  in  easy  circumstances  in  1839. 

Wordsworth  has  observed  that  at  the  period  when  Bums  wrote  this  story, 
"  he  had  very  rarely  been  intoxicated,  or  perhaps  much  exhilarated  by  liquor ;  yet 
how  happily  does  he  lead  his  reader  into  that  track  of  sensations !  and  with 
what  lively  humour  does  he  describe  the  disorder  of  his  senses  and  the  confusion 
of  his  understanding,  put  to  the  test  by  his  deliberate  attempt  to  count  the  horns 
of  the  moon ! 

'  But  whether  she  had  three  or  four,  I  cou'd  na  tell ; ' 

when  behold,  a  sudden  apparition  disperses  this  disorder,  and  in  a  moment  chills 
him  into  self-possession!  Coming  on  no  more  important  mission  than  the 
grisly  phantom  was  charged  with,  what  mode  of  introduction  could  have  been 
more  efficient  or  appropriate  ?"] 

Some  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  penn'd : 
Ev'n  Ministers  they  hae  been  kenn'd, 

In  holy  rapture, 
Great  lies  and  nonsense  baith  to  vend,* 

And  nail't  wi'  Scripture. 


*  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "  A  rousing  whid,  at  times,  to  vend." 
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But  this  that  I  am  gaun  to  tell, 
Which  lately  on  a  night  befel, 
Is  just  as  true's  the  Deil's  in  h-11, 

Or  Dublin  city : 
That  e'er  he  nearer  comes  oursel 

'S  a  muckle  pity. 

The  Clachan  yill  had  made  me  canty, 

I  was  na  fou,  but  just  had  plenty ; 

I  stacher'd  whyles,  but  yet  took  tent  ay 

To  free  the  ditches  ; 
An'  hillocks,  stanes,  an'  bushes  kenn'd  ay 

Frae  ghaists  an'  witches. 

The  rising  Moon  began  to  glowr 
The  distant  Cumnoclc  hills  out-owre ; 
To  count  her  horns,  wi'  a'  my  pow'r, 

I  set  mysel, 
But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  cou'd  na  tell. 

I  was  come  round  about  the  hill, 
And  todlin  down  on  Willie^ s  mill, 
Setting  my  staff  wi'  a'  my  skill. 

To  keep  me  sicker ; 
Tho'  leeward  whyles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

I  there  wi'  Something  does  forgather. 

That  pat  me  in  an  eerie  swither ; 

An  awfu'  scythe,  out-owre  ae  shouther. 

Clear-dangling,  hang ; 
A  three-tae'd  leister  on  the  ither 

Lay,  large  an'  lang. 

Its  stature  seem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa. 
The  queerest  shape  that  e'er  I  saw. 
For  fient  a  wame  it  had  ava. 

And  then  its  shanks, 
Vhey  were  as  thin,  as  sharp  an'  sma' 

As  cheeks  o'  branks. 
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'  Guid-een/  quo'  I ;  '  Friend  !  hae  ye  been  mawin, 
'  When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawin  ?  '  * 
It  seem'd  to  mak  a  kind  o'  stan', 

But  naething  spak ; 
At  length,  says  I,  '  Friend,  whare  ye  gaun, 

'  Will  ye  go  back? ' 

It  spak  right  howe — '  My  name  is  Deaths 
'  But  be  na'  fley'd.'— Quoth  I,  '  Guid  faith, 

*  Ye're  maybe  come  to  stap  my  breath ; 

'  But  tent  me  bilhe ; 
'  I  red  ye  weel,  tak  care  o'  skaith, 

'  See,  there's  a  gully ! ' 

'  Gudeman,'  quo'  he,  '  put  up  your  whittle, 
'  I'm  no  design'd  to  try  its  mettle ; 
'  But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

'  To  be  mislear'd, 
'  I  wad  na'  mind  it,  no  that  spittle 

'  Out-owre  my  beard.' 

'  Weel,  weel ! '  says  I,  '  a  bargain  be't ; 

'  Come,  gies  your  hand,  an'  sae  we're  gree't ; 

'  We'll  ease  our  shanks  an'  tak  a  seat, 

'  Come,  gies  your  news ! 
'  This  while  f  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gate, 

'  At  mony  a  house.' 

*  Ay,  ay !  quo'  he,  an'  shook  his  head, 

*  It's  e'en  a  lang,  lang  time  indeed 
'  Sin'  I  began  to  nick  the  thread, 

'  An'  choke  the  breath : 
'  Folk  maun  do  something  for  their  bread, 
'  An'  sae  maun  Death. 

'  Sax  thousand  years  are  near  hand  fled 
'  Sin'  I  was  to  the  butching  bred, 
'  And  mony  a  scheme  in  vain's  been  laid, 
'  To  stap  or  scar  me ; 


*  This  rencounter  happened  in  seed-time  1785. — (E.  B.  1787.) 

t  An  epidemical  fever  was  then  raging  in  that  country. — (R.  B.  1787.) 
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*  Till  ane  Hornbook's  *  taen  up  the  trade, 

'  And  faith,  he'll  waur  me. 

'  Ye  ken  Jock  Hornhooh  i'  the  Clachan, 
'  Deil  mak  his  king's-hood  in  a  spleuchan ! 
'  He's  grown  sae  weel  acquaint  wi'  Buchan^-\ 

'  And  ither  chaps, 
'  The  weans  hand  out  their  fingers  laughin, 

*  And  pouk  my  hips. 

'  See,  here's  a  scythe,  and  there's  a  dart, 
'  They  hae  pierc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart ; 
'  But  Doctor  Hornhooh^  wi'  his  art 

'  And  cursed  skill, 
'  Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  f — ^t, 

'D-—n'dhaet  they'll  kill! 

'  'Twas  but  yestreen,  nae  farther  gaen, 

'  I  threw  a  noble  throw  at  ane ; 

'  Wi'  less,  I'm  sure,  I've  hundreds  slain ; 

'  But  deil-ma-care ! 
'  It  just  play'd  dirl  on  the  bane, 

'  But  did  nae  mair- 

*  Hornhooh  was  by,  wf  ready  art, 

*  And  had  sae  fortify'd  the  part, 

'  That  when  I  looked  to  my  dart, 

'  It  was  sae  blunt, 

*  Fient  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

'  Of  a  kail-runt, 

'  I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, 
'  I  nearhand  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry, 

*  But  yet  the  bauld  Apothecary 

'  Withstood  the  shock ; 
'  I  might  as  weel  hae  try'd  a  quarry 

'  0'  hard  whin-rock. 


*  This  gentleman,  Dr.  Hornbook,  is,  professionally,  a  brother  of  the  sovereign 
Order  of  the  Ferula ;  but,  by  intuition  and  inspiration,  is  at  once  an  Apothecary, 
Surgeon,  and  Physician.— (E.  B.  1787.) 

t  Buchan's  Domestic  Medicine.— (R.  B.  1787.) 
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*  Ev'n  them  he  canna  get  attended, 

'  Altho'  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kend  it, 
'  Just  sh —  in  a  kail-blade  and  send  it, 

'  As  soon 's  he  smells  't, 
'  Baith  their  disease,  and  what  will  mend  it, 

'  At  once  he  tells 't. 

'  And  then  a'  doctor's  saws  and  whittles, 
^  Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  an'  mettles, 
'  A'  kinds  o'  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bottles, 
'  He's  sure  to  hae ; 

*  Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattles 

'  As  A  B  C. 

*  Calces  o'  fossils,  earths,  and  trees ; 
'  True  Sal-marinum  o'  the  seas ; 

'  The  Farina  of  beans  and  pease, 

'  He  has't  in  plenty ; 

'  Aqua-fontis,  what  you  please, 

'  He  can  content  ye. 

*  Forbye  some  new,  uncommon  weapons, 
'  Urinus  Spiritus  of  capons ; 

'  Or  Mite-horn  shavings,  filings,  scrapings, 
'  Distill'd  per  se ; 

'  Sal-alkali  o'  Midge-tail  chppings, 

'  And  mony  mae.* 

'  Waes  me  for  Johnny  Ge^s  Hole  *  now,' 

Quoth  I,  '  if  that  thae  news  be  true ! 

'  His  braw  calf-ward  whare  gowans  grew, 

'  Sae  white  an'  bonie, 
'  Nae  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wl'  the  plew ; 

'  They'll  ruin  Johnie  !  * 

The  creature  grain'd  an  eldritch  laugh, 
And  says,  '  Ye  needna  yoke  the  pleugh, 

*  Kirk-yards  will  soon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

'  Tak  ye  nae  fear : 
'  They'll  a'  be  trench'd  wi'  mony  a  sheugh, 
'  In  twa-three  year. 


*  The  grave-digger.— (R.  B.  1787.) 
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*  Whare  I  kill'd  ane,  a  fair  strae-death, 
'  By  loss  o'  blood,  or  want  o'  breath 
'  This  night  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith, 

'  That  Hornbook's  skill 
'  Has  clad  a  score  i'  their  last  claith, 

'  By  drap  and  pill. 

'  An  honest  Wabster  to  his  trade, 

'  Whase  wife's  twa  nieves  were  scarce  weel-bred, 

'  Gat  tippence-worth  to  mend  her  head, 

'  When  it  was  sair ; 
'  The  wife  slade  cannie  to  her  bed, 

'  But  ne'er  spak  mair 

'  A  countra  Laird  had  ta'en  the  batts, 
'  Or  some  curmurring  in  his  guts, 
'  His  only  son  for  Hornbook  sets, 

'  And  pays  him  well, 
'  The  lad,  for  twa  guid  gimmer-pets, 

'  Was  Laird  himsel. 

'  A  bonie  lass,  ye  kend  her  name, 

'  Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  hov'd  her  wame, 

'  She  trusts  hersel,  to  hide  the  shame, 

'  In  Hornbook's  care ; 
'  Horn  sent  her  aff  to  her  lang  hame, 

'  To  hide  it  there. 

'  That's  just  a  swatch  o'  Hornbook's  way, 
'  Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day, 
'  Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an'  slay, 

'  An's  weel  pay'd  for't ; 
'  Yet  stops  me  o'  my  lawfu'  prey, 

'  Wi'  his  d-mn'd  dirt ! 

'  But  hark  !  I'll  tell  you  of  a  plot, 
'  Tho*  dinna  ye  be  speakin  o't ; 
'  I'll  nail  the  self-conceited  Sot, 

'  As  dead's  a  herrin: 
'  Niest  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat, 

'  He  gets  his  fairin  I' 


But  just  as  he  began  to  tell, 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak  the  bell 

Some  wee,  short  hour  ay  out  the  twal^ 

Which  rais'd  us  baith ; 
I  took  the  way  that  pleas'd  mysel, 

And  sae  did  Death. 


THE  BRIGS  OF  AYR. 


A  POEM. 
INSOEIBED  TO  J.  B*********  Esq.,  AYB. 

[Mr.  John  Ballantyne,  banker  in  Ayr,  to  whom  this  interesting  and  amusing 
poem  is  inscribed,  was  Dean  of  Guild,  and  afterwards  Provost  of  the  Burgh,  It 
seems  to  be  allowed  that  to  his  exertions  the  community  of  Ayr  were  chiefly 
indebted  for  the  building  of  the  New  Bridge,  commenced  in  May,  17S6,  and  com- 
pleted in  November,  17SS.  Mr.  Eobert  Aiken,  writer,  had  introduced  the  poet 
to  Mr.  Ballantyne,  and  in  one  of  the  bard's  letters  to  the  former,  written  early  in 
October,  1786,  we  find  the  first  mention  of  the  present  poem :  he  says — "  There 
is  scarcely  any  thing  hurts  me  so  much  in  being  disappointed  of  my  second 
edition,  as  not  having  it  in  my  power  to  show  my  gratitude  to  Mr.  Ballantyne  by 
publishing  my  poem  of  '  The  Brigs  of  Ayr.' "  It  appears  that  efforts  had  been 
made  to  induce'Wilson  to  bi-ing  out  a  more  extensive  edition  of  the  poems — for 
every  copy  of  the  Eilmamock  issue  had  been  bought  up ;  but  cautious  "  Johnie," 
who  could  poorly  appreciate  the  value  of  the  musings  that  he  had  been  a  means 
of  giving  to  the  world,  declined  to  risk  the  price  of  paper  for  1000  copies — the 
number  proposed  for  the  second  edition.  This  sum  (£27)  the  poet  found  it 
impossible  to  raise,  and  Gilbert  informs  us  that  Mr.  Ballantyne  at  length  offered 
to  advance  any  necessary  sum ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  recommended  him  to 
make  Edinburgh  the  place  of  publication,  which,  as  all  the  world  knows,  he  did 
shortly  thereafter. 

Eobert  Fergusson's  poetical  Dialogue  between  T?ie  Plainstanes  and  Causeway, 
and  his  other  poem  called  The  Twa  Gliaists,  have  evidenty  suggested  the  plan  of 
this  production  of  Bums.] 

The  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough. 

Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  ev'ry  bough ; 

The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush, 

Haihng  the  setting  sun,  sweet,  in  the  green  thorn  bush, 

The  soaring  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill, 

Or  deep-ton'd  plovers,  grey,  wild-whistling  o'er  the  hill ; 

Shall  he,  nurst  in  the  Peasant's  lowly  shed. 

To  hardy  Independence  bravely  bred. 

By  early  Poverty  to  hardship  steel' d. 

And  train'd  to  arms  in  stern  Misfortune's  field, 

Shall  he  be  guilty  of  their  hireling  crimes. 

The  servile,  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymes  % 
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Or  labour  hard  the  panegyric  close, 
With  all  the  venal  soul  of  dedicating  Prose  ? 
"No  !  though  his  artless  strains  he  rudely  sings, 
And  throws  his  hand  uncouthly  o'er  the  strings, 
He  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  the  Bard, 
Eame,  honest  fame,  his  great  his  dear  reward. 
Still,  if  some  Patron's  gen'rous  care  he  trace, 
Skill'd  in  the  secret,  to  bestow  with  grace ; 
When  B*********  befriends  his  humble  name, 
And  hands  the  rustic  Stranger  up  to  fame, 
With  heartfelt  throes  his  grateful  bosom  swells, 
The  godlike  bliss,  to  give,  alone  excels. 


'Twas  when  the  stacks  get  on  their  winter-hap, 
And  thack  and  rape  secure  the  toil-won  crap ; 
Potatoe-bings  are  snugged  up  frae  skaith 
Of  coming  Winter's  biting,  frosty  breath ; 
The  bees,  rejoicing  o'er  their  summer-toils, 
XJnnumber'd  buds  an'  flow'rs'  delicious  spoils, 
Seal'd  up  with  frugal  care  in  massive,  waxen  piles, 
Are  doom'd  by  Man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the  weak, 
The  death  o'  devils,  smoor'd  wi'  brimstone  reek : 
The  thund'ring  guns  are  heard  on  ev'ry  side, 
The  wounded  coveys,  reehng,  scatter  wide ; 
The  feather'd  field-mates,  bound  by  Nature's  tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie : 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart  but  inly  bleeds, 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds  !) 
Nae  mair  the  flow'r  in  field  or  meadow  springs : 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings. 
Except  perhaps  the  Robin's  whistling  glee, 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  half-lang  tree : 
The  hoary  morns  precede  the  sunny  days. 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  wide-spreads  the  noontide  blaze, 
While  thick  the  gossamour  waves  wanton  in  the  rays. 

'Twas  in  that  season ;  when  a  simple  Bard, 
Unknown  and  poor,  simplicity's  reward, 
Ae  night,  within  the  ancient  brugh  of  Ayr^ 
By  whim  inspir'd,  or  haply  prest  wi'  care, 
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He  left  his  bed  and  took  his  wayward  rout, 

And  down  by  Simpson's  *  wheel'd  the  left  about : 

(Whether  impell'd  by  all-directing  Fate, 

To  witness  what  I  after  shall  narrate ; 

Or  whether,  rapt  in  meditation  high, 

He  wander'd  out  he  knew  not  where  nor  why.) 

The  drowsy  Dungeon-clock  f  had  number'd  two, 

And  Wallace  Toivr  f  had  sworn  the  fact  was  true  : 

The  tide-swoln  Firth,  with  sullen-sounding  roar. 

Through  the  still  night  dash'd  hoarse  along  the  shore : 

All  else  was  hush'd  as  Nature's  closed  e'e ; 

The  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tow'r  and  tree : 

The  chilly  Frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam. 

Crept,  gently-crusting,  o'er  the  glittering  stream.  

When,  lo !  on  either  hand  the  list'ning  Bard, 

The  clanging  sugh  of  whisthng  wings  is  heard ; 

Two  dusky  forms  dart  thro'  the  midnight  air, 

Swift  as  the  Gos  J  drives  on  the  wheehng  hare ; 

Ane  on  th'  Auld  Brig  his  airy  shape  uprears, 

The  ither  flutters  o'er  the  rising  piers : 

Our  warlock  Khymer  instantly  descry'd 

The  Sprites  that  owre  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  preside. 

(That  Bards  are  second-sighted  is  nae  joke. 

And  ken  the  lingo  of  the  sp'ritual  folk ; 

Fays,  Spunkies,  Kelpies,  a',  they  can  explain  them, 

And  ev'n  the  vera  deils  they  brawly  ken  them.) 

Auld  Brig  appear'd  of  ancient  Pictish  race, 

The  vera  wrinkles  Gothic  in  his  face  : 

He  seem'd  as  he  wi'  Time  had  warstl'd  lang, 

Yet,  teughly  doure,  he  bade  an  unco  bang. 

New  Brig  was  buskit  in  a  braw,  new  coat, 

That  he,  at  LorHon^  frae  ane  Adams  got ; 

In's  hand  five  taper  staves  as  smooth's  a  bead, 

Wi'  virls  an'  whirlygigums  at  the  head. 

The  Goth  was  stalking  round  with  anxious  search, 

Spying  the  time-worn  flaws  in  ev'ry  arch  ; 


*  A  noted  tavern  at  the  Auld  Brig  end.— (R.  B.  1787.) 
t  The  two  steeples.— (E.  B.   1787.)     X  The  gos-hawk,  or  falcon.— (E.  B.  1787.> 
«  K 
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It  chanc'd  his  new-come  neebor  took  his  e'e, 
And  e'en  a  vex'd  and  angry  heart  had  he  ! 
Wi'  thieveless  sneer  to  see  his  modish  mien, 
He,  down  the  water,  gies  him  this  guideen  

AULD  BRIG. 

I  doubt  na,  frien',  ye'll  think  ye're  nae  sheep-shank, 
Ance  ye  were  streekit  owre  frae  bank  to  bank ! 
But  gin  ye  be  a  Brig  as  auld  as  me, 
Tho'  faith,  that  date,  I  doubt,  ye'll  never  see  ; 
There'll  be,  if  that  day  come,  I'll  wad  a  boddle, 
Some  fewer  whigmeleeries  in  your  noddle.* 

NEW  BRIG. 

Auld  Vandal,  ye  but  show  your  httle  mense. 
Just  much  about  it  wi'  your  scanty  sense ; 
Will  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  street. 
Where  twa  wheel-barrows  tremble  when  they  meet, 
Your  ruin'd,  formless  bulk  o'  stane  and  lime. 
Compare  wi'  bonie  Brigs  o'  modern  time  ? 
There's  men  of  taste  wou'd  tak  the  Ducat-stream^^ 
Tho'  they  should  cast  the  vera  sark  and  swim, 
Ere  they  would  grate  their  feehngs  wi'  the  view 
Of  sic  an  ugly,  Gothic  hulk  as  you. 

AULD  BRIG. 

-Conceited  gowk !  puff'd  up  wi'  windy  pride ! 

This  mony  a  year  I've  stood  the  flood  an'  tide ; 

And  tho'  wi'  crazy  eild  I'm  sair  forfairn, 

I'll  be  a  Brig  when  ye're  a  shapeless  cairn ! 

As  yet  ye  httle  ken  about  the  matter, 

But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  ye  better. 

When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a'-day  rains 

Wi'  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  plains ; 

When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling  Coil^ 

Or  stately  Lugar^s  mossy  fountains  boil. 


*  Altered,  in  1794,  to— 

"  Tho'  faith  that  day,  I  doubt,  ye'll  never  see , 
There'll  be,  if  that  date  come,  I'll  wad  a  boddle." 
t  A  noted  ford,  just  above  the  Auld  Bng.—(R.  B.  1787.) 
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Or  where  the  Gi-eenock  winds  his  moorland  course, 
Or  haunted  Garpal  *  draws  his  feeble  source, 
Arous'd  by  blustering  winds  an'  spotting  thowes, 
In  mony  a  torrent  down  the  snaw-broo  rowes ; 
While  crashing  ice,  borne  on  the  roaring  speat. 
Sweeps  dams,  an'  mills,  an'  brigs,  a'  to  the  gate ; 
And  from  Glenhuck^]  down  to  the  Ratton-key^  J 
Auld  Aijr  is  just  one  lengthen' d,  tumbling  sea ; 
Then  down  ye'll  hurl,  dell  nor  ye  never  rise ! 
And  dash  the  gumlie  jaups  up  to  the  pouring  skies. 
A  lesson  sadly  teaching,  to  your  cost. 
That  Architecture's  noble  art  is  lost ! 

NEW  BBIG. 

Fine  architecture^  trowth,  I  needs  must  say't  o't ! 
The  L — d  be  thankit  that  we've  tint  the  gate  o't ! 
Gaunt,  ghastly,  ghaist-alluring  edifices, 
Hanging  with  threat'ning  jut  like  precipices ; 
O'er-arching,  mouldy,  gloom-inspiring  coves, 
Supporting  roofs,  fantastic,  stony  groves : 
Windows  and  doors  in  nameless  sculptures  drest, 
With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblest ; 
Forms  hke  some  bedlam  Statuary's  dream. 
The  craz'd  creations  of  misguided  whim ; 
Forms  might  be  worshipp'd  on  the  bended  knee. 
And  still  the  second  dread  command  be  free. 
Their  hkeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or  sea. 
Mansions  that  would  disgrace  the  building  taste 
Of  any  mason  reptile,  bird,  or  beast ; 
Fit  only  for  a  doited  Monkish  race. 
Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace. 
Or  Cuifs  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion, 
That  sullen  gloom  was  sterhng,  true  devotion : 
Fancies  that  our  guid  Brugh  denies  protection. 
And  soon  may  they  expire,  unblest  with  resurrection ! 


*  The  banks  of  Garpal  Water  is  one  of  the  few  places  in  the  West  of  Scotland 
where  those  fancy  scaring  beings,  known  by  the  name  of  Ghaists  still  continue 
pertinaciously  to  inhabit. — (E.  B.  1787.) 

t  The  source  of  the  river  of  Ayr.— (K.  B.  1787.) 

t  A  small  landing-place  above  the  large  key. — (R.  B.  1787.) 
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AULD  BRIG. 

0  ye,  my  dear-remember'd,  ancient  yealings, 
Were  ye  but  here  to  share  my  wounded  feehngs  ! 
Ye  worthy  Proveses^  an'  mony  a  Bailie^ 

Wha  in  the  paths  o'  righteousness  did  toil  ay ; 
Ye  dainty  Deacons^  an'  ye  douce  Conveeners^ 
To  whom  our  moderns  are  but  causey-cleaners  ; 
Ye  godly  Councils  wha  hae  blest  this  town ; 
Ye  godly  Brethren  o'  the  sacred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gae  your  hurdies  to  the  smiters  ; 
And  (what  would  now  be  strange)  ye  godly  Writers : 
A'  ye  douce  folk  I've  borne  aboon  the  broo, 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  would  ye  say  or  do ! 
How  would  your  spirits  groan  in  deep  vexation, 
To  see  each  melancholy  alteration ; 
And,  agonising,  curse  the  time  and  place 
When  ye  begat  the  base,  degen'rate  race ! 
Nae  langer  Rev'rend  Men,  their  country's  glory. 
In  plain,  braid  Scots  hold  forth  a  plain,  braid  story : 
Nae  langer  thrifty  Citizens,  an'  douce. 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  Council-house ; 
But  staumrel,  corky-headed,  graceless  Gentry, 
The  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country ; 
Men,  three-parts  made  by  Taylors  and  by  Barbers, 
Wha  waste  your  weel-hain'd  gear  on  d — d  new  Brigs  and. 
Harhours  I 

NEW  BRIG. 

Now  haud  you  there !  for  faith  ye've  said  enough. 
And  muckle  mair  than  ye  can  mak  to  through. 
As  for  your  Priesthood,  I  shall  say  but  little, 
Corbies  and  Clergy  are  a  shot  right  kittle : 
But,  under  favor  o'  your  langer  beard. 
Abuse  o'  Magistrates  might  weel  be  spar'd ; 
To  liken  them  to  your  auld-warld  squad, 

1  must  needs  say,  comparisons  are  odd. 

In  Ayr^  Wag-wits  nae  mair  can  have  a  handle 
To  mouth  '  A  Citizen,'  a  term  o'  scandal : 
Nae  mair  the  Council  waddles  down  the  street,. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit ; 
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Men  wha  grew  wise  priggin  owre  hops  an'  rasins, 
Or  gather'd  lib'ral  views  in  Bonds  and  Seisins. 
If  haply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp, 
Had  shor'd  them  with  a  ghmmer  of  his  lamp. 
And  would  to  Common-sense  for  once  betray'd  them, 
Plain,  dull  Stupidity  stept  kindly  in  to  aid  them. 


What  farther  clishmaclaver  might  been  said, 
What  bloody  wars,  if  Sprites  had  blood  to  shed, 
"No  man  can  tell ;  but,  all  before  their  sight, 
A  fairy  train  appear'd  in  order  bright : 
Adown  the  ghttering  stream  they  featly  danc'd ; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  dresses  glanc'd : 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat. 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet : 
While  arts  of  Minstrelsy  among  them  rung. 
And  soul-ennobling  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 

O  had  M^Lauchlan^*  thairm-inspiring  Sage, 
Been  there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  engage. 
When  thro'  his  dear  Strathspeys  they  bore  with  Highland 
rage; 

Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia's  melting  airs. 

The  lover's  raptur'd  joys  or  bleeding  cares ; 

How  would  his  Highland  lug  been  nobler  fir'd. 

And  ev'n  his  matchless  hand  vrith  finer  touch  inspir'd ! 

No  guess  could  tell  what  instrument  appear'd, 

But  all  the  soul  of  Music's  self  was  heard ; 

Harmonious  concert  rung  in  every  part. 

While  simple  melody  pour'd  moving  on  the  heart. 

The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  Chief  advanc'd  in  years ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-hhes  crown'd. 
His  manly  leg  with  garter  tangle  bound. 
Next  came  the  lovhest  pair  in  all  the  ring. 
Sweet  Female  Beauty  hand  in  hand  with  Spring ; 


*  A  well  known  performer  of  Scottish  music  on  the  violin.— (E.  B.  1787.) 


(    150  ; 


Then,  crown'd  with  flow'ry  hay,  came  Rural  Joy, 

And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-beaming  eye : 

AU-chearing  Plenty,  with  her  flowing  horn. 

Led  yellow  Autumn  wreath'd  with  nodding  corn ; 

Then  Winter's  time-bleach'd  locks  did  hoary  show. 

By  Hospitahty  with  cloudless  brow. 

Next  follow'd  Courage  with  his  martial  stride, 

From  where  the  Feal  wild-woody  coverts  hide : 

Benevolence,  with  mild,  benignant  air, 

A  female  form,  came  from  the  tow'rs  of  Stair : 

Learning  and  "Worth  in  equal  measures  trode, 

From  simple  Catrine^  their  long-lov'd  abode : 

Last,  white-rob'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazle  wreath, 

To  Rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 

The  broken,  iron  instruments  of  Death, 

At  sight  of  whom  our  Sprites  f  org  at  their  kindling  wrath. 
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THE  OKDINATIOy. 


For  sense  they  little  owe  to  frugal  Ilear'fi — 
To  please  the  Mob  they  hide  the  little  giv'n. 


[On  Feb.  27, 1786,  the  poet  penned  a  letter  to  his  companion,  John  Eichmond, 
*hen  in  Edinburgh,  in  which  inter  alia,  he  says — "  I  have  been  very  busy  with  the 
Muses  since  I  saw  you,  and  have  composed  among  several  others,  The  Ordination, 
a  poem  on  Mr.  Mackinlay's  being  called  to  Kilmarnock."  This  bold  satire,  like 
the  Twa  Herds,  the  Holy  Fair,  the  Kirk's  Alarm,  and  some  others,  was  composed 
in  ridicule  of  the  rigid  Calvinism  of  the  orthodox,  or  Avid  Light  party  in  the  Kirk 
of  Scotland,  and  in  commendation  of  the  Arminiam'sm,  if  not  Socinianism  of  the 
Moderate  or  New  Light  party,  to  which  the  poet  had  become  attached.  The  people 
of  Kilmarnock  had  long  rejoiced,  and  do  still  rejoice  in  the  reputation  of  being 
staunch  to  the  true  blue  colour  of  the  Covenant  flag,  abhorring  patronage  as  the 
pestilence,  and  prizing  as  pure  gold,  the  privilege 

"  That  gives  the  brutes  the  power  themselves  to  choose  their  herds." 

But  so  far  back  as  the  year  1764,  when  Burns  was  but  five  years  old,  the  feelings 
of  the  faithful  in  "  Auld  Killie  "  had  been  outraged  by  what  was  considered  a 
wanton  exercise  of  patronage  on  the  part  of  the  then  Earl  of  Glencairn,  who 
presented  the  Kev.  Wm.  Lindsay,  a  confirmed  Moderate,  to  the  Laigh  Kirk.  The 
induction  of  this  minister  was  the  occasion  of  a  riot  and  a  rising  in  the  town  of 
Kilmarnock,  which  resulted  in  some  criminal  trials  and  punishment  of  offenders. 
But  above  all,  the  affair  was  marked  by  the  composition  of  a  satirical  ballad 
against  Lindsay  and  his  party,  which  is  referred  to  by  Bums  in  the  second 
stanza  of  the  present  poem  and  relative  foot-note.  This  "scoffing  ballad," 
which  is  still  preserved,  was  the  production  of  a  waggish  shoemaker,  named 
Hunter. 

Mr.  Lindsay  of  the  Laigh  Kirk  died  in  1774,  and  was  succeeded  by  the  Eev. 
John  Mutrie,  another  New  Light  preacher,  who  died  in  the  course  of  the  year 
1785,  and  his  death  closed  the  career  of  "  cauld  moderation  "  in  the  Laigh  Kirk 
of  Kilmarnock.  Lord  Glencairn,  on  the  occasion  of  this  vacancy,  filled  it  up  to 
file  satisfaction  of  the  Old  Light  party,  by  putting  in  "  one  of  the  right  sort," 
namely,  the  Eev.  James  Mackinlay,  whose  appointment  occasioned  the  present 
poem.  To  the  foot-note  of  the  poet,  regarding  "  Maggie  Lauder,"  Mr.  Eobert 
Chambers,  in  his  Edition  of  Burns  (1838),  made  the  following  addendum: — "Mr. 
Lindsay,  ordained  to  the  Laigh  Kirk  in  1764,  was  the  first  Moderate  clergyman 
known  in  the  place.  He  was  supposed  to  have  obtained  the  appointment  through 
the  influence  of  his  wife,  whose  maiden  name  was  Margaret  Lauder,  who  had 
been  housekeeper  to  the  Earl  of  Glencairn,  patron  of  the  kirk :  hence  the  scoffing 
ballad  to  which  the  poet  refers." 

The  following  is  the  reference  to  this  matter  in  Hunter's  ballad  of  1764 : — 

"  But  some  folk  had  it  in  their  head 
His  Lordship  wad  mak  nae  sic  speed 

If  Maggie  Lauder  had  been  dead. — Good  people,  hear  my  ditty. 

This  as  it  may,  I  canna  tell, 
Glencairn  he  kens  it  best  himsel', 

His  reason  thus  the  kirk  to  fill. — Good  people,  hear  my  ditty."] 

Kilmarnock  Wabsters,  fidge  an'  claw, 

An'  pour  your  creeshie  nations ; 
An'  ye  wha  leather  rax  an'  draw, 

Of  a'  denominations ; 
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Swith  to  the  Laigh  Kirk^  ane  an'  a', 
An'  there  tak  up  your  stations ; 

Then  aff  to  Beghie's  in  a  raw, 
An'  pour  divine  hbations 

For  joy  this  day. 


Curst  Common-sense,  that  imp  o'  h-U, 

Cam  in  wi'  Maggie  Lauder ;  * 
But  Oliphant  aft  made  her  yell, 

An'  Russell  sair  misca'd  her : 
This  day  M'Kinlay  taks  the  flail. 

An'  he's  the  boy  will  blaud  her ! 
He'll  clap  a  shangan  on  her  tail. 

An'  set  the  bairns  to  daud  her 

Wi'  dirt  this  day. 


Mak  haste  an'  turn  king  David  owre. 

An'  lilt  wi'  holy  clangor ; 
0'  double  verse  come  gie  us  four, 

An'  skirl  up  the  Bangor : 
This  day  the  Kirk  kicks  up  a  stoure, 

Nae  mair  the  knaves  shall  wrang  her, 
For  Heresy  is  in  her  pow'r. 

And  gloriously  she'll  whang  her 

Wi'  pith  this  day. 


Come,  let  a  proper  text  be  read. 

An'  touch  it  aff  wi'  vigour. 
How  graceless  Ham  f  leugh  at  his  Dad, 

Which  made  Canaan  a  nigger ; 
Or  Phineas  %  drove  the  murdering  blade, 

Wi'  wh-re-abhorring  rigour ; 
Or  Zipporah^  §  the  scauldin  jad, 

Was  Hke  a  bluidy  tiger 

r  th'  inn  that  day. 


*  Alluding  to  a  scoffing  ballad  which  was  made  on  the  admission  of  the  late 

Reverend  and  worthy  Mr  L  to  the  Laigh  Kirk.—(R.  B.  1787.) 

t  Genesis,  ch.  ix.  vers.  22.— (E.  B.  1787.) 
J  Numbers,  ch.  xxv.  vers.  8.— (R.  B.  1787.) 
§  Exodus,  ch.  iv.  vers.  25.— (R.  B.  1787.) 
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There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  creed, 

And  bind  him  down  wi'  caution, 
That  Stipend  is  a  carnal  weed 

He  takes  but  for  the  fashion ; 
And  gie  him  o'er  the  flock,  to  feed, 

And  punish  each  transgression ; 
Especial,  rams  that  cross  the  breed, 

Gie  them  sufficient  threshin. 

Spare  them  nae  day. 

iN'ow  auld  Kilmarnock,  cock  thy  tail, 

An'  toss  thy  horns  fu'  canty ; 
Nae  mair  thou'lt  rowte  out-owre  the  dale, 

Because  thy  pasture's  scanty ; 
For  lapfu's  large  o'  gospel  hail 

Shall  fiU  thy  crib  in  plenty. 
An'  runts  o'  grace  the  pick  an'  wale. 

No  gi'en  by  way  o'  dainty 

But  ilka  day. 

Nae  mair  by  BdbeVs  streams  we'll  weep, 

To  think  upon  our  Zion ; 
And  hing  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep. 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryin : 
Come,  screw  the  pegs  wi'  tunefu'  cheep, 

And  o'er  the  thairms  be  tryin ; 
Oh,  rare !  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep. 

And  a'  Hke  lamb-tails  flyin 

Fu'  fast  this  day ! 

Lang,  Patronage^  wi'  rod  o'  airn. 

Has  shor'd  the  Kirk's  undoin. 
As  lately  Fenwick^  sair  forfairn. 

Has  proven  to  its  ruin : 
Our  Patron,  honest  man !  Glencairn, 

He  saw  mischief  was  brewin ; 
And  like  a  godly,  elect  bairn. 

He's  wal'd  us  out  a  true  ane, 

And  sound  this  day. 
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Now  Robinson  harangue  nae  mair, 

But  steek  your  gab  for  ever ; 
Or  try  the  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clever ; 
Or,  nae  reflection  on  your  lear, 

Ye  may  commence  a  Shaver ; 
Or  to  the  Netherton  repair, 

And  turn  a  Carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand  this  day. 

Mutrie  and  you  were  just  a  match, 

We  never  had  sic  twa  drones  ; 
Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigh  Kirh  watch, 

Just  like  a  winkin  baudrons : 
And  ay  he  catch'd  the  tither  wretch, 

To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons ; 
But  now  hi&  Honor  maun  detach, 

Wi'  a'  his  brimstone  squadrons. 

Fast,  fast  this  day. 

See,  see  auld  Orthodoxy's  faes 

She's  swingein  thro'  the  city ! 
Hark,  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  she  plays ! 

I  vow  it's  unco  pretty  : 
There,  Learning,  with  his  Greekish  face, 

Grunts  out  some  Latin  ditty ; 
And  Common  Sense  is  gaun,  she  says, 

To  mak  to  Jamie  Beattie 

Her  plaint  this  day. 

But  there's  Morahty  himsel. 

Embracing  all  opinions ; 
Hear,  how  he  gies  the  tither  yell, 

Between  his  twa  companions  I 
See,  how  she  peels  the  skin  an'  fell, 

As  ane  were  peehn  onions ! 
Now  there,  they're  packed  aff  to  h-11. 

And  banish'd  our  dominions, 

Henceforth  this  day. 
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0  happy  day!  rejoice,  rejoice! 

Come  bouse  about  the  porter ! 
Morality's  demure  decoys 

Shall  here  nae  mair  find  quarter : 
M'Kinlay,  Russell,  are  the  boys 

That  Heresy  can  torture  ; 
They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse, 

And  cowe  her  measure  shorter 

By  th'  head  some  day. 

Come,  bring  the  tither  mutchkin  in, 

And  here's,  for  a  conclusion, 
To  ev'ry  New-light*  mother's  son, 

From  this  time  forth.  Confusion  : 
If  mair  they  deave  us  wi'  their  din, 

Or  Patronage  intrusion. 
We'll  light  a  spunk,  and,  ev'ry  skin, 

We'll  rin  them  aff  in  fusion 

Like  oil,  some  day. 


THE  CALF. 

To  the  Rev.  Mr         ,  on  his  text,  MAiiACHi,  ch.  iv.  vers.  2. — '  And  they  shall 
go  forth,  and  grow  up,  like  Calves  of  the  stall.' 

[The  preacher  was  tho  Ee v.  James  Steven,  afterwards  of  the  Scotch  Church 
in  London,  and  ultimately  minister  of  KUwinning  in  Ayrshire.  On  the  morning 
of  the  same  day  on  which  poor  Jean  Armour  was  dehvered  of  the  poet's  twin- 
children,  namely,  Sunday,  3rd  September,  1788,  he  had  called  for  Gavin 
Hamilton  on  his  way  to  the  church  at  Mauchline,  and  that  gentleman  being 
indisposed  to  go,  requested  the  poet  to  bring  him  back  a  note  of  the  sermon. 
He  called  on  returning,  and  produced  the  poem  almost  extempore.  The  verses 
are  very  clever,  but  recklessly  severe ;  for  the  author  could  have  no  personal 
disHke  to  this  victim  of  his  satirical  propensity.  The  appellation  of  The  Calf 
seems  to  have  stuck  to  the  decent  preacher  throughout  his  life.] 

HiGHT,  Sir !  your  text  I'll  prove  it  true, 

Tho'  Heretics  may  laugh ; 
For  instance,  there's  yoursel  just  now, 

God  knows,  an  unco  Calf! 


*  See  note  page  117. 
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And  should  some  Patron  be  so  kind, 

As  bless  you  wi'  a  kirk, 
I  doubt  na.  Sir,  but  then  we'll  find, 

Ye're  still  as  great  a  Stirh. 

But,  if  the  Lover's  raptur'd  hour 

Shall  ever  be  your  lot. 
Forbid  it,  ev'ry  heavenly  Power, 

You  e'er  should  be  a  Stot ! 

Tho',  when  some  kind,  connubial  Dear 

Your  But-and-ben  adorns, 
The  like  has  been  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  head  of  horns. 

And,  in  your  lug,  most  reverend  J  , 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowte, 

Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  your  claims 
To  rank  amang  the  Nowte. 

And  when  ye're  number'd  wi'  the  dead, 

Below  a  grassy  hillock, 
Wi'  justice  they  may  mark  your  head — 

'  Here  lies  a  famous  Bulloch  I* 
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THE  YISION. 

STANZAS  INTRODUCED  AT  CLOSE  OF  DUAN  FIRST,  IN  THE 
author's  SECOND  EDITION,  AND  RETAINED  THEREAFTER 

AS  A  PORTION  OP  THE  TEXT. — See  ante^  p^ge  44. 

By  stately  tow'r,  or  palace  fair, 

Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  air. 

Bold  stems  of  Heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  could  discern ; 
Some  seem'd  to  muse,  some  seem'd  to  dare, 

With  feature  stern. 


My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel, 

To  see  a  Race  *  heroic  wheel. 

And  brandish  round  the  deep-dy'd  steel 

In  sturdy  blows ; 
While  back-recoiling  seem'd  to  reel 

Their  Suthron  foes. 


His  Country's  Saviour,!  mark  him  well ! 
Bold  Richardton^s  J  heroic  swell ; 
The  Chief  on  Sarh  §  who  glorious  fell. 

In  high  command ; 
And  He  whom  ruthless  Fates  expel 

His  native  land.  || 


*  The  Wallaces.— CR.  B.  1787.) 
t  Wniiam  Wallace.— (E.  B.  1787.) 

t  Adam  Wallace  of  Eichardton,  cousin  to  the  immortal  Preserver  of  Scottish 
Independence.— (E.  B.  1787.) 

§  Wallace  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  was  second  in  command,  under  Douglas- 
Earl  of  Ormond,  at  the  famous  battle  on  the  banks  of  Sark,  fought  anno,  1448.. 
That  glorious  victory  was  principally  owing  to  the  judicious  conduct  and  mtrepid 
valour  of  the  gallant  Laird  of  Oraigie,  who  died  of  his  wounds  after  the  action. 
~(R.B.  1787.) 

I  Here,  in  the  Stair  MS.,  four  suppressed  stanzas  are  introduced.  {See  p.  159.) 
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There,  where  a  sceptr'd  Pictish  *  shade 
Stalk'd  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  mark'd  a  martial  Race,  pourtray'd 

In  colours  strong ;  f 
Bold,  soldier-featur'd,  undismay'd 

They  strode  along.  % 

Thro'  many  a  wild,  romantic  grove,  § 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancy'd  cove, 
(Fit  haunts  for  Friendship  or  for  Love, 

In  musing  mood) 
An  aged  Judge^  I  saw  him  rove. 

Dispensing  good.  || 

With  deep-struck,  reverential  awe,  ^ 
The  learned  Sire  and  Son  I  saw, 
To  Nature's  God  and  Nature's  law 

They  gave  their  lore, 
This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  draw, 

That,  to  adore.** 

Bry don's  brave  Ward  j-f  I  well  could  spy, 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye ; 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  standing  by. 

To  hand  him  on, 
Where  many  a  Patriot-name  on  high 

And  Hero  shone. 


*  Coilus  King  of  the  Picts,  from  wlioin  the  district  of  Kyle  is  said  to  take  its 
name,  lies  buried,  as  tradition  says,  near  the  family-seat  of  the  Montgomeries  of 
Coilsfield,  where  his  burial  place  is  still  shown. — (E.  B.  1787.) 

t  The  Montgomeries  of  Coilsfield. 
t  Var.  in  MS.—"  stalked  along." 

§  Barskimming,  the  seat  of  the  Lord  Justice  Clerk.— (E.  B.  1787.) 
II  Here,  in  the  Stair  MS.,  four  suppressed  stanzas  are  introduced.   (See  p.  160.) 
If  Catrine,  the  seat  of  the  late  Doctor,  and  present  Professor  Stewart. — (R.  B. 
J787.) 

*  *  Here,  in  the  Stair  MS.,  five  suppressed  stanzas  are  introduced.  {See-p.  160.) 
tt  Colonel  Fullarton.—(R.B.  1787.) 
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SUPPRESSED  STANZAS  OP  "THE  VISION." 


[The  poet  in  his  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  of  15th  January,  1787,  refers  to  the  fore- 
going seven  stanzas,  a  copy  of  which  he  encloses  to  her  with  these  words : — "  I 
have  not  composed  anything  on  the  great  "Wallace,  except  what  you  have  seen 
in  print  and  the  enclosed,  which  I  ^vill  print  in  this  edition.  When  I  composed 
my  Vision  long  ago,  I  had  attempted  a  description  of  Kyle,  of  which  these 
stanzas  are  a  part  as  it  originally  stood."  The  entire  poem,  in  the  poet's  hand- 
Avriting,  is  inserted  in  a  MS.  of  ten  leaves,  which  he  transcribed  and  presented 
to  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair  about  the  month  of  August,  1786.  Besides  The  Vision,  it 
contains  T/w  Lass  of  Ballochmyle,  and  six  other  pieces  not  printed  in  the 
Kilmarnock  edition,  then  just  published.  This  interesting  manuscript,  which 
the  grandson  of  Mrs.  Stewart  sold  to  the  late  John  Dick,  bookseller  in  Ayr,  is 
not  to  be  confounded  with  another  MS.  collection  which  the  poet  presented  to 
the  same  lady  in  1791,  containing  the  song,  Craigiebum  Wood,  and  other  pieces. 
We  will  afterwards  refer  to  this  collection,  which  is  still  in  the  possession  of 
William  Allason  Ouninghame,  Esq.,  of  Logan  House. 

Chambers  properly  observes  regarding  the  suppressed  stanzas  of  The  Vision:-^ 
"  It  is  a  curious  and  valuable  document,  but  for  an  unexpected  reason,  namely, 
its  proving  what  might  otherwise  have  been  doubted,  that  Burns  was  not  in- 
capable of  writing  weakty.  The  whole  of  the  unedited  stanzas  are  strikingly  of 
this  character ;  but  perhaps  there  is,  after  all,  a  second  and  a  greater  importance 
in  the  document,  as  shomng  how,  with  the  capability  to  write  ineffectively,  his 
taste  was  so  unerring  as  to  prevent  him  from  publishing  a  single  line  that  was 
not  fitted  to  command  respect,  for  every  one  of  the  poor  stanzas  has  been  thrown 
out  on  his  sending  the  poem  to  the  press."] 


With  secret  throes  I  marked  that  earth, 
That  cottage,  witness  of  my  birth ;  * 
And  near  I  saw,  bold  issuing  forth 

In  youthful  pride, 
A  Lindsay,  race  of  noble  worth. 

Famed  far  and  wide. 


Where,  hid  behind  a  spreading  wood, 
An  ancient  Pict-built  mansion  stood, 
I  spied,  among  an  angel  brood, 

A  female  pair ; 
Sweet  shone  their  high  maternal  blood. 

And  father's  air.  t 

An  ancient  tower  %  to  memory  brought 
How  Dettingen's  bold  hero  fought ; 
Still  far  from  sinking  into  nought. 

It  owns  a  lord 
Who  [far  in  western]  §  climates  fought, 

With  ti'usty  sword. 


*  Here  the  poet  shows  a  remarkable  forecast  of  the  after  interest  taken  by  the 
public  in  the  "  cottage  of  his  birth." 

t  Sundrum. — (E.  B.)  Mr.  Hamilton  of  Sundrum  being  married  to  a  sister  of 
Colonel  Montgomery  of  Ooilsfield,  Burns  felt  a  great  interest  in  the  family. 
Misses  Lillias  and  Margaret  Hamilton  were  the  female  pair  referred  to. 

t  Stair,— (E.  B.) 

§  These  words  are  written  over  the  original  in  another  hand. 
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Among  the  rest  I  well  could  spy 
One  gallant,  graceful,  martial  boy, 
The  sodger  sparkled  in  his  eye, 

A  diamond  water ; 
I  blest  that  noble  badge  with  joy 

That  owned  vciQf rater.* 


Near  by  arose  a  mansion  flne,t 
The  seat  of  many  a  muse  divine ; 
Not  rustic  muses  such  as  mine. 

With  holly  crowned. 
But  th'  ancient,  tuneful,  laurelled  Nine, 

From  classic  ground. 

I  mourned  the  card  that  Fortune  dealt, 
To  see  where  bonie  Whitefoords  dwelt;  % 
But  other  prospects  made  me  melt. 

That  village  near;  § 
There  Nature,  Friendship,  Love  I  felt. 

Fond-mingling  dear. 

Hail!  Nature's  pang,  more  strong  than  death  1 
Warm  friendship's  glow,  like  kindling  wrath  1 
Love,  dearer  than  the  parting  breath 

Of  dying  friend ! 
[Not  even]  ||  with  life's  wild  devious  path, 

Your  force  shall  end ! 

The  power  that  gave  the  soft  alarms, 
In  blooming  Whitefoord's  rosy  charms, 
Still  threats  the  tiny-feathered  arms, 

The  barbfed  dart. 
While  lovely  Wilhelmina  warms 

The  coldest  heart.t 


Where  Lugar  leaves  his  moorland  plaid, 
Where  lately  Want  was  idly  laid, 
I  marked  busy,  bustling  Trade, 

In  fervid  flame, 
Beneath  a  patroness's  aid. 

Of  noble  name; 

While  countless  hills  I  could  survey, 
And  countless  flocks  as  well  as  they ; 
But  other  scenes  did  charms  display, 

That  better  please, 
Where  polished  manners  dwelt  with  Gray 

In  rural  ease.  1 1 


*  Captain  James  Montgomery,  Master  of  St.  James's  Lodge,  Tarbolton,  to 
which  the  author  has  the  honour  to  belong. — (R.  B.) 

t  Auchinleck.— (E.  B.)   The  poet  here  pays  a  compliment  to  the  BosweU 
family,  and  particularly  to  the  biographer  of  Johnson, 
t  Ballochmyle.  The  Whitefoords  were  at  this  time  parting  with  the  property. 
§  Mauchline. 

H  Originally  written  "  only." 

A  compliment  to  Miss  Wilhelmina  Alexander,  the  "  Bonie  Lass  of  Balloch- 
myle." 

*  *  Cumnock.— (E.  B.)  1 1  Mr.  Farquhar  Gray.— (R.  B.) 
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Where  Cessnock  pours  with  gurgling  sound," 
And  Irwine,  marking  out  the  bound, 
Enamoured  of  the  scenes  around, 

Slow  runs  his  race. 
A  name  I  doubly  honoured  found,t 

With  knightly  grace. 

Brydone's  brave  ward,  I  saw  him  stand,? 
Fame  humbly  offering  her  hand ; 
And  near  his  kinsman's  rustic  band,  § 

With  one  accord, 
Lamenting  their  late  blessed  land 

Must  change  its  lord.  J 

The  owner  of  a  pleasant  spot, 
Near  sandy  wilds  I  did  him  note  :  ^ 
A  heart  too  warm,  a  pulse  too  hot. 

At  times  o'erran ; 
But  large  in  every  feature  wrote, 

Appeared  the  man.** 


*  Auchinskieth.  t  Caprington. — (R.  B.)  Cunnin^fiiam  of  Oaprington,  Bart. 
t  Colonel  Fullarton.— (E.  B.)  §  Dr.  FuUarton.— (R.  B.) 
II  This  stanza  is  partly  preserved  in  the  text. 

1  Orangefleld.— (R.  B.)  Mr.  Dalrymple  of  Orangefleld,  near  Ayr,  was  an 
active  patron  of  Bums. 

*  *  The  same  compliment  is  paid  to  James  Smith,  in  the  Epistle  to  J  S  , 

page  35. 
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ADBHESS  TO  THE  UNCO  GUID,  OR  THE 
RIGIDLY  RIGHTEOUS. 

My  Son,  these  maxims  make  a  rule, 

And  lump  them  ay  thegither ; 
The  Rigid  Righteous  is  a  fool. 

The  Rigid  Wise  anither: 
The  cleanest  corn  that  eer  was  dight 

May  hae  som^  vyies  o'  laff  in; 
So  near  a  fellow-creature  slight 

For  random  fits  o'  daffln. 

Solomon.— Eccles.  ch.  vii.  vers.  1 G. 

[Tt  is  not  easy  to  determine  the  precise  period  when  this  master-performance 

was  conceived  and  executed :  had  it  been  written  before  midsummer  of  1786,  it 
surely  would  not  have  been  excl  uded  from  his  Kilmarnock  volume.  There  is 
much  of  stern,  humiliating  truth  in  the  train  of  thought  pursued  in  the  poem, 
which  was  a  favourite  one  with  the  author :  indeed,  we  find  in  his  early  Com- 
mon-place Book,  under  date  March,  1784,  the  following  passage,  which  is  really 
the  first  rough-draught  of  the  poem : — "  I  have  often  observed,  in  the  course  of 
my  experience  of  human  life,  that  every  man — even  the  worst — has  something 
good  about  him ;  though  very  often  nothing  else  than  a  happy  temperament  of 
constitution  inclining  him  to  this  or  that  virtue.  For  this  reason,  no  man  can 
say  in  what  degree  any  other  person  besides  himself  can  be,  with  strict  justice, 
called  wicked.  Let  any  of  the  strictest  character  for  regularity  of  conduct 
among  us,  examine  impartially  how  many  vices  he  has  never  been  guilty  of,  not 
from  any  care  or  vigilance,  but  for  want  of  opportunity,  or  some  accidental 
circumstance  intervening — how  many  of  the  weaknesses  of  mankind  he  has 
escaped,  because  he  was  out  of  the  line  of  such  temptation ;  and,  what  often,  if 
not  always,  weighs  more  than  all  the  rest,  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  the  world's 
good  opinion,  because  the  world  does  not  know  all ; — I  say,  any  man  who  can 
thus  think,  will  scan  the  failings — nay,  the  faults  and  crimes  of  mankind  around 
him,  with  a  brother's  eye.'' 

The  above  remarks  were  penned  shortly  after  his  father's  death,  when  the 
consequences  of  his  own  irregularity  of  conduct  were  about  to  bring  him  under 
the  censure  of  those  who  considered  it  to  be  their  duty 

"To  mark  and  tell  their  neebours'  fauts  and  folly:  " 

and  in  July,  1786,  when  he  had  again  to  go  through  the  ordeal  of  a  public  rebuke 
in  his  parish  kirk  for  some  more  of  his  "  donsie  tricks  and  black  mistakes,"  it 
is  very  probable  that  he  set  about  weaving  the  foregoing  philosophic  musings 
into  his  best  homespun  verse.] 

0  TE  -wlia  are  sae  guid  yoursel, 

Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 
Ye've  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  Neebour's  fauts  and  folly ! 
Whase  life  is  hke  a  weel-gaun  mill, 

Supply'd  wi'  store  o'  water, 
The  heaped  happer's  ebbing  still. 

And  still  the  clap  plays  clatter. 
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Hear  me,  ye  venerable  Core, 

As  counsel  for  poor  mortals. 
That  frequent  pass  douce  Wisdom's  door 

For  glaikit  Folly's  portals ; 
I,  for  their  thoughtless,  careless  sakes 

Would  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakes, 

Their  faihngs  and  mischances. 

Ye  see  your  state  wi'  their's  compar'd, 

And  shudder  at  the  niffer. 
But  cast  a  moment's  fair  regard 

What  maks  the  mighty  differ ; 
Discount  what  scant  occasion  gave, 

That  purity  ye  pride  in. 
And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  lave) 

Your  better  art  o'  hiding. 

Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop, 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  convulse, 

That  still  eternal  gallop  : 
Wi'  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  tail, 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way ; 
But,  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  sail, 

It  maks  an  unco  leeway. 

See  Social-life  and  Glee  sit  down. 

All  joyous  and  unthinking, 
Till,  quite  transmugrify'd,  they're  grown 

Debauchery  and  Drinking : 
0  would  they  stay  to  calculate  I 

Th'  eternal  consequences  ;  • 
Or  your  more  dreaded  h-11  to  state, 

D-mnation  of  expences !  ' 

Ye  high,  exalted,  virtuous  Dames,  ] 
Ty'd  up  in  godly  laces,  i 

Before  ye  gie  poor  Frailty  names, 
Suppose  a  change  o'  cases ; 
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A  dear-lov'd  lad,  convenience  snug, 
A  treacherous  inclination  

But,  let  me  whisper  i'  your  lug, 
Ye're  aiblins  nae  temptation. 

Then  gently  scan  your  brother  Man, 

Still  gentler  sister  Woman ; 
Tho'  they  may  gang  a  kennin  wrang, 

To  step  aside  is  human : 
One  point  must  still  be  greatly  dark, 

The  moving  Why  they  do  it ; 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark. 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 

Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  us. 
He  knows  each  chord  its  various  tone, 

Each  spring  its  various  bias : 
Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute. 

We  never  can  adjust  it ; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  compute, 

But  know  not  what's  resisted. 
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TAM  SAMSON'S*  ELEGY. 

An  fianest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God. — 
POPK. 

[Bums  became  acquainted  \nth  the  hero  of  this  admired  production,  while 
superintending  the  printing  of  his  poems  in  Kilmarnock  during  the  spring  or 
summer  of  1786.  The  first  mention  we  have  of  it  is  in  a  letter  to  Eobert  Muir, 
dated  18th  Nov.,  1786 : — " Enclosed  you  have  Tarn  Samson"  as  I  intend  to  print 
him.  I  am  thinking  for  my  Edinburgh  expedition  on  Monday  or  Tuesday  come 
se'ennight,  for  pos."  Thomas  Samson,  nurseryman,  Kosebank,  Braehead,  Kil- 
marnock, belonged  to  a  circle  of  the  poet's  early  patrons  in  that  town:  he 
subscribed  and  aided  in  procuring  subscriptions  for  the  Ayrshire  edition,  and 
his  name  is  on  the  subscription-list  for  two  copies  of  the  Edinburgh  edition.  A 
daughter  of  Mr.  Samson  was  married  to  one  Sandy  Patrick,  landlord  of  "  The 
Bowling-green  House,"  a  noted  tavern  or  public-house  at  the  foot  of  Back  Street, 
famed  for  its  superior  drink,  especially  its  home-brewed  cap  ale,  which  the  old 
sportsman  used  to  drink  with  Burns  and  other  cronies  after  a  day's  shooting. 

Mr.  Archibald  M'Kay,  in  his  excellent  History  of  Kilmarnock,  has,  from  a 
sure  authority,  given  the  real  origin  of  the  present  poem.  The  poet,  in  company 
of  Charles  Samson  (the  sportsman's  nephew)  and  others,  was  enjojang  a  caup  of 
ale  one  evening  in  Sandy  s  house,  when  Charles  remarked  that  his  uncle  was 
out  later  at  the  sport  than  usual,  and  made  reference  to  the  sportsman's  wish 
"  to  die  in  the  muirs  "  which  the  poet  has  recorded  in  a  foot-note.  Burns  soon 
became  thoughtful,  and  thereafter  was  seen  pencilling  something  down  on  a 
piece  of  paper.  By-and-bye  Mr.  Samson  arrived  hale  and  hearty,  and  in  the 
course  of  the  evening  the  poet  produced  and  read  a  few  verses  of  the  famous 
Elegy.  All  present  were  surprised  and  delighted  with  what  they  heard ;  but 
the  sportsman  himself,  while  he  felt  the  force  of  the  bard's  compliments  and  the 
exquisite  truth  of  his  description,  could  not  help  remarking,  that  if  the  poem 
were  published  his  friends  would  never  believe  that  he  was  still  leevin.  Burns 
took  the  hint,  and  in  a  few  minutes  gratified  the  company  by  reading  aloud  the 
Per  Contra,  which  set  them  all  in  a  roar,  and  put  new  life  and  mettle  into  the 
good  old  soul  who  was  the  subject  of  the  verses. 

The  names  of  two  preachers  who  are  contrasted  together  are  introduced  in 
the  opening  verse — Mackinlay  and  Eobertson,  who  figure  also  in  Tlie  Ordination. 
Mr.  M'Kay,  above  quoted,  points  out  the  curious  coincidence  that  the  "  weel- 
worn  clay  "  of  Tarn  Samson,  which  was  interred  in  the  Low  Church  burying- 
ground  in  December,  1795  (aged  72,)  reposes  in  close  proximity  to  the  remains 
of  these  two  ministers.  Eobertson  died  in  1798,  and  Mackinlay  survived  tUl  1841, 
but  they  all  occupy  one  spot  in  the  churchyard,  as  they  do  one  stanza  in  the 
poem — the  dust  of  the  opposing  preachers  being  separated  from  that  of  the 
sportsman  by  only  a  few  inches  of  ground.  The  words  of  the  Epitaph  in  the 
text  are  inscribed  on  Mr.  Samson's  headstone,] 

Has  auld  Kilmarnock  seen  the  Deil  ? 
Or  great  M'Kinlay  j  thrawn  his  heel  ? 
Or  Robinson  \  again  grown  weel, 

To  preach  an'  read? 


*  When  this  worthy  old  Sportsman  went  out  last  muir-f  owl  season,  he  supposed 
it  was  to  be,  in  Ossian's  phrase,  '  the  last  of  his  fields ; '  and  expressed  an 
ardent  wish  to  die  and  be  buried  in  the  muirs.  On  this  hint  the  Author  com- 
posed his  Elegy  and  Epitaph. — (E.  B.  1787.) 

t  A  certain  Preacher,  a  great  favourite  with  the  Million.— (E.  B.  1787.)  Vide 
The  Ordination,  page  152. 

t  Another  Preacher,  an  equal  favourite  with  the  Few,  who  was  at  that  time 
ailing.— (E.  B.   1787.)   For  him  see  also  The  Ordination,  stanza  9. 
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'  Na,  waur  than  a' ! '  cries  ilka  chiel, 

'  Tam  SamsorCs  dead  !* 

Kilmarnock  lang  may  grunt  an'  grane, 
An'  sigh  an'  sob,*  an'  greet  her  lane, 
An'  deed  her  bairns,  man,  wife,  an'  wean, 

In  mourning  weed ; 
To  Death  she's  dearly  pay'd  the  kane, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

The  Brethren  o'  the  mystic  level 
May  hing  their  head  in  wofu'  bevel. 
While  by  their  nose  the  tears  will  revel, 

Like  ony  bead ; 
Death's  gien  the  Lodge  an  unco  devel, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

When  Winter  muffles  up  his  cloak, 
And  binds  the  mire  like  a  rock ; 
When  to  the  loughs  the  Curlers  flock, 

Wf  gleesome  spied, 
Wha  will  they  station  at  the  cock^ 

Tam  Samson's  dead  ? 

He  was  the  king  of  a'  the  Core, 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore, 
Or  up  the  rink  hke  Jehu  roar 

In  time  o'  need ; 
But  now  he  lags  on  Death's  hog-score^ 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

JSTow  safe  the  stately  Sawmont  sail. 
And  Trouts  bedropp'd  wi'  crimson  hail. 
And  Eels  weel  kend  for  souple  tail. 

And  Geds  for  greed. 
Since  dark  in  Death's  fish-creel  we  wail 

Tam  Samson  dead ! 

Rejoice,  ye  birring  Paitricks  a' ; 
Ye  cootie  Moorcocks,  crousely  craw ; 
Ye  Maukins,  cock  your  fuds  fu'  braw, 
Withoutten  dread ; 


*  Changed  to  "  sab  "  in  1794. 
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Your  mortal  Fae  is  now  awa', 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

That  woefu'  morn  be  ever  mo  urn' d 
Saw  him  in  shootin  graith  adorn'd, 
While  pointers  round  impatient  burn'd, 

Frae  couples  freed ; 
But,  Och !  he  gaed  and  ne'er  return'd  I 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

In  vain  Auld-age  his  body  batters  ; 
In  vain  the  Gout  his  ankles  fetters ; 
In  vain  the  burns  cam  down  like  waters, 

An  acre-braid ! 
Now  ev'ry  auld  wife,  greetin,  clatters, 

'  Tam  Samson's  dead !' 

Owre  monie  a  weary  hag  he  limpit, 
An'  ay  the  tither  shot  he  thumpit, 
Till  coward  Death  behind  him  jumpit, 

Wi'  deadly  feide  ; 
Now  he  proclaims,  wi'  tout  o'  trumpet, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dagger. 
He  reel'd  his  wonted  bottle-swagger. 
But  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger 

Wi'  weel-aim'd  heed ; 
*  L — d,  five ! '  he  cry'd,  an'  owre  did  stagger ; 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

Ilk  hoary  Hunter  mourn'd  a  brither  ; 
Ilk  Sportsman-youth  bemoan'd  a  father ; 
Yon  auld  gray  stane,  amang  the  heather, 

Marks  out  his  head, 
Whare  Burns  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether, 

Tam  Samson's  dead!* 

•  Here,  in  1793,  the  author  introduced  the  following  characteristic  verse : — 
"  There,  low  he  lies  in  lasting  rest ; 
Perhaps  upon  his  mould'ring  breast 
Some  spitefu  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest, 
To  hatch  and  breed : 
Alas !  nae  mair  he'll  them  molest, — 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I  " 

JIatch  that  versa  who  can!— HOGG. 
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When  August  winds  the  heather  wave, 
And  Sportsmen  wander  by  yon  grave, 
Three  vollies  let  his  mem'ry  crave 

O'  pouther  an*  lead, 
Till  Echo  answer  frae  her  cave, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead  1 

Heav'n  rest  his  saul,  whare'er  he  be ! 
Is  th'  wish  o'  mony  mae  than  me : 
He  had  twa  fauts,  or  maybe  three, 

Yet  what  remead? 
Ae  social,  honest  man  want  we  : 

Tarn  Samson's  dead ! 


THE  EPITAPH. 

Tarn  Samson's  weel-worn  clay  here  lies. 
Ye  canting  Zealots,  spare  him ! 

If  Honest  Worth  in  heaven  rise, 
Ye'U  mend  or  ye  win  near  him. 

PER  CONTRA. 

Go,  Eame,  an'  canter  Kke  a  filly 

Thro'  a'  the  streets  an'  neuks  o'  Zz7Z/e,f 

Tell  ev'ry  social,  honest  billie 

To  cease  his  grievin, 
Eor  yet,  unskaith'd  by  Death's  gleg  gullie, 

Tam  Samson's  livin  ! 


*  The  Ettrick  Shepherd,  in  1834,  has  the  following  note  on  this  poem : — "  This 
has  always  been  a  great  country  favourite.  From  20  to  30  years  ago,  you  could 
not  have  met  a  lad  or  boy  in  Scotland  who  could  not  have  rhymed  over  to  you 
Tam  Samson's  Elegy.  I  cannot  resist  pointing  out  some  of  those  peculiarly  happy 
expressions  here,  which  tend  to  give  the  poems  of  Burns  their  zest: — 

'  Death's  gien  the  Lodge  an  unco  devel.' — 
It  is  impossible  for  any  expression  to  excel  this ;  the  picture  of  the  curling,  too, 
is  inimitable. 

'  And  eels  weel  kend  for  souple  tail.' — 
I  never  heard  anybody  read  or  repeat  this  without  laughing. 

'  Ye  maukins,  cock  your  fuds  fu'  braw.' — 
We  actually  see  the  hare  flinging  up  her  short  tail  disdainfully. 

'  In  vain  the  burns  cam  down  like  waters, 
An  acre  braid ! ' — 

What  a  picture  of  a  flooded  burn!  Any  other  poet  would  have  given  us  a  long 
description;  but  Burns  dashes  it  down  in  a  style  so  graphic,  no  one  can  mistake  it." 

t  Killie  is  a  phrase  the  country-folks  sometimes  use  for  the  name  of  a  certain 
town  in  the  West.— (E.  B,  1787.) 


(    169  ) 


A  WINTER  NIGHT. 


Poor  nal-ed  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are, 
Tint  hide  the  pelting  of  this  pityless  storm! 
how  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed  sides, 
Your  looped  and  window  d  raggedness,  defend  you 
From  seasons  such  as  these  

Shakespeaeb. 


[This  is  another  of  those  pieces  which  the  author  must  have  had  "  on  the 
stocks  "  and  unfinished  at  the  time  of  his  Kilmarnocli  publication.  Amid  many 
exquisite  touches  of  tenderness,  there  is  in  it  much  of  the  gloomy  grandeur  of 
"Man  was  made  to  Mourn."  In  the  following  withering  passage,  we  at  once 
recognise  the  hand  that  wrote  the  two  stanzas  of  that  DJrge  commencing  with 
— "  See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd  wight " : — 

"  pamper'd  Luxury 

Surveys  her  Property  extended  wide, 

And  eyes  the  simple,  rustic  Hind 
Whose  toil  upholds  the  glittering  show— 

A  creature  of  another  kind — 

Some  coarser  substance  unrefin'd. 
Placed  for  her  lordly  use  thus  far — thus  vile,  below!  " 

The  bard  has  headed  this  production  with  a  motto  from  King  Lear's  sublime 
exclamations  during  the  storm  on  the  heath,  at  the  door  of  the  hovel,  and  the 
poem  throughout  shows  that  he  had  been  studjdng  Shakespeare :  indeed,  the 
passage  commencing — "  Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  gust ! "  is  little  else 
tlian  a  fine  paraphrase  of  the  famous  song  on  "Man's  Ingratitude"  in  As  YOU 
Like  it>  - 

"  Blow,  blow,  thou  bitter  wind!  thou  art  not  so  unkind 

As  man's  ingratitude : 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen,  because  thou  art  not  seen. 

Although  thy  breath  be  rude ! 
Freeze,  freeze  thou  bitter  sky!  thou  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot: 
Though  thou  the  waters  warp,  thy  sting  is  not  so  sharp 

As  friends  remember'd  not ! " 

Carlyle's  remarks  on  this  poem  are  worth  quoting: — "How  touching  is  it, 
amid  the  gloom  of  personal  misery  that  broods  over  and  around  him,  that  even 
amid  the  storm  he  thinks  of  '  the  ourie  cattle,  the  silly  sheep,  and  the  wee 
helpless  birdies ! '  yes,  the  tenant  of  the  mean,  lowly  hut  has  the  heart  of 
pity  for  all  these.  This  is  worth  a  whole  volume  of  homilies  on  mercy ;  for  it 
is  the  voice  of  mercy  itself.  Burns  lives  in  sympathy :  his  soul  rushes  forth  into 
aU  the  realms  of  being :  nothing  that  has  existence  can  be  indifferent  to  him."] 

When  biting  Boreas^  fell  and  doure, 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leafless  bow'r ; 
When  Phoehus  gies  a  short-hv'd  glow'r, 

Far  south  the  lift, 
Dim-dark'ning  thro'  the  flaky  show'r, 

Or  whirling  drift. 
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Ae  night  the  Storm  the  steeples  rocked, 
Poor  Labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  locked, 
While  burns,  wi'  snawy  wreeths  up-choked, 

Wild-eddying  swirl, 
Or  thro'  the  mining  outlet  bocked, 

Down  headlong  hurL 

List'ning,  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle, 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle 

0'  winter  war. 
And  thro'  the  drift,  deep-lairing,  sprattle, 

Beneath  a  scar. 

Ilk  happing  bird,  wee,  helpless  thing ! 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring. 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing. 

What  comes  o'  thee? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  chittering  wing, 

An'  close  thy  e'e  ? 

Ev'n  you  on  murd'ring  errands  toil'd, 
Lone  from  your  savage  homes  exil'd. 
The  blood-stain'd  roost,  and  sheep-cote  spoil'd, 

My  heart  forgets, 
While  pityless  the  tempest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats. 

Now  Phoehe^  in  her  midnight  reign, 
Dark-muSi'd,  view'd  the  dreary  plain  ; 
Still  croudiug  thoughts,  a  pensive  train. 

Rose  in  my  soul, 
When  on  my  ear  this  plaintive  strain, 

Slow-solemn,  stole — 

'  Blow,  blow,  ye  Winds,  with  heavier  gust ! 
'  And  freeze,  thou  bitter-biting  Frost ! 
'  Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  Snows ! 
'  Not  all  your  rage,  as  now,  united  shows 

'  More  hard  unkindness,  unrelenting, 

'  Vengeful  mahce,  unrepenting, 
'  Than  heaven-illumin'd  Man  on  brother  Man  bestows ! 
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'  See  stern  Oppression's  iron  grip, 
'  Or  mad  Ambition's  gory  hand, 

'  Sending,  like  blood-hounds  from  the  sli]), 
'  Woe,  Want,  and  Murder  o'er  a  land  I 

'  Ev'n  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale, 

^  Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  tale, 
How  pamper'd  Luxury,  Flatt'ry  by  her  side, 

'  The  parasite  empoisoning  her  ear, 

'  With  all  the  servile  wretches  in  the  rear. 
Looks  o'er  proud  Property,  extended  wide ; 

'  And  eyes  the  simple,  rustic  Hind, 

'  Whose  toil  upholds  the  gUtt'ring  show, 

'  A  creature  of  another  kind, 

'  Some  coarser  substance,  unrefin'd, 
Plac'd  for  her  lordly  use  thus  far,  thus  vile,  below ! 

'  Where,  where  is  Love's  fond,  tender  throe, 
'  With  lordly  Honor's  lofty  brow, 

'  The  pow'rs  you  proudly  own? 
'  Is  there,  beneath  Love's  noble  name, 
'  Can  harbour,  dark,  the  selfish  aim, 

^  To  bless  himself  alone ! 
'  Mark  Maiden-innocence  a  prey 

•  To  love-pretending  snares, 
'  This  boasted  Honor  turns  away, 
'  Shunning  soft  Pity's  rising  sway. 
Regardless  of  the  tears,  and  unavailing  pray'rs ! 
'  Perhaps,  this  hour,  in  Mis'ry's  squahd  nest, 
'  She  strains  your  infant  to  her  joyless  breast. 
And  with  a  Mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rocking  blast ! 

'  Oh  ye !  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down, 

'  Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create, 
'  Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fate, 

'  Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown ! 
Ill-satisfy'd,  keen  Nature's  clam'rous  call, 

'  Stretch'd  on  his  straw  he  lays  himself  to  sleep, 
While  thro'  the  ragged  roof  a,nd  chinky  wall, 

'  Chill,  o'er  his  slumbers,  piles  the  drifty  heap ! 

'  Think  on  the  Dungeon's  grim  confine, 

'  Where  Guilt  and  poor  Misfortune  pine ! 
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'  Guilt,  erring  Man,  relenting  view  I 
'  But  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
'  The  Wretch,  already  crushed  low 
'  By  cruel  Fortune's  undeserved  blow  ? 

'  Affliction's  sons  are  brothers  in  distress ; 

'  A  Brother  to  reheve,  how  exquisite  the  bliss ! ' 

I  heard  nae  mair,  for  Chanticleer 
Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw. 

And  hail'd  the  morning  with  a  cheer, 
A  cottage-rousing  craw. 

But  deep  this  truth  nnpress'd  my  mind — 
Thro'  all  his  works  abroad. 

The  heart  benevolent  and  kind 
The  most  resembles  Gtod. 


STANZAS  0^^  THE  SAME  OCCASION 

AS  THE  POEM  ENTITLED 

"A  PRAYER  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH." 

[These  stanzas  are  given  in  the  Stair  MS.  under  the  title  of  "  Misgivings  of 
Despondency  on  the  approach  of  the  G-loomy  Monarch  of  the  Grave."  Our 
head-note  to  its  companion  Prayer,  at  page  87,  will  apply  to  this  also ;  but  we 
cannot  resist  the  impulse  to  refer  here  to  the  interesting  sketch  by  John  Brown, 
M.D..  (author  of  "Rab  and  his  Friends,")  entitled,  "Pet  Marjorie:  a  Story  of 
Child  Life  Fifty  Years  ago,"  (1863.)  This  clever  little  girl,  related  to  the  Keiths 
of  Ravelston,  was  a  great  favourite  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  was  rather  suddenly 
cut  off  by  measles  when  about  nine  years  old,  on  19th  December,  1811.  She  had 
a  wonderful  gift  for  reciting  poetry,  even  of  the  highest  order,  and  on  the  evening 
before  her  death, — we  give  the  narrative  in  Dr.  Brown's  words, — "  her  father 
being  present  in  the  room,  she  said,  '  Father,  I  will  repeat  something  to  you : 
what  would  you  like?*  He  said,  'Just  choose  for  yourself,  Maidie.'  She 
hesitated  for  a  moment  between  the  paraphrase,  'Few  are  thy  days,  and  full  of 
woe'  and  a  poem  by  Burns,  called  'A  Prayer  in  the  prospect  of  Death,' 
beginning, 

'  Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  ? ' — 
a  remarkable  choice  for  a  child.    She  sat  up  in  bed,  worn  and  thin,  her  eye 
gleaming  as  with  the  light  of  a  coming  world,  and  with  a  tremulous  voice 
repeated  these  three  impressive  stanzas — heavy  with  the  shadow  of  death,  and 
lit  with  the  phantasy  of  the  judgment-seat."] 

Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  ? 

Have  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms  ? 
Some  drops  of  joy  with  draughts  of  ill  between ; 

Some  gleams  of  sunshine  mid  renewing  storms : 
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Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms  ? 

Or  Death's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode  ? 
For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors  are  in  arms ; 

I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
^nd  justly  smart  beneath  his  sin-avenging  rod. 

Fain  would  I  say,  'Forgive  my  foul  offence ! ' 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey ; 
But,  should  my  Author  health  again  dispense, 

Again  I  might  desert  fair  Yirtue's  way ; 
Again  in  Folly's  path  might  go  astray ; 

Again  exalt  the  brute  and  sink  the  man ; 
Then  how  should  I  for  Heavenly  Mercy  pray. 

Who  act  so  counter  Heavenly  Mercy's  plan  ? 
Who  sin  so  oft  have  mourn'd,  yet  to  temptation  ran  ? 

O  Thou,  Great  Governor  of  all  below ! 

If  I  may  dare  a  Hfted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  blow. 

Or  still  the  tumult  of  the  raging  sea : 
With  that  controuHng  pow'r  assist  ev'n  me. 

Those  headlong,  furious  passions  to  confine ; 
For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  powers  be,* 

To  rule  their  torrent  in  th'  allowed  line ; 
0,  aid  me  with  Thy  help,  Omnipotence  Divine  ! 


*  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "  powers  to  be." 
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LYINO  AT  A  REVEREND  FRIEND's  HOUSE  ONE  NIGHT,  THB 
AUTHOR  LEFT  THE  FOLLOWING 

VERSES 

IN    THE   ROOM    WHERE    HE  SLEPT. 


[This  "  Reverend  Friend  "  was  George  Lawrie,  D.D.,  minister  of  Loudoun,  who, 
at  this  time,  was  57  years  old.  A  note,  dated  Mossgiel,  13th  November,  1786, 
addressed  by  the  poet  to  Mr.  Archibald  (afterwards  Eev.  Dr.)  Lawrie — referred 
to  in  the  verses  as  the 

"  Darling  youth,  in  manhood's  dawning  blush," 

gives  us  some  idea  of  the  date  of  the  verses,  as  the  following  words  in  the  note 
evidently  refer  to  them: — "A  poet's  warmest  wishes  for  the  happiness  of  the 
young  ladies,  particularly  the  fair  musician,  whom  I  think  much  better  qualified 
than  ever  David  was,  or  could  be,  to  charm  an  evil  spirit  out  of  a  Saul.  Indeed, 
it  needs  not  the  feelings  of  a  poet  to  be  interested  in  the  welfare  of  one  of  the 
sweetest  scenes  of  domestic  peace  and  kindred  love  that  ever  I  saw,  as  I  think 
the  peaceful  unity  of  St.  Margaret's  Hill  can  only  be  excelled  by  the  harmonious 
concord  of  the  Apocalyptic  Zion." 

Gilbert  Burns,  in  his  notes,  says,  "  The  first  time  ever  Robert  heard  the  spinnet 
played  was  at  the  house  of  Dr.  Lawrie,  minister  of  Loudoun.  Dr.  Lawrie  had 
several  accomplished  daughters ;  one  of  them  played  the  spinnet ;  the  father  and 
mother  led  down  the  dance ;  the  rest  of  the  sisters,  the  brother,  the  poet,  and 
the  other  guests  mixed  in  it.  It  was  a  delightful  family  scene  for  our  poet,  then 
lately  introduced  to  the  world.  His  mind  was  roused  to  a  poetic  enthusiasm,  and 
the  stanzas  were  left  in  the  room  where  he  slept." 

Dr.  Lawrie  had  sent  a  copy  of  the  Kilmarnock  volume  to  Dr.  Blacklock  of 
Edinburgh,  and  the  blind  bard  replied,  in  a  letter  dated  September  4th,  1786,  in 
terms  of  enthusiastic  admiration  of  the  poems  in  that  volume,  and  recommend- 
ing a  second  edition.  It  appears  that  Dr.  Lawrie  some  time  thereafter  com- 
municated the  contents  of  this  letter  to  Burns,  who  thus  refers  to  it  in  his 
autobiography : — 

"My  chest  was  on  the  road  to  Greenock;  I  had  composed  the  last  song  I 
should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia,  when  a  letter  from  Dr.  Blacklock  to  a  friend 
of  mine  overthrew  all  my  schemes  by  opening  new  prospects  to  my  poetic 
ambition.  The  Dr.  belonged  to  a  set  of  critics,  for  whose  applause  I  had  not 
dared  to  hope.  His  opinion,  that  I  would  meet  with  encouragement  in  Edin- 
burgh for  a  second  edition,  fired  me  so  much,  that  away  I  posted  for  that  city, 
without  a  single  acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of  introduction."'] 

0  Tnou  dread  Pow'r,  who  reign'st  above ! 

I  know  Thou  wilt  me  hear ; 
When  for  this  scene  of  peace  and  love, 

1  make  my  pray'r  sincere. 

The  hoary  Sire — the  mortal  stroke., 

Long,  long  be  pleas'd  to  spare ; 
To  bless  his  little  filial  flock, 

And  show  what  e^ood  men  are. 
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She,  who  her  lovely  Offspring  eyes 

With  tender  hopes  and  fears, 
0  bless  her  with  a  Mother's  joys, 

But  spare  a  Mother's  tears  ! 

Their  hope,  their  stay,  their  darhng  youth, 
In  manhood's  dawning  blush ; 

Bless  him,  Thou  God  of  love  and  truth, 
Up  to  a  Parent's  wish. 

The  beauteous,  seraph  Sister-band, 

With  earnest  tears  I  pray, 
Thou  know'st  the  snares  on  ev'ry  hand, 

Guide  Thou  their  steps  alway. 

When  soon  or  late  they  reach  that  coast, 
O'er  life's  rough  ocean  driven, 

;May  they  rejoice,  no  wand'rer  lost, 
A  Family  in  Heaven  I 


THE  FIRST  PSALM. 

ffhis,  and  the  two  following  pieces,  are  evidently  Juvenile  productions,  ap- 
parently composed  while  resident  at  Irvine,  in  1781.  He  refers  to  such  early 
efforts  in  a  letter  to  Richard  Brown,  his  sailor  friend,  with  whom  he  became 
intimate  in  Irvine.  Writing  in  December,  1787,  he  saj's, — "Do  you  recollect  a 
Sunday  we  spent  together  in  Eglinton  woods  ?  You  told  me,  on  my  repeating 
some  verses  to  you,  that  j'ou  wondered  I  could  resist  the  temptation  of  sending 
verses  of  such  merit  to  a  magazine.  It  was  from  this  remark  I  derived  that 
idea  of  my  own  pieces,  which  encouraged  me  to  endeavour  at  the  character  of 
a  poet."] 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  plac'd, 

Hath  happiness  in  store, 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore ! 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  Pride 

Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad. 
But  with  humility  and  awe 

Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 

Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 
The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high, 

And  firm  the  root  below. 
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But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast, 

And  like  the  rootless  stubble  tost, 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why  ?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  giv'n  them  peace  and  rest, 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest. 


A  PRAYER, 

UNDER  THE  PRESSURE  OP  VIOLENT  ANGUISH. 


[In  the  poet's  Scrap-Book,  of  March,  1784,  this  piece  is  entered  under  the 
following  head-note: — "  There  was  a  period  of  my  life  that  my  spirit  was  broken 
by  repeated  losses  and  disasters,  which  threatened,  and  indeed  effected  the  utter 
ruin  of  my  fortune.  My  body,  too,  was  attacked  by  that  most  dreadful  dis- 
temper, a  hypochondria,  or  confirmed  melancholy.  In  this  wretched  state,  the 
recollection  of  which  makes  me  yet  shudder,  I  hung  my  harp  on  the  willow  trees, 
except  in  some  lucid  intervals,  in  one  of  which  I  composed  the  following :  "] — 


0  Thou  great  Being !  what  Thou  art, 

Surpasses  me  to  know : 
Yet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  Thee 

Are  all  Thy  works  below. 

Thy  creature  here  before  Thee  stands, 

AH  wretched  and  distrest ; 
Yet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul 

Obey  Thy  high  behest. 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  cruelty  or  wrath ! 
0,  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears, 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death ! 


But  if  I  must  afflicted  be, 
To  suit  some  wise  design ; 

Then,  man  my  soul  with  firm  resolves 
To  bear  and  not  repine ! 
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THE  FIRST  SIX  YERSES  OF  THE 
NINETIETH  PSALM. 

[I'his  is  a  little  more  successful  than  the  attempt  to  paraphrase  the  First 
Psalm,  although  neither  of  them,  in  poetical  merit,  comes  up  to  the  versions  of 
these  Psalms  in  the  common  Scottish  Psalter.] 

O  Thou,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  human  race ! 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling-place ! 

Before  the  mountains  heav'd  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  forming  hand. 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command : 

That  Pow'r  which  rais'd  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countless,  unbeginmng  time 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast, 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  giv*st  the  word  ;  Thy  creature,  man, 

Is  to  existence  brought ; 
Again  Thou  say'st,  '  Ye  sons  of  men, 

'  Return  ye  into  nought ! ' 

Thou  layest  them  with  all  their  cares 

In  everlasting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  flood  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  hke  the  morning  flow'r, 

In  beauty's  pride  array'd ; 
But  long  ere  night  cut  down  it  lies 

All  wither'd  and  decay'd. 
M 
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TO  MISS  L  , 

WITH  BEATTIe's  poems  FOR  A  NEW-TEAR's  GIFT. 
JAN.  1,  1787. 


[The  poet  appears  to  have  sent  a  copy  of  Beattie's  Poems  from  Edinburgh  to 
the  sister  of  Major  Logan,  resident  in  Ayr,  to  whom  he  had  addressed  a  poetical 
epistle  on  30th  October  previous,  in  which  he  refers  to  Miss  Logan  as  his  "  senti- 
mental sister  Susie."] 


Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time 
Their  annual  round  have  driv'n, 

And  you,  tho'  scarce  in  maiden  prime, 
Are  so  much  nearer  Heav'n. 


No  gifts  have  I  from  Indian  coasts 

The  infant  year  to  hail ; 
I  send  you  more  than  India  boasts 

In  Edwin's  simple  tale. 

Our  Sex  with  guile  and  faithless  love 
Is  charg'd,  perhaps  too  true ; 

But  may,  dear  Maid,  each  Lover  prove 
An  Edwin  still  to  you. 
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TO  A  HAGGIS. 

[This  noted  production  was  composed  vpithin  a  fortnight  after  the  poet'a 
arrival  in  Edinburgh,  and  was  printed  in  the  pages  of  the  Caledonian  Mercury, 
December  20th,  1786.  Hogg  assures  us  that  it  was  produced  almost  extempore, 
at  dinner,  within  the  house  of  Mr.  Andrew  Bruce,  merchant,  Castlehill,  there. 

It  is  usual  to  have  this  Scotch  dish  at  the  anniversary  celebrations  of  the  poet's 
birth,  and  a  very  savoury  viand  it  is,  although  unsafe  to  eat  much  of.  Allan  Cunn- 
ingham treats  of  its  component  parts  in  the  foUo^ving  way : — •'  '  Pray,  sir,'  said  a 
man  from  the  south,  '  why  do  you  boil  it  in  a  sheep's  bag ;  and.  above  all,  what  is 
it  made  of  ? ' — '  Sir,'  answered  a  man  of  the  north,  '  we  boil  it  in  a  sheep's  bag 
because  such  was  the  primitive  way  before  linen  was  invented;  and  as  for  what 
it  is  made  of,  I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  tell — I  can  never  name  all  the  savoury 
items  without  tears ;  and  surely  5'ou  would  not  have  me  expose  such  weak-iess 
in  a  public  company.' " 

Gait  records  in  his  autobiography,  that  he  sat  next  the  Duke  of  York  at  one  of 
the  poet's  anniversary  dinners,  when  his  royal  Highness  was  attracted  by  the 
savoury  steam  issuing  from  a  Scotch  haggis.  It  was  evidently  L'l-made — the 
bag  dingy — altogether  an  ugly,  flabby  trencher  full  of  fat  things.  "  Pray,  what 
dish  is  that?"  inquired  the  Duke.  "A  boiled  pair  of  bagpipes!"  gravely 
replied  Gait,  who  dearly  relished  a  joke  in  his  own  quiet  way.  The  dish  was 
soon  ordered  off  the  board.] 

Fair  fa'  your  honest,  sonsie  face, 
Great  Chieftan  o'  the  Puddin-race ! 
Abo  on  them  a'  ye  tak  your  place, 

Painch,  tripe,  or  thairm : 
Weel  are  ye  wordy  of  a  grace 

As  lang's  my  arm. 

The  groaning  trencher  there  ye  fill, 
Your  hurdies  hke  a  distant  hill. 
Your  pin  wad  help  to  mend  a  mill 

In  time  o'  need. 
While  thro'  your  pores  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 

His  knife  see  Rustic-labour  dight, 
An'  cut  you  up  wi'  ready  slight. 
Trenching  your  gushmg  entrails  bright 

Like  onie  ditch ; 
And  then,  0  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reekin,  rich! 


Then,  horn  for  horn  they  stretch  an'  strive, 
Deil  tak  the  hindmost,  on  they  drive, 
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Till  a'  tlieir  weel-swall'd  kytes  beljve 

Are  bent  like  drums  ; 

Then  auld  Guidman,  maist  like  to  rive, 
Bethankit  hums. 


Is  there  that  owre  his  French  ragout^ 
Or  olio  that  wad  staw  a  sow, 
Or  fricassee  wad  mak  her  spew 

Wi'  perfect  scoimer, 
Looks  down  wi*  sneering,  scornfu'  view 

On  sic  a  dinner  f 


Poor  devil !  see  him  owre  his  trash, 
As  feckless  as  a  wither'd  rash, 
His  spindle  shank  a  guid  whip-lash, 

His  nieve  a  nit ; 
Thro'  bluidy  flood  or  field  to  dash, 

0  how  unfit ! 


But  mark  the  Kustic,  liaggis-fcd^ 

The  trembling  earth  resounds  his  tread. 

Clap  in  his  walie  nieve  a  blade, 

He'll  mak  it  whissle  ; 
An'  legs,  an'  arms,  an'  heads  will  sued. 

Like  taps  o'  thrissle. 

Ye  Pow'rs  wha  mak  mankind  your  care, 
And  dish  them  out  their  bill  o'  fare, 
Auld  Scotland  wants  nae  skin  king  ware 

That  jaups  in  luggies ; 
But,  if  you  wish  her  gratefu'  pray'r, 

Gie  her  a  Haggis !  * 


*  This  stanza  was  originally  written  out  as  follows : — 

"  Ye  Pow'rs  wlia  gie  us  a'  that's  gude 
Stil'l  bless  auld  Caledonia's  brood, 
Wi'  great  John  Barleycorn's  heart's  bluid 

In  stoups  or  luggies ; 
And  on  our  boards,  that  king  o'  food, 

A  gude  Scotch  Haggis !  " 
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ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH. 

[This  universally  admired  piece  could  not  fail  to  assist  in  giving  the  poet's  name 
a  lift  in  the  Scottish  capital.  He  has  omitted  to  notice  none  of  the  specialities 
of  which  Edinburgh  is  so  justly  proud,  not  even  its  charitable  institutions  being 
passed  over  \vithout  a  compliment.  He  enclosed  this  poem  along  with  another 
piece  unnamed,  to  Mr.  William  Chalmers,  writer,  Ayr,  so  early  as  27th  Dec, 
17S6,  thus  showing  the  rapidity  with  which  he  had  composed  it;  for  he  had  then 
been  only  three  weeks  in  the  city.  He  says,  "  I  enclose  you  two  poems,  which 
I  have  carded  and  spun  since  I  passed  Glenbuck.   One  blank  in  the  Address 

to  Edinburgh,  '  Fair  R  ,'  is  heavenly  Miss  Burnet,  daughter  to  Lord  Monboddo, 

a;t  whose  house  I  have  had  the  honour  to  be  more  than  once.  There  has  not  been 
anything  nearly  like  her  in  all  the  combinations  of  beauty,  grace,  and  goodness 
the  Creator  has  formed,  since  Milton's  Eve  on  the  first  day  of  her  existence." 
This  beautiful  creature  died  in  1789.  We  will  afterwards  refer  to  her  in  con- 
nection with  an  Elegy  which  Bums  composed  on  the  occasion.] 

Edina!  Scotia's  darling  seat! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs, 
Where  once  beneath  a  Monarch's  feet 

Sat  Legislation's  sov'reign  pow'rs  ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatt'red  flow'rs, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ajjr  I  stray 'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honor'd  shade. 

Here  Wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide, 

As  busy  Trade  his  labours  plies  ; 
There  Architecture's  noble  pride 

Bids  elegance  and  splendor  rise; 
Here  Justice,  from  her  native  skies, 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod  ; 
There  Learning,  with  his  eagle  eyes. 

Seeks  Science  in  her  coy  abode. 

Thy  Sons,  Edina,  social,  kind, 

With  open  arms  the  Stranger  hail ; 
Their  views  enlarg'd,  their  lib'ral  mind, 

Above  the  narrow,  rural  vale : 
Attentive  still  to  Sorrow's  wail. 

Or  modest  Merit's  silent  claim ; 
And  never  may  their  sources  fail! 

And  never  envy  blot  th^ir  name ! 

Thy  Daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn, 

Gay  as  the  gilded  summer  sky, 
Sweet  as  the  dewy,  milk-white  thorn. 

Dear  as  the  raptur'd  thrill  of  joy ! 
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Fair  B  strikes  tli*  adoring  eye, 

HeavVs  beauties  on  my  fancy  shine ; 

I  see  the  Sire  of  Love  on  high, 
And  own  his  work  indeed  divine ! 

There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms, 

Thy  rough,  rude  Fortress  gleams  afar ; 
Like  some  bold  Vet'ran,  gray  in  arms, 

And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar : 
The  pond'rous  wall  and  massy  bar. 

Grim-rising  o'er  the  rugged  rock, 
Have  oft  withstood  assailing  War, 

And  oft  repell'd  th'  Invader's  shock. 

With  awe-struck  thought,  and  pitying  tears, 

I  view  that  noble,  stately  Dome, 
Where  Scotia's  kings  of  other  years, 

Fam'd  heroes !  had  their  royal  home : 
Alas,  how  chang'd  the  times  to  come ! 

Their  royal  Name  low  in  the  dust ! 
Their  hapless  Race  wild- wan d'ring  roam ! 

Tho'  rigid  Law  cries  out,  'twas  just ! 

Wild-beats  my  heart,  to  trace  your  steps, 

Whose  ancestors,  in  days  of  yore, 
Thro'  hostile  ranks  and  ruin'd  gaps 

Old  Scotia's  bloody  lion  bore : 
Ev'n  /  who  sing  in  rustic  lore. 

Haply  my  Sires  have  left  their  shed, 
And  fac'd  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar. 

Bold-following  where  your  Fathers  led  I 

Edina  !  Scotia's  darling  seat ! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs, 
Where  once,  beneath  a  Monarch's  feet, 

Sat  Legislation's  sov'reign  pow'rs  ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatt'red  flovv'rs, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honor'd  shade. 


SONGS. 


JOHN  BARLEYCORN* 

A  BALLAD. 

[It  is  curious  that  the  poet  never  corrected  the  defective  grammar  in  the  first 
line  of  this  ballad :  his  posthumous  editors,  however,  have  almost  universally 
done  this  for  him.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Burns  liked  the  antique  euphony 
of  was  in  this  line,  otherwise  he  must  have  changed  it  in  the  course  of  his  various 
revisals.  Sometimes  bad  grammar  is  a  positive  beauty :  Shakespeare  indulged 
in  it ;  and  the  Ettrick  Shepherd  declared  that  his  favourite  song,  "  Meet  a  bonie 
lassie  when  the  kye  comes  hame,"  was  murdered  on  one  occasion  by  an  attempt 
to  correct  the  grammar  in  singing  it. 

The  ancient  ballad  on  which  this  is  founded  is  printed  in  Eobert  Jamieson'a 
Ballads  (1806,)  taken  from  a  black-letter  copy  in  the  Pepys'  Library.] 

There  was  three  kings  into  the  east, 

Three  kings  both  great  and  high, 
And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

They  took  a  plough  and  ploughed  him  down, 

Put  clods  upon  his  head. 
And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  was  dead. 

But  the  chearful  Spring  came  kindly  on, 

And  show'rs  began  to  fall ; 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  again. 

And  sore  surpris'd  them  all. 

The  sultry  suns  of  Summer  came, 

And  he  grew  thick  and  strong. 
His  head  weel  arm'd  wi'  pointed  spears, 

That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 


*  This  is  partly  composed  on  the  plan  of  an  old  song  known  by  the  same  name. 
— (B.  B.  1787.) 
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The  sober  Autumn  enter'd  mild, 
When  he  grew  wan  and  pale ; 

His  bending  joints  and  drooping  head 
Show'd  he  began  to  fail. 

His  colour  sicken'd  more  and  more, 

He  faded  into  age ; 
And  then  his  enemies  began 

To  show  their  deadly  rage. 

They've  taen  a  weapon,  long  and  sharp, 

And  cut  him  by  the  knee ; 
Then  ty'd  him  fast  upon  a  cart, 

Like  a  rogue  for  forgerie. 

They  laid  him  down  upon  his  back, 

And  cudgeird  him  full  sore ; 
They  hung  him  up  before  the  storm. 

And  turn'd  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

They  filled  up  a  darksome  pit 

With  water  to  the  brim, 
They  heaved  in  John  Barleycorn, 

There  let  him  sink  or  swim. 

They  laid  him  out  upon  the  floor. 

To  work  him  farther  woe, 
And  still,  as  signs  of  life  appear'd. 

They  toss'd  him  to  and  fro. 

They  wasted,  o'er  a  scorching  flame. 

The  marrow  of  his  bones ; 
But  a  Miller  us'd  him  worst  of  all, 

For  he  crush'd  him  between  two  stones. 

And  they  hae  taen  his  very  heart's  blood. 
And  drank  it  round  and  round ; 

And  still  the  more  and  more  they  drank. 
Their  joy  did  more  abound. 
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Jolin  Barleycorn  was  a  hero  bold, 

Of  noble  enterprise, 
For  if  ye  do  but  taste  his  blood, 

'Twill  make  your  courage  rise. 

'Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  woe ; 

'Twill  heighten  all  his  joy : 
'Twill  make  the  widow's  heart  to  sing, 

Tho'  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Then  let  ns  toast  John  Barleycorn, 
Each  man  a  glass  in  hand ; 

And  may  his  great  posterity 
Ne'er  fail  in  old  Scotland. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

Tune — Gillicranlcie. 

[This  is  a  rustic  iDallad,  on  the  American  War  of  Independence,  which  the 
poet  might  well  have  omitted  from  his  printed  works,  for  the  only  notice  it 
elicited  was  from  Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  who  remarked  that,  "  the  ploughman  bard's 
politics  smell  of  the  smithy."] 

When  Guilford  good  our  Pilot  stood. 

An'  did  our  helhm  thraw,  man, 
Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea, 

Within  America^  man : 
Then  up  they  gat  the  maskin-pat, 

And  in  the  sea  did  jaw,  man ; 
An'  did  nae  less,  in  full  Congress, 

Than  quite  refuse  our  law,  man. 

Then  thro'  the  lakes  Montgomery  takes, 

I  wat  he  was  na  slaw,  man ; 
Down  Lowrie^s  hum  he  took  a  turn, 

And  Carleton  did  ca',  man : 
But  yet,  whatreck,  he,  at  Quebec, 

Montgomery-hke  did  fa',  man, 
Wi'  sword  in  hand,  before  his  band, 

Amang  his  en'mies  a',  man. 
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Poor  Tammy  Gage  within  a  cage 

Was  kept  at  Boston-ha\  man ; 
Till  Willie  Howe  took  o'er  the  knowe 

For  Philadelphia^  man : 
Wi'  sword  an'  gun  he  thought  a  sin 

Guid  Christian  bluid  to  draw,  man ; 
But  at  New-  York,  wi'  knife  an  fork, 

Sir  Loin  he  hacked  sma',  man. 

Burgoyne  gaed  up,  like  spur  an'  whip, 

Till  Fraser  brave  did  fa',  man ; 
Then  lost  his  way,  ae  misty  day, 

In  Saratoga  shaw,  man. 
Cornwallis  fought  as  lang's  he  dought, 

An'  did  the  Buckskins  claw,  man ; 
But  Clinton's  glaive  frae  rust  to  save 

He  hung  it  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  Montague,  an'  Guilford  too. 

Began  to  fear  a  fa',  man ; 
And  Sackville  doure,  wha  stood  the  stoure, 

The  German  Chief  to  thraw,  man : 
For  Paddy  Burke,  like  ony  Turk, 

Nae  mercy  had  at  a',  man ; 
An'  Charlie  Fox  threw  by  the  box. 

An'  lows'd  his  tinkler  jaw,  man. 

Then  Rockingham  took  up  the  game ; 

Till  Death  did  on  him  ca',  man ; 
When  Shelhurne  meek  held  up  his  cheek. 

Conform  to  Gospel  law,  man : 
Saint  Stephen's  boys,  wi'  jarring  noise. 

They  did  his  measures  thraw,  man. 
For  North  an'  Fox  united  stocks. 

An'  bore  him  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  Clubs  an'  Hearts  were  Charlies  cartes, 
He  swept  the  stakes  awa',  man. 

Till  the  Diamond's  Ace,  of  Indian  race, 
Led  him  a  sair  faux  pas,  man : 
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The  Saxon  lads,  wi'  loud  placads, 
On  ChathawLS  Boy  did  ca',  man ; 

An'  Scotland  drew  her  pipe  an'  blew, 
'  Up,  Willie,  waur  them  a',  man  ! ' 

Behind  the  throne  then  Grenville's  gone, 

A  secret  word  or  twa,  man ; 
While  slee  Dundas  arous'd  the  class 

Be-north  the  Roman  wa',  man : 
An'  Chatham's  wraith,  in  heav'nly  graith, 

(Inspired  Bardies  saw,  man) 
Wi'  kindling  eyes  cry'd,  '  Willie^  rise ! 

'  Would  I  hae  fear'd  them  a',  man ! ' 

But,  word  an'  blow.  North,  Fox,  and  Co. 

Gowff'd  Willie  hke  a  ba',  man, 
Till  Suthron  raise,  an'  coost  their  claise 

Behind  him  in  a  raw,  man : 
An'  Caledon  threw  by  the  drone. 

An'  did  her  whittle  draw,  man ; 
An'  swoor  fu'  rude,  thro'  dirt  an'  blood, 

To  mak  it  guid  in  law,  man. 
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SONG. 

Tune — My  Ncni?,  0. 


[I'his  is  noticed  by  the  author  as  having  been  composed  before  he  went  to 
Irvine,  in  his  twenty-third  year.  Be  this  as  it  may,  it  is  the  very  perfection  of  a 
rustic  love-song,  and  no  after  effort  of  his  ever  surpassed  it  in  dehcacy  of  senti- 
ment, truthful  simplicity,  and  beauty  of  versification.  He  well  knew  its  merits, 
for  in  his  early  Scrap-Book,  under  date  1784,  in  referring  to  his  own  critical 
skill  in  distinguishing  foppery  and  conceit  from  real  passion  and  nature  in  love- 
verses,  he  adds,  "  Whether  My  Nanie  0  will  stand  the  test,  I  will  not  pretend 
to  say,  because  it  is  my  own ;  only,  I  can  say  it  was  at  the  time  genuine  from 
the  heart." 

Annotators  have  in  vain  puzzled  themselves  to  find  a  heroine  for  it.  No  doubt 
he  had  a  living  model,  but  it  does  not  necessarily  follow  that  her  name  must 
have  been  Nannie.  The  air  is  one  of  the  divinest  of  Scotland's  melodies,  and  the 
name  "  Nanie,  0  "  being  identified  with  it,  no  versifier  of  taste  would  ever  dream 
of  composing  words  for  it  which  closed  otherwise  than  with  the  familiar  refrain. 
Allan  Cunningham  and  others,  from  a  misreading  of  the  construction  of  the 
opening  stanza,  have  set  it  down  as  evident  that  the  Nannie  of  Burns  must  have 
dwelt  in  Carrick,  where  the  Girvan  and  the  SHnchai'  fiow  through  moors  and 
mosses:  even  Mrs.  Begg  suggested  Peggy  Thomson  of  Kirkoswald,  as  the 
charming  inspirer ;  but  when  the  poet,  in  the  7th  and  8th  lines,  says — 
"  I'll  get  my  plaid  an'  out  111  steal. 
An'  owre  the  hill  to  Nanie  0," 
he  is  not  referring  to  the  "  hills "  of  the  opening  line  of  the  song.  It  is  the 
"  wintry  sun  "  and  not  the  lover  who  closes  Ihe  day  "  behind  yon  hills  where 
Stinchar  flows."  In  short,  the  young  ploughman  lover,  at  the  close  of  the  brief 
winter's  day,  sees  from  Lochlea,  the  sun  set  behind  the  Carrick  hills,  and  this  la 
his  signal  to  don  his  plaid  and  steal  out  to  his  tryste  with  Nannie.  ] 

Behind  yon  hills  where  Stinchar  flows,* 
'Mang  moors  an'  mosses  many,  0, 

The  wintry  sun  the  day  has  clos'd, 
And  I'll  awa  to  Nanie,  0. 

The  westhn  wind  blaws  loud  an'  shill ; 

The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  0  ; 
But  I'll  get  my  plaid  an'  out  I'll  steal, 

An'  owre  the  hill  to  Nanie,  0. 


My  Name's  charming,  sweet  an'  young ; 

Nae  artfu'  wiles  to  win  ye,  0 : 
May  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongue 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nanie,  0. 


*  In  1792,  the  poet  gave  George  Thomson  liberty  to  adopt  this  song  in  his 
collection,  and  to  alter  the  name  of  the  river  to  Lugar  for  the  sake  of  euphony; 
observing,  at  same  time,  that  Girvan  would  better  suit  the  idea  intended. 
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Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true, 
As  spotless  as  she's  bonie,  0 ; 

The  op'ning  gowan,  wat  wi'  deAv, 
Nae  purer  is  than  Nanie,  O. 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 

An'  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  0 ; 

But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be, 
I'm  welcome  ay  to  Nanie,  0. 

My  riches  a's  my  penny-fee, 
An'  1  maun  guide  it  cannie,  0 ; 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  troubles  me. 
My  thoughts  are  a',  my  Nanie,  0. 

Our  auld  Guidman  delights  to  view 
His  sheep  an'  kye  thrive  bonie,  0  ; 

But  I'm  as  blythe  that  hands  his  pleugh, 
An'  has  nae  care  but  Nanie,  O. 

Come  weel  come  woe,  I  care  na  by, 
I'll  tak  what  Heav'n  will  sen'  me,  0 : 

Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 
But  live,  an'  love  my  Nanie,  0. 
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GREEN  GROW  THE  RASHES. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

[This  is  one  of  the  most  characteristic  of  all  Burns'  songs,  although  one  of  his 
earliest.  In  August,  1784,  he  sets  it  down  in  his  Oommonplace-Book,  with  some 
rambling  remarks  on  "  the  various  species  of  young  men,"  whom  he  divides 
into  two  classes — "  the  grave  and  the  merry."  The  former  he  reckons  to  be 
those  who  are  either  "goaded  on  by  the  love  of  money,"  or  else  "whose 
darling  wish  it  is  to  make  a  figure  in  the  world,"  and  the  latter  he  notes  as 
"  the  jovial  lads,  who  have  too  much  flre  and  spirit  to  have  any  settled  rule  of 
action,  but  without  much  deliberation  follow  the  strong  impulses  of  nature." 

"  I  do  not  see,"  he  adds,  "  that  the  turn  of  mind  and  pursuits  of  such  a  one  as 
the  following  verses  describe, — who  steals  through  the  vale  of  life,  amusing 
himself  with  every  little  flower  that  fortune  throws  in  his  way,  is,  in  the  least, 
more  inimical  to  the  sacred  interests  of  piety  and  virtue :  I  do  not  see  but  he 
may  gain  heaven  as  well  as  he  who,  straining  straight  forward,  and  perhaps 
bespattering  all  about  him,  gains  some  of  life's  little  eminences,  where,  after  all, 
he  can  only  see  and  be  seen  a  little  more  conspicuously  than  he  whom,  in  the  pride 
of  his  heart,  he  is  apt  to  term  the  poor,  indolent  devil  he  has  left  behind  him."] 

CHORUS. 

Green  grow  the  rashes^  0  ; 
Green  grow  the  rashes,  0 ; 
The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  /  spend^* 
Are  spent  amang  the  lasses,  0. 

There's  nought  but  care  on  ev'ry  ban*, 

In  ev'ry  hour  that  passes,  O : 
What  signifies  the  life  o'  man, 

An'  'twere  na  for  the  lasses,  0. 

Green  grow^  &c. 

The  warly  race  may  riches  chase, 
An'  riches  still  may  fly  them,  0 ; 

An'  tho'  at  last  they  catch  them  fast, 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  0. 

Gi-een  grow,  &c. 

But  gie  me  a  canny  hour  at  e'en. 

My  arms  about  my  Dearie,  O ; 
An'  warly  cares,  an'  warly  men. 

May  a'  gae  tapsalteerie,  0 ! 

Green  grow,  &c. 


•  Altered,  in  1793,  to  "  spent,"  which  necessarily  involves  another  change  in 
aext  line :  "  Are  "  must  then  be  "  Were." 
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For  YOU  sae  douse,  ye  sneer  at  this, 
Ye're  nought  but  senseless  asses,  0  : 

The  wisest  Man  the  warl'  saw,* 
He  dearly  lov'd  the  lasses,  O. 

Green  Grow,  &c. 

[Auld  Nature  swears,  the  lovely  Dears 

Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  0, 
Her  prentice  han'  she  try'd  on  man, 

An'  then  she  made  the  lasses,  0. 

Green  Groiv,  &c.J 

[N.B.— This  verse  is  not  contained  in  the  copy  inserted  in  the  poet's  first 
commonplace  book  ;  therefore,  the  presumption  is  that  he  added  that 
crowning  stanza  while  in  Edinburgh.  ] 


SONG. 

Tune — Jockey's  Gray  BreeJcs. 

[This  (leaving  out  the  absurd  chorus)  is  a  very  exquisite  production,  and 
seems  to  point  to  the  period  when  The  Lament,  Despondency,  and  Ode  to 
Ruin  were  composed.  The  similarity  between  the  sixth  verse  and  a  well- 
known  passage  in  the  Mountain-Daiay  is  very  noticeable  ;  and  a  like  simi- 
larity between  the  two  closing  lines  of  the  preceding  verse  and  a  passage  in 
Gray's  Elegy  is  also  apparent  :— 

"  One  morn  I  miss'd  him  on  the  custom'd  hill." 

"  Oft  have  we  seen  him,  at  the  peep  of  dawn, 
Brushing  with  hasty  steps,  the  dew  away."] 

Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees 

Her  robe  assume  its  vernal  hues, 
Her  leafy  locks  wave  in  the  breeze 

All  freshly  steep'd  in  morning  dews. 

CHORUS,  t 

And  maun  I  still  on  MenieJ  doat, 
And  hear  the  scorn  that's  in  her  e'e  ! 

For  it's  jet,  jet  black,  an'  ifs  like  a  hawk, 
An'  it  winna  let  a  body  be  /§ 

*  In  1794,  the  author  changed  this  to  "  warl'  e'er  saw." 

t  This  Chorus  is  part  of  a  song  composed  by  a  gentleman  in  Edinburgh,  a 
particular  friend  of  the  Author's. — (R.  B.  1787.) 

X  Menie  is  the  common  abbreviation  of  Mariamne.—(R.  B.)  1787.) 

§  This,  beyond  all  the  songs  of  Burns,  is  spoiled  by  the  chorus ;  and  the  best 
of  it  is,  he  tells  us  that  the  chorus  is  not  his  own,  but  put  in  to  gratify  a  friend. 
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In  vain  to  me  the  cowslips  blaw, 
In  vain  to  me  the  vi'lets  spring?  ; 

In  vain  to  me,  in  glen  or  shaw, 
The  mavis  and  the  lintwhite  sing. 

The  merry  Ploughboy  cheers  his  team, 
Wi'  joy  the  tentie  Seedsman  stalks, 

But  life  to  me's  a  weary  dream, 
A  dream  of  ane  that  never  wauks. 


The  wanton  coot  the  water  skims, 
Amang  the  reeds  the  ducklings  cry, 

The  stately  swan  majestic  swims, 
And  ev'ry  thing  is  blest  but  I. 

The  Sheep-herd  steeks  his  faulding  slap. 
And  owre  the  moorlands  whistles  shill, 

Wi'  wild,  unequal,  wand'ring  step 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dark, 
Blythe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side, 

And  mounts  and  sings  on  flittering  wings, 
A  woe- worn  ghaist  I  hameward  glide. 

Come  Winter,  with  thine  angry  howl, 
And  raging  bend  the  naked  tree ; 

Thy  gloom  will  soothe  my  chearless  soul. 
When  Nature  all  is  sad  Hke  me ! 


The  editor  is  much  inclined  to  suspect  that  the  clu»'us  objected  to  for  its 
disturbing  efifect,  was  really  a  portion  of  another  song  by  Burns  himself, 
referring  to  Jean  Armour,  and  that  the  first  line  of  the  chorus  was  originally 
"  And  maun  I  still  on  Jeanie  doat  ?  "  In  all  descriptions  given  of  Mrs.  Burns' 
personal  appearance,  her  black  eyes  seem  to  have  been  the  distinguishing 
features.  Her  lips  were  thin,  and  the  mouth  not  finely  formed ;  yet  the  partial 
over  sung  of  her  "  Tempting  lips  and  roguish  een." 
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SONG. 

Tune — Roslin  Castle. 

[Professor  Walker,  who  was  introduced  to  Burns  in  Edinburgh  shortly  after 
Ms  arrival  there,  at  the  close  of  the  j-ear  1786,  says,  "  I  requested  him  to  com- 
municate some  of  his  unpubhshed  poems,  and  he  recited  his  farewell  song  to 
the  Banks  of  Ayr,  introducing  it  with  a  description  of  the  circumstances  in 
which  it  had  been  composed,  more  striking  than  the  poem  itself.  He  had  left  Dr. 
Lawxie's  family,  after  a  visit  which  he  expected  to  be  the  last,  and  on  his  way 
home  had  to  cross  a  vride  stretch  of  solitary  moor.  His  mind  was  strongly 
affected  by  parting  for  ever  vsith  a  scene  where  he  had  tasted  so  much  elegant 
and  social  pleasure ;  and,  depressed  by  the  contrasted  gloom  of  his  prospects, 
the  aspect  of  nature  harmonized  with  his  feelings.  It  was  a  lowering  and  heavy 
evening  ia  the  end  of  autumn :  the  wind  was  up,  and  whistled  through  the  rushes 
and  long  spear-grass,  which  bent  before  it :  the  clouds  were  driving  across  the 
Bky ;  and  cold,  pelting  showers  at  intervals,  added  discomfort  of  body  to  cheer- 
lessness  of  mind.  Under  these  circumstances,  and  in  this  frame  of  mind.  Burns 
composed  his  poem."] 

The  gloomy  night  is  gath'ring  fast, 
Loud  roars  the  wild,  inconstant  blast, 
Yon  murky  cloud  is  foul  with  rain, 
I  see  it  driving  o'er  the  plain ; 
The  Hunter  now  has  left  the  moor, 
The  scatt'red  coveys  meet  secure, 
While  here  I  wander,  pressed  with  care, 
Along  the  lonely  banks  of  Ayr. 

The  Autumn  mourns  her  rip'ning  corn 
By  early  Winter's  ravage  torn ; 
Across  her  placid,  azure  sky, 
She  sees  the  scowling  tempest  fly : 
Chill  runs  my  blood  to  hear  it  rave, 
I  think  upon  the  stormy  wave, 
Where  many  a  danger  I  must  dare. 
Far  from  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr. 

'Tis  not  the  surging  billows  roar, 
'Tis  not  that  fatal,  deadly  shore ; 
Tho'  Death  in  ev'ry  shape  appear. 
The  Wretched  have  no  more  to  fear : 
But  round  my  heart  the  ties  are  bound, 
That  heart  transpierc'd  with  many  a  wound ; 
These  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  I  tear, 
To  leave  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr. 

€  N 


(    194  ) 


Farewell,  old  Coilds  hills  and  dales, 
Her  heathy  moors  and  winding  vales ; 
The  scenes  where  wretched  Fancy  roves,  . 
Pursuing  past,  unhappy  loves ! 
Farewell,  ray  friends !  farewell,  my  foes ! 
My  peace  with  these,  my  love  with  those — 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare, 
Farewell,  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr! 


SONG. 

Tune — Prepare^  my  dear  brethren^  to  the  tavern  let*s  fly^  &c. 


[This  is  not  a  happy  production,  although,  doubtless,  it  would  pass  very  well 
among  his  youthful  compaiiions  at  Tarbolton,  when  the  table  was  in  a  roar,  after 
a  Lodge  Meeting.  It  looks  more  like  an  attempted  imitation  of  an  English  song, 
than  a  spontaneous  burst  of  the  author's  genius.  He  tells  us  that  a  Collection  of 
English  Songs  was  his  vade  mecum  wherever  he  went,  and  in  a  standard  Collec- 
tion, dating  from  the  year  1751,  called  "  Yair's  Charmer,"  we  find  (at  page  293, 
Vol.  I.)  a  song  which  very  likely  was  in  Bums'  eye  as  a  model.  We  also  see  a 
trace  of  the  same  model  in  one  of  the  last  songs  he  ever  composed — the  one 
beginning,  "  Awa'  wi'  your  witchcraft."  Take  the  following  sample  :— 

"  My  Ohloe  had  dimples  and  smiles  I  must  own. 
But  tho'  she  could  smUe,  yet  in  truth  she  could  frown; 
But  tell  me,  ye  lovers  of  liquor  divine. 
Did  you  e'er  see  a  frown  in  a  bumper  of  wine  ? 

Her  lilies  and  roses  were  just  in  their  prime, 
Yet  lilies  and  roses  are  conquered  by  time ; 
But  in  wine,  from  its  age  such  a  benefit  flows, 
That  we  like  it  the  better,  the  older  it  grows. 

She,  too,  might  have  poison'd  the  joy  of  my  life 
With  nurses  and  babies,  and  squalling  and  strife  •, 
But  my  wine  neither  nurses  nor  babies  can  bring— 
And  a  big-bellied  bottle's  a  mighty  good  thing."] 

No  Churchman  am  I  for  to  rail  and  to  write, 
No  Statesman  nor  Soldier  to  plot  or  to  fight, 
No  sly  man  of  business  contriving  a  snare, 
For  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  care. 

The  Peer  I  don't  envy,  I  give  him  his  bow ; 

I  scorn  not  the  Peasant,  tho'  ever  so  low ; 

But  a  club  of  good  fellows,  like  those  that  are  there, 

And  a  bottle  like  this,  are  my  glory  and  care. 


(  ) 


Here  passes  the  Squire  on  his  brother — his  horse ; 
There  Centum  per  Centum,  the  Cit  with  his  purse; 
But  see  you  the  Crown  how  it  waves  in  the  air, 
There  a  big-belly'd  bottle  still  eases  my  care. 

The  wife  of  my  bosom,  alas !  she  did  die ; 
For  sweet  consolation  to  church  I  did  fly ; 
I  found  that  old  Solomon  proved  it  fair, 
That  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  a  cure  for  all  care. 

I  once  was  persuaded  a  venture  to  make ; 
A  letter  inform'd  me  that  all  was  to  wreck ; 
But  the  pursy  old  landlord  just  waddl'd  up  stairs. 
With  a  glorious  bottle  that  ended  my  cares. 

'  Life's  cares  they  are  comforts '  * — a  maxim  laid  down 
By  the  Bard,  what  d'ye  call  him,  that  wore  the  black  gown ; 
And  faith  I  agree  with  th'  old  prig  to  a  hair; 
For  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  a  heav'n  of  a  care. 

A  Stanza  added  in  a  Mason  Lodge : 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper  and  make  it  o'erflow, 
And  honours  masonic  prepare  for  to  throw ; 
May  ev'ry  true  Brother  of  th'  Compass  and  Square 
Have  a  big-belly'd  bottle  when  pressed  |  with  care. 

*  Young's  Night  Tliouglits.--(R.  B.   1787.)     t  Altered,  in  179-3,  to  "  harassed.' 


THE  FOREGOING  SONG  CLOSES  THE   LIST  OF   PIECES  /.DDED  IN 
THE  AUTHOR'S  SECOND  EDITION. 


CONCLUDING  NOTE  ON  EDINBURGH  EDITION. 

(BURNS'  FIRST  WINTER  IN  THE  CITY.) 


We  have  some  reason  to  tMnk  that  Tuesday,  5th  December,  1786,  was  the 
date  of  the  poet's  arrival  in  Edinburgh,  notwithstanding  Dr.  Chambers  makes  it 
a  week  earlier.  He  was  still  in  Mauchline  on  20th  November.  On  18th  Novem- 
ber,, he  says  in  a  note  to  Eobert  Muir,  "lam  thinking  for  my  Edinburgh 
expedition  on  Monday  or  Tuesday  se'night,  for  pos."— (27th.  and  28th  Nov.) 
W  e  know  that  he  left  Ayrshire  by  way  of  Muirkirk,  and  spent  some  time  with 
his  friends  on  the  road ;  and  his  letter  to  Ballantyne  from  Edinburgh,  dated 
Wednesday,  13th  December,  1786,  distinctly  says,  "  I  arrived  here  on  Tuesday 
was  se'night,"— which  should  mean  the  5th.  On  the  6th,  he  may  have  written 
his  (undated)  published  letter  to  Mr.  Dalrymple  of  Orangefleld,  wherein  he  says, 
" The  noble  Earl  of  Glencairn  took  me  by  the  hand  to-day"  &c.  On  the  7th,  he 
wrote  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  in  which  letter  he  says,  "  My  Lord  Glencairn  and  the 
Dean  of  Faculty,  Mr.  Erskine,  have  taken  me  under  their  wing.  My  subscription 
l)ills  come  out  to-morrow."  These  letters  disprove  the  statement  quoted  by 
Chambers  from  the  little  masonic  brochure,  called  A  Winter  with  Eobert  Burns, 
that  the  poet,  on  the  evening  of  the  7th,  attended  at  a  meeting  of  the  Canongate 
Kilwinning  Lodge,  and  was  there  introduced  by  Mr.  Dalrymple  to  the  Past- 
Master,  the  Honourable  Harry  Erskine,  and  also  to  Lord  Glencairn.  Indeed, 
there  is  not  a  shadow  of  evidence  in  the  minutes  of  that  Lodge  to  show  that 
Burns  was  ever  within  its  walls  till  1st  Feb.,  1787,  on  which  occasion  he  was 
"  unanimously  assumed  a  member  of  that  Lodge."  Another  meeting  (the  last 
of  the  season)  was  held  on  1st  March,  at  which  Burns  is  said  to  have  been 
present,  and  to  have  been  formally  inaugurated  as  Poet-Laureate  of  that  Lodge ; 
but  there  is  no  record  of  all  this  in  the  minutes  of  the  Lodge,  and,  consequently, 
Mr.  Stewart  Watson's  weU-known  picture  of  that  spectacle  may  be  no  more 
than  a  piece  of  innocent  mythology. 

At  same  time,  in  endeavouring  to  fix  the  precise  date  of  the  poet's  arrival  in 
Edinburgh,  let  us  admit  that  he  may,  in  announcing  to  Ballantyne  on  13th  Dec» 
the  fact  of  his  having  arrived  "  on  Tuesday  was  se'night,"  have  meant  Tuesday,  a 
fortnight  past ;  and  it  is  not  inconsistent  with  probability  that  Burns  may  have 
left  Mossgiel  early  on  the  morning  of  Monday,  27th  November,  on  horseback — 
slept  the  first  night  at  Covington  Mains,  near  Biggar,  and  reached  Edinburgh  on 
the  evening  of  the  28th.  By  adopting  this  view,  we  allow  the  poet  more  time 
to  see  Mr.  Dalrymple — carry  his  letter  of  introduction  to  Lord  Glencairn,  and 
obtain  that  nobleman's  influence  vsdth  the  gentlemen  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt,. 
ref erred  to  in  his  letter,  of  7th  December,  to  Hamilton. 


SONGS  PRODUCED  BY  BURNS, 

IN  THE  FIRST  FOUR  VOLUMES  OP   "JOHNSON'S  SCOTS  MUSICAL  MUSEUM," 

FROM  22nd  may,  1787,  TO  13th  AUGUST,  1792. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


Our  poet,  during  the  spring  of  1787,  while  engaged  with  his  own  Second 
Edition,  appears  to  have  been  introduced  to  Mr.  James  Johnson,  music-engraver 
in  Edinburgh,  by  Mr.  Wm.  Dunbar,  "W.S.,  styled,  "  Colonel  of  the  Orochallan 
Fencibles."  Among  the  last  letters  that  Burns  ever  penned,  was  one  to  Mr. 
Johnson,  in  which  he  says,  "  Your  work  is  a  great  one,  and  though,  now  that  it 
is  nearly  finished,  I  see,  if  we  were  to  begin  again,  two  or  three  things  that 
might  be  mended,  yet  I  will  venture  to  prophesy,  that  to  future  ages,  your 
publication  will  be  the  test-book  and  standard  of  Scottish  song  and  music."  So 
early  as  4th  May,  1787,  the  poet  addressed  a  letter  to  Johnson,  before  leaving 
Edinburgh,  in  which  are  these  words,  "Farewell,  my  dear  Sir!  Had  my 
acquaintance  with  you  been  a  little  older,  I  would  have  asked  the  favour  of 
your  correspondence,  as  I  have  met  with  few  people  whose  company  and  con- 
versation gave  me  so  much  pleasure;  because  I  have  met  with  few  whose 
sentiments  are  so  congenial  to  my  own." 

Mr.  David  Laing,  in  his  preface  to  the  edition  of  Johnson's  Work,  produced 
under  his  superintendence  in  1839,  remarks  as  follows: — "The  Musical  Museum 
was  a  work  so  congenial  to  the  poet's  mind,  that  it  evidently  had  a  decided  effect 
in  directing  his  efforts  more  exclusively  to  song- writing.  Burns,  from  the  period 
of  his  acquaintance  with  Johnson,  ought  to  be  considered  not  merely  as  a 
contributor,  but  as  the  proper  and  efficient  editor  of  the  work.  He  not  only 
contributed  a  large  number  of  original  songs,  expressly  written  for  it,  but  he 
applied  to  every  person  likely  to  render  assistance,  and  while  visiting  different 
parts  of  the  country,  diligently  gleaned  fragments  of  old  songs,  hitherto 
unpublished,  which  he  completed  with  additional  lines  or  stanzas  as  might  be 
I'equired." 

In  a  letter  from  the  poet  to  Wm.  Dunbar  (7th  April,  1788),  occurs  the  follow- 
ing passage  referring  to  Johnson's  work : — "  When  I  meet  with  an  old  Scots 
air  that  has  any  facetious  idea  in  its  name,  I  have  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  follow- 
ing out  that  idea  for  a  verse  or  two."  This  observation  of  the  bard  throws 
light  on  many  "  snatches  of  song  "  found  intermixed  with  the  lyrics  furnished 
by  him  for  that  work,  and  now  laid  before  the  reader  in  the  same  order  in  whicli 
they  were  originally  given  to  the  world. 
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It  may  be  as  well  here  to  indicate  upon  what  authority  several  songs  and  lyrical 
fragments,  which  appear  in  the  Museum  without  any  distinguishing  mark,  are 
attributed  to  Burns,  and  included  among  his  acknowledged  productions. 

The  poet,  in  one  of  his  letters,  says — "  The  songs  marked  Z  in  the  Museum,  I 
have  given  to  the  world  as  old  verses  to  their  respective  tunes;  but,  in  fact, 
little  more  than  the  chorus,  of  a  good  many  of  them,  is  ancient,  though  there  is 
no  reason  for  telling  everybody  this  piece  of  intelligence."  A  much  more 
definite  guidance  than  this  however,  is  supplied  to  us  in  the  many  interesting 
notes  on  Scottish  Song  which  the  poet  inserted  in  an  interleaved  copy 
of  the  first  four  volumes  of  the  Museum,  which  belonged  to  his  friend 
Captain  Eiddel  of  Glenriddel,  and  in  the  course  of  these  remarks  he  generally 
noted  what  anonjTuous  songs  and  additions  to  lyrics,  there  printed,  had  been 
composed  by  himself.  Where  that  source  of  information  stops  short,  we  farther 
have  the  authority  of  Mr.  Wm.  Stenhouse  for  attaching  Burns'  name  to  several 
pieces  and  snatches  of  song  scattered  throughout  the  Museum,  that  had  been 
otherwise  unacknowledged.  Mr.  Stenhouse,  who  was  an  accountant  in  Edin- 
burgh, and  compiler  of  a  set  of  Tables  of  Interest  and  Exchange,  still  highly 
valued,  was  an  enthusiast  in  Scottish  music,  and  a  personal  friend  of  Johnson 
the  publisher  of  the  Museum,  and  of  Clarke  the  organist,  who  harmonized  the 
airs  in  that  work.  Johnson  died  in  1811,  and  a  few  years  thereafter,  the  whole 
of  the  music-plates  of  the  Museum,  and  the  manuscripts  and  co2^y  connected 
therewith,  were  purchased  from  his  widow  by  Mr.  Wm.  Blackwood,  bookseller 
who  engaged  Mr.  Stenhouse  to  supply  elaborate  notes  and  illustrations  for  a 
new  edition  of  Johnson's  work.  These  interesting  notes  were  in  type  in  1821, 
but  from  some  unexplained  cause,  the  publication  of  the  work  was  delayed  for 
several  years,  (Mr  Stenhouse  having  meanwhile  died  in  1327.)  In  1839,  however, 
the  new  edition  of  Johnson  was  published  by  William  Blackwood  &  Sons,  and 
besides  containing  all  Mr.  Stenhouse's  illustrations,  it  was  further  enriched  by 
notes,  preface,  and  introduction  by  Mr.  David  Laing,  assisted  by  Mr.  C.  K. 
Sharpe,  a  distinguished  connoisseur  in  such  matters. 


SONGS  BY  BURNS,  IN  JOHNSON'S  FIRST  VOL.,  MAY  22,  1787. 


YOUNG  PEGGY. 

Tune — Loch  Eroch-side. 

[This  stands  No.  78  in  the  -^ort,  -nnth  Burns'  name  attached,  immediately 
preceded  by  another  song  of  his — Green  Gr'ow  the  Rashes — already  given  at  page 
190.  This  is  a  very  beautiful  lyric,  and  has  a  remarkable  history  attached  to  it. 
Miss  Peggy  Kennedy,  was  the  daughter  of  a  landed  proprietor  in  Carrick,  to 
whom  the  poet  was  introduced  while  she  was  on  a  visit  to  a  friend  in  Mauchline, 
duiing  the  autumn  of  1 785.  She  was  then  a  blooming  girl  of  17,  and  appeared 
to  be  the  betrothed  bride  of  Captain  Maxwell,  the  youthful  representative  of  the 
oldest  and  richest  family  in  Gralloway.  Burns,  in  the  warmth  of  his  admiration, 
addressed  a  respectful  letter  to  her  enclosing  the  present  song,  "as  a  small 
though  grateful  tribute  for  the  honour  of  her  acquaintance."  But,  alas !  the 
poet's  prayer  that  the  "  Pow'rs  of  Honor,  Love,  and  Truth  "  might  defend  her 
from  every  ill,  was  not  to  be  realized.  Cunningham  tells  us  that  "  this  beautiful 
and  accomplished  creature  fell  a  victim  to  her  passion  for  M'Douall  of  Logan." 
It  was  about  the  time  of  the  poet's  leaving  Ayrshire  for  Edinburgh,  at  the  close 
of  autumn,  1786,  that  the  sad  story  of  this  hapless  daughter  of  beauty  began  to 
be  talked  of ;  and  ere  he  reached  the  metropolis,  he  seems  to  have  composed,  in 
reference  to  her  fate,  his  never-dying  lyric,  Fe  Banks  and  Braes  o'  Bonie  Boon.} 

Young  Peggy  blooms  our  boniest  lass, 

Her  blush  is  like  the  morning, 
The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grass, 

With  early  gems  adorning  : 
Her  eyes  outshine  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  passing  shower. 
And  glitter  o'er  the  crystal  streams. 

And  cheer  each  fresh'ning  flower. 

Her  lips  more  than  the  cherries  bright, 

A  richer  die  has  grac'd  them; 
They  charm  th'  admiring  gazer's  sight 

And  sweetly  tempt  to  taste  them : 
Her  smile  is  as  the  ev'ning  mild. 

When  feather'd  pairs  are  courting. 
And  little  lambkins  wanton  wild, 

In  playful  bands  disporting. 
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Were  Fortune  lovely  Peggy's  foe, 

Such  sweetness  would  relent  her, 
As  blooming  spring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  sarly,  savage  winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gain 

Her  winning  pow'rs  to  lessen ; 
And  fretful  Envy  grins  in  vain, 

The  poison'd  tooth  to  fasten. 

Ye  Pow'rs  of  Honor,  Love  and  Truth, 

From  ev'ry  ill  defend  her ; 
Inspire  the  highly -lavor'd  Youth 

The  destinies  intend  her ; 
Still  fan  the  sweet  connubial  flame 

Responsive  in  each  bosom ; 
And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  fiUal  blossom. 
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THE  JOYFUL  WIDOWER. 
Tune — Maggy  Lauder. 

[This  is  song  98  in  Jolinson.  No  author's  name  is  attached  to  it,  and  no  one, 
from  internal  evidence,  could  ever  judge  it  to  he  the  work  of  Burns ;  but  it 
would  seem  that  the  verses  were  furnished  by  our  poet,  and  that  the  MS.  is  still 
in  existence.   Mr.  Stenhouse  explicitly  tells  us  that  it  is  the  work  of  Burns. 

There  is  a  verse  on  the  same  subject,  and  similarly  treated,  in  "Yair's 
Charmer"  (1751,  Vol.  I.,)  with  Charles  Coffee's  name  attached;— 
"  Ye  gods,  you  gave  to  me  a  wife. 
Out  of  your  gi-ace  and  favour, 
To  be  the  comfort  of  my  life. 

And  I  was  glad  to  have  her : 
But  if  your  providence  divine, 
For  greater  bliss  design  her, 
To  obey  your  will,  at  any  time, 
I'm  ready  to  resign  her !  "] 

I  jrARRiED  with  a  scolding  wife 

The  fourteenth  of  November ; 
She  made  me  weary  of  my  life, 

By  one  unruly  member. 
Long  did  I  bear  the  heavy  yoke, 

And  many  griefs  attended ; 
But,  to  my  comfort  be  it  spoke, 

Now,  now  her  life  is  ended. 

We  liv'd  full  one-and-twenty  years, 

A  man  and  wife  together ; 
At  length  from  me  her  course  she  steer'd, 

And  gone  I  know  not  whither  : 
Would  I  could  guess,  I  do  profess, 

I  speak  and  do  not  flatter, 
Of  all  the  women  in  the  world, 

I  never  would  come  at  her. 

Her  body  is  bestowed  well, 

A  handsome  grave  does  hide  her ; 
But  sure  her  soul  is  not  in  hell, 

The  deil  would  ne'er  abide  her. 
I  rather  think  she  is  aloft. 

And  imitating  thunder, 
For  why, — methinks  I  hear  her  voice 

Tearing  the  clouds  asunder. 
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BONIE  DUNDEE. 

[These  euphonious  words  suggest  more  than  any  actual  view  of  that  hive  of 
industry  itself  could  do,  seen  from  any  point  of  the  compass.  Thoughts  of  old 
ballad-poetry  and  primitive  melody  are  wakened  up  thereby;  indeed,  in  the 
whole  catalogue  of  Scottish  airs,  there  is  not  one  more  deliciously  flowing  than 
that  of  Bonie  Dundee — not  the  tune  to  which  Sir  Walter  Scott's  Bonnets  of  Bonis 
Dundee  is  sung — an  excellent  air  too,  yet  modern,  but  the  flne  old  melody  which 
was  selected  by  Hector  M'Neil  for  his  ballad,  Mary  of  Castlecary,  so  frequently 
produced  in  popular  concerts  even  yet.  Burns  was  much  attached  to  this  tune, 
and  while  at  the  convivial  board  of  an  early  Edinburgh  associate,  Mr.  Robert 
Cleghorn,  farmer,  Saughton  Mills,  in  the  spring  of  17S7,  he  heard  the  old  song 
warbled  in  such  a  style  that  he  regretted  the  want  of  more  suitable  words,  so  he 
took  an  early  opportunity  to  construct  the  following  sweet  verses,  in  which  the 
opening  four  lines  of  the  original  ballad  are  preserved.  He  enclosed  the  song 
to  Cleghorn,  with  the  follomng  note : — "  Dear  Oleghorn, — You  will  see  by  the 
above  that  I  have  added  a  stanza  to  Bonie  Dundee.  If  you  think  it  will  do,  you 
may  set  it  agoing 

'  Upon  a  ten-string'd  instrument,  and  on  the  Psaltery.' "] 

0  WHAR  did  ye  get  that  hauver-meal  bannock  ?  * 
O  silly  blind  body,  0  dinna  ye  see ; 

1  gat  it  frae  a  young  brisk  Soclger  Laddie, 
Between  Saint  Johnston  and  bonie  Dundee. 

0  gin  I  saw  the  laddie  that  gae  me't ! 

Aft  has  he  doudl'd  me  up  on  his  knee ; 
May  Heaven  protect  my  bonie  Scots  laddie, 

And  send  him  safe  hame  to  his  babie  a.nd  me ! 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  sweet,  wee  hppie ! 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  bonie  e'e  brie ! 
Thy  smiles  are  sae  hke  my  blythe  Sodger  laddie, 

Thou's  ay  the  dearer,  and  dearer  to  me ! 
But  I'll  big  a  bow'r  on  yon  bonie  banks, 

Whare  Tay  rins  wimplin  by  sae  clear ; 
And  I'll  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  sae  fine, 

And  mak  thee  a  man  Uke  thy  daddie  dear. 


*  In  the  Burns  Monument  at  Edinburgh  is  preserved  a  letter  addressed  to 
Burns  by  the  Earl  of  Buchan  on  1st  February,  1787.  On  the  fly  leaf  the 
poet  has  scrawled  in  pencil  (from  Cleghorn's  singing,  we  presume),  the 
first  eight  lines  of  the  song.   The  first  verse  varies  thus : — 

"  0  whar  gat  ye  that  happer-meal  bannock  ?" 


SONGS  PRODUCED  IN  VOL.  II.  OF  "MUSICAL  MUSEUM,"  FEB.  14,  1788. 


It  may  be  noted  here,  that  the  spirited  Pref<ace  to  Vol.  11.  of  the  Museum  dated 
March  1,  17S8,  bears  evident  marks  of  Burns'  hand.  Notwithstanding  that 
date,  however,  the  poet  on  14th  Feb.,  1788,  forwarded  a  copy  to  the  Bev. 
John  Skinner,  and  in  his  accompanying  letter  he  says — "  The  2nd  volume 
of  the  songs  I  mentioned  to  you  in  my  last  is  published  to-day.  I  send  you 
a  copy,"  &c 


TO  THE  WEAVERS  GIN  YE  GO. 


[This  is  No.  103  of  Johnson,  without  indication  of  authorship;  but  the 
poet  says  in  his  MS.  notes — "  The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old,  the  rest  is  mine. — 
Here,  once  for  all,  let  me  apologise  for  many  silly  compositions  of  mine  in  this 
work.  Many  beautiful  airs  wanted  words,  and,  in  the  hurry  of  other  avocations, 
if  I  could  string  a  parcel  of  rhymes  together  anything  nearly  tolerable,  I  was 
fain  to  let  them  pass.  He  must  be  an  excellent  poet  indeed,  whose  every  per- 
formance is  excellent."] 

My  heart  was  ance  as  blythe  and  free 

As  simmer  days  were  lang, 
But  a  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Has  gart  me  change  my  sang. 


CHORUS. 

To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go,  fair  maids, 
To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go, 

I  rede  you  right,  gang  ne'er  at  night, 
To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go. 

My  mither  sent  me  to  the  town 

To  warp  a  plaiden  wab ; 
But  the  weary,  weary  warpin'  o't 

Has  gart  me  sigh  and  sab. 
To  the  weavers,  &c. 

A  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Sat  working  at  his  loom ; 
He  took  my  heart  as  wi'  a  net 

In  every  knot  and  thrum. 
To  the  weavers,  &c. 
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I  sat  beside  my  warpin'-wheel, 

And  ay  I  ca'd  it  roun' ; 
But  every  shot  and  every  knock, 

My  heart  it  gae  a  stoun. 
To  the  weavers,  &c. 

The  moon  was  sinking  in  the  west 

Wi*  visage  pale  and  wan, 
As  my  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Convoy'd  me  thro'  the  glen. 
To  the  weavers,  &c. 

But  what  was  said,  or  what  was  done. 

Shame  fa'  me  gin  I  tell ; 
But  Oh !  I  fear  the  kintra  soon 

Will  ken  as  weel's  mysel' ! 
To  the  weavers,  &c. 


WHISTLE,  AN'  I'LL  COME  TO  YOU,  MY  LAD. 

[This  is  the  first  sketch  of  one  of  Bums'  most  popular  songs.  Here  he  con- 
tents himself  with  stringing  away  at  one  line  in  the  second  half  of  the  stanza,  to 
fill  up  the  measure  of  the  tune ;  but  in  August,  1793,  he  resumed  the  theme  and 
worked  out  the  song,  for  George  Thomson's  collection,  in  a  most  satisfactory 
manner.] 

O  WHISTLE,  an'  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad ; 
O  whistle,  an'  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad : 
Though  father  and  mither  should  baith  gae  mad, 
O  whistle,  an'  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad. 

Come  down  the  back  stairs  when  ye  come  to  court  me ; 
Come  down  the  back  stairs  when  ye  come  to  court  me ; 
Come  down  the  back  stairs,  and  let  naebody  see ; 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  coming  to  me. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  coming  to  me. 
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I'M  O'ER  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET. 

[The  author's  note  is  as  follows : — "  The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old ;  the  rest  of 
it,  such  as  it  is,  is  mine."  The  air  is  very  sprightly  and  characteristic,  and  the 
song,  having  been  dressed  up  a  little  since  Burns'  time,  to  suit  polite  ears, 
became  very  popular  by  the  singing  of  opera  favourites  some  thirty  years  ago, 
and  still  keeps  its  place.] 

I  AM  my  mammy's  ae  bairn, 

Wi'  unco  folk  I  weary,  Sir, 
And  lying  in  a  man's  bed, 

I'm  fley'd  it  make  me  eerie,  Sir. 


CHORUS. 

I'm  o'er  yomig,  I'm  o'er  young, 
I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ; 

Tm  o'er  young,  *twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak  me  frae  my  mammy  yet. 

Hallowmass  is  come  and  gane, 

The  nights  are  lang  in  winter,  Sir  ; 

And  you  an'  I  in  ae  bed. 

In  trowth,  I  dare  na  venture,  Sir, 
I'm  o'er  young,  &c. 

Fu'  loud  and  shill  the  frosty  wind 
Blaws  thro'  the  leafless  timmer,  Sir ; 

But  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 
I'll  aulder  be  gin  simmer,  Sir. 
I'm  o'er  young,  &c. 
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THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFELDY. 

Tune — Birhs  of  Ahergeldie. 

[The  author  notes  here — "  I  composed  these  stanzas  standing  under  the  Falls 
of  Monesa,  at  or  near  Aberfeldy."  This,  8.s  we  learn  from  the  diary  he  kept  of 
Ms  northern  tour,  was  on  Thursday,  30th  August,  1787.  It  is  regarded  as  one 
of  his  best  lyrics,  and  sings  enchantingly  to  its  proper  air,  sung  as  a  duet  in 
slowish  time,  when  the  counter-tenor  is  taken  by  a  male  voice  well  managed.] 

CHORUS. 

JBonie  lassie,  will  i/e  go^ 
Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go, 
Bonie  lassie,  will  ye  go 

To  the  birks  of  Aberfeldie  ? 

Now  Simmer  blinks  on  flow'ry  braes, 
And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlets  plays ; 
Come  let  us  spend  the  lightsome  days 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  little  birdies  blythely  sing. 
While  o'er  their  heads  the  hazels  hing, 
Or  lightly  flit  on  wanton  wing 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &^c. 

The  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa's. 
The  foamy  stream  deep-roaring  fa's, 
O'erhung  wi'  fragrant-spreading  shaws, 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  hoary  cliffs  are  crown'd  wi'  flowers, 
White  o'er  the  hnns  the  burnie  pours, 
And  rising,  weets  wi'  misty  showers 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

Let  Fortune's  gifts  at  random  flee. 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  wish  frae  rae ; 
Supremely  blest  wi'  love  and  thee 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 
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M'PHERSON'S  FAKEWELL. 


[James  M'Pherson,  a  Highland  freebooter,  who  was  executed  at  Banff  in 
November,  1700,  is  said  to  have  been  an  excellent  -violinist,  and  composer  of  the 
striking  air  to  which  these  words  are  set.  There  still  exists,  in  old  collections,  a 
ballad  which  was  produced  at  the  period,  and  shews  some  spirit,  but  can  never 
compare  with  the  wUd  stanzas  that  Burns  puts  into  the  mouth  of  the  daring 
despera'^o.   September,  1787,  is,  doubtless,  the  date  of  this  composition.] 


Farewell,  ye  dungeon's  dark  and  strong, 

The  wretch's  destinie ! 
M'Pherson's  time  will  not  be  long, 

On  yonder  gallows-tree. 

CHORUS. 

Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonly, 

Sae  dauntonly  gae'd  he  : 
He  play'd  a  spring,  and  danc'd  it  round, 

Below  the  gallows-tree. 

0  what  is  death  but  parting  breath  ! 

On  many  a  bloody  plain 
I've  dar'd  his  face,  and  in  this  place 

I  scorn  him  yet  again ! 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 

Untie  these  bands  from  off  my  hands, 

And  bring  to  me  my  sword ; 
And  there's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotland, 

But  I'll  brave  him  at  a  word. 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 

I've  liv'd  a  life  of  sturt  and  strife ; 

I  die  by  treacherie : 
It  burns  my  heart  I  must  depart. 

And  not  avenged  be. 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 

Now  farewell  light,  thou  sunshine  bright, 

And  all  beneath  the  sky  ! 
May  coward  shame  distain  his  name, 

The  wretch  that  dares  not  die ! 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 


(    208  ) 


THE  HIGHLAND  LASSIE,  0. 

[Published  anonymously  in  Jolinson,  but  the  poet,  in  his  MS.  note,  says — 
This  was  a  composition  of  mine  in  very  early  life,  before  I  was  at  all  known  in 
the  world."  The  reader  on  turning  to  our  head-note  of  the  Epistle  to  a  Young 
Friend,  at  page  91,  will  find  some  details  of  the  circumstances  which  gave  rise  to 
the  present  lyric  and  others  on  the  same  subject,  namely,  his  "  Highland  Mary," 
around  whose  living  history  he  contrived  to  throw  such  a  shroud  of  mysterJ^ 
The  present  song  has  all  the  character  of  a  farewell  effusion,  and  in  sentiment 
corresponds  precisely  to  that  other  lyric  which,  in  1792,  he  offered  to  George 
Thomson,  beginning — "Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary,"  and  which  was 
rejected  as  being  in  quality  beneath  the  standard  of  his  publication.  The 
present  song,  however,  is  even  more  humble  as  regards  poetical  pretensions : 
Indeed,  the  contrast  between  the  quality  of  those  strains  which  the  poet  produced 
under  the  influence  of  his  Mary  "in  the  days  of  her  flesh"  (who  was  almost 
unknown  in  Ayrshire),  and  those  impassioned  lyrics  that  were  inspired  by  "Mary, 
dear  departed  shade,"  whose  image  stands,  and  will  ever  stand  pictured  in  the 
mental  vision  of  Burns'  every  reader — and  when  shall  these  have  an  end  ? — is 
very  striking. 

The  "  Prayer  for  Mary,"  given  at  page  28,  vol.  2nd,  although  not  composed 
was  adopted  by  Burns  with  reference  to  her.  All  the  three  lyrics  shew  that  it 
was  the  poet's  intention,  at  the  close  of  Autumn,  1786,  to  leave  Mary  in  Scotland 
behind  him,  while  he  proceeded  to  the  West  Indies,  in  the  expectation  of 
returning  for  her  after  making  his  fortune  abroad : — 
"For  her  I'll  dare  the  billow's  roar; 

For  her  I'll  trace  a  distant  shore ; 

That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 

Aroimd  my  Highland  Lassie,  Q.  " 
The  poet  concludes  his  affecting  note  on  this  production,  with  these  words : — 
"At  the  close  of  autumn  she  crossed  the  sea  (from  the  West  Highlands)  to 
meet  me  at  Greenock,  where  she  had  scarce  landed,  when  she  was  seized 
with  a  malignant  fever,  which  hurried  my  dear  girl  to  the  grave  in  a  few  days, 
before  I  could  even  hear  of  her  illness."] 

Nae  gentle  dames,  tho'  ne'er  sae  fair, 
Shall  ever  be  my  muse's  care ; 
Their  titles  a'  are  empty  show ; 
Gie  me  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 


CHORUS. 

Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  0, 
Aboon  the  plain  sae  rashy,  O, 
I  set  me  down  wi'  right  gude  will, 
To  sing  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 

0  were  yon  hills  and  valleys  mine, 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine ! 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 

1  bear  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 
Within  the  glen,  &c. 
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But  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  me, 
And  I  maun  cross  the  raging  sea ; 
But  while  my  crimson  currents  flow, 
I  love  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 
Within  the  glen,  &c. 

Altho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change, 
For  her  bosom  burns  with  honor's  glow. 
My  faithful  Highland  Lassie,  0. 
Within  the  glen,  &c. 

For  her  I'll  dare  the  billow's  roar ; 
For  her  I'll  trace  a  distant  shore ; 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 
Within  the  glen,  &c. 

She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand. 
By  secret  truth  and  honor's  band ! 
Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 
I'm  thine,  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 

Farewell,  the  glen  sae  bushy,  0 ! 
Farewell,  the  plain  sae  rashy,  0 ! 
To  other  lands  I  now  must  go 
To  sing  my  Highland  Lassie,  0 1 


0 
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THO'  CRUEL  FATE  SHOULD  BID  US  PART. 
Tune — The  Northern  Lass. 

[It  is  very  remarkable  that  this  exquisite  little  fragment  appears  in  Johnson's 
pages  injuxta-position  with  the  preceding:  it  has  the  author's  name  attached, 
while  the  other  is  unacknowledged.  The  subject  of  this  is  Jean  Armour,  and, 
as  before  observed  at  page  73,  is  evidently  the  progenitor  of  the  poet's  honey- 
moon song  of  1788, — "  Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw."  Gilbert  Burns  in- 
forms us  that  "one  fair  enslaver  generally  reigned  paramount  in  his  brother's 

affections ;  but  as  Yorick's  love  flowed  out  towards  Madame  do  Q  at  the 

remise  door,  while  the  eternal  vows  of  Eliza  were  upon  him,  so  Bobert  was 
frequently  encountering  other  attractions,  which  formed  so  many  under-plots 
in  the  drama  of  his  love."  Gilbert  also  very  naively  remarks  that  "  there  was 
often  a  great  disparity  between  his  fair  captivator  and  her  attributes." 

Here  then,  in  the  pages  of  Johnson,  we  have  Jean  and  Mary,  who  really  seem 
to  have  reigned  in  his  bosom  at  one  time,  set  over  against  each  other  as  counter- 
foils. Who  will  take  upon  him  to  say  which  of  these  "  fair  enslavers "  was 
the  subject  of  the  "  under-plot  in  the  drama  of  his  love  "  ?  In  the  present  piece, 
as  in  the  preceding  song,  he  contemplates  a  lasting  separation,  with  howling 
deserts  and  oceans  roaring  between  himself  and  the  object  of  his  affections; — 
but  "many  waters  cannot  quench  love;" — ^her  "dear  idea  round  my  heart  shall 
tenderly  entwine  "  for  ever ! — 

"  She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand, 

By  secret  Truth  and  Honor's  band! 

Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 

I'm  thine,  my  Highland  Lassie,  0."] 

Tho'  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part, 

Far  as  the  pole  and  line ; 
Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart 

Should  tenderly  entwine. 
Tho'  mountams  rise,  and  deserts  howl, 

And  oceans  roar  between ; 
Yet,  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul, 

I  still  would  love  my  Jean. 


STAY,  MY  CHARMER,  CAN  YOU  LEAYE  ME. 

Tune — An  Gille  dubh  ciar  dhubh. 

[These  words  were  written  as  a  vehicle  for  preserving  a  plaintive  Gaelic  air, 
which  attracted  him  in  the  course  of  his  northern  tour,  in  the  autumn  of  1787, 
It  is  called  An  Gilleaah  dubh ;  or,  The  Black-haired  Lad.  Burns'  name  is  given  aa 
the  author.] 

Stay,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me  ? 

Cruel,  cruel  to  deceive  me! 

Well  you  know  how  much  you  grieve  me : 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  ! 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  ! 
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By  my  love  so  ill  requited ; 

By  the  faith  you  fondly  pHghted ; 

By  the  pangs  of  lovers  shghted ; 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so ! 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so  ! 


STRATHALLAN'S  LAMENT. 

LThe  poet's  MS.  note  Bays  of  the  present  Ij'ric — "This  air  is  the  composition 
of  one  of  the  worthiest  and  best  men  living — Allan  Masterton,  schoolmaster  in 
Edinburgh.  As  he  and  I  were  both  sprouts  of  Jacobitism,  we  agreed  to  dedicate 
the  words  and  air  to  that  cause.  But,  to  tell  the  matter  of  fact,  except  when 
my  passions  were  heated  by  some  accidental  cause,  my  Jacobitism  was  merely 
by  way  of  vive  la  bagatelle."  The  words  are  descriptive  of  the  feelings  of  James 
Drummond,  Viscount  Strathallan,  who,  after  his  father's  death  at  Culloden, 
wandered  among  the  mountains  of  the  north,  till  he  escaped  with  several  other 
followers  of  "bonie  Prince  Charlie"  to  France,  and  died  in  exile.] 

Thickest  night,  surround  my  dwelhng  ! 

Howhng  tempests,  o'er  me  rave ! 
Turbid  torrents,  wintry  swelling. 

Bearing  by  my  lonely  cave. 
Crystal  streamlets  gently  flowing. 

Busy  haunts  of  base  mankind. 
Western  breezes  softly  blowing, 

Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 

In  the  cause  of  Right  engaged. 

Wrongs  injurious  to  redress. 
Honor's  war  we  strongly  waged, 

But  the  heavens  deny'd  success : 
Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  us, 

^^ot  a  hope  that  dare  attend. 
The  wide  world  is  all  before  us — 

But  a  world  without  a  friend. 
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WHAT  WILL  I  DO  GEST  MY  HOGGIB  DIE. 

[Although  Burns  does  not  acknowledge  the  authorship  of  these  lines,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  they  are  his;  and  Stenhouse  assures  us  they  are  so.  They 
were  written  for  the  purpose  of  preserving  its  characteristic  air,  which  was 
picked  up  by  Stephen  Clarke,  from  the  crooning  of  an  old  woman,  at  Mosspoul, 
in  I-iddisdale.  All  she  could  tell  about  it,  was  that  she  had  been  taught  it  whea 
a  child,  and  it  was  called,  "  What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  die  ?  "] 

What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  die, 

My  joy,  my  pride,  my  Hoggie, 
My  only  beast,  I  had  nae  mae, 

And  vow  but  I  was  vogie ! 
The  lee-lang  night  we  watch'd  the  fauld, 

Me  and  my  faithfu*  doggie ; 
We  heard  nought  but  the  roaring  hnn, 

Amang  the  braes  sae  scroggie. 
But  the  houlet  cry'd  frae  the  Castle  wa', 

The  bhtter  frae  the  boggie. 
The  tod  reply'd  upon  the  hill, 

I  trembled  for  my  Hoggie. 
When  day  did  daw,  and  cocks  did  craw, 

The  morning  it  was  foggie  ; 
An  unco  tyke  lap  o'er  the  Dyke, 

And  maist  has  kill'd  my  Hoggie. 


JUMPIN  JOHN. 

[This  haB  been  given  as  Bums'  in  several  editions  of  his  songs ;  but  Stenhouse 
says  that  it  is  merely  a  fragment  of  the  old  humorous  ballad,  with  some  verbal 
corrections  by  our  poet] 

Her  Daddie  forbad,  her  Minnie  forbad, 

Forbidden  she  wadna  be : 
She  wadna  trow't,  the  browst  she  brew'd 

Wad  taste  sae  bitterlie. 

f,  CHORUS. 

I 

The  lang  lad  they  ca'  jumpin  John 

Beguird  the  bonie  lassie. 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  jumpin  John 

Beguil'd  the  bonie  lassie. 
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A  cow  and  a  cauf,  a  yowe  and  a  hauf, 
And  thretty  gude  shillin's  and  three ; 

A  vera  gude  tocher,  a  cotter-man's  dochter, 
The  lass  wi'  the  bonie  black  e'e. 
The  lang  lad,  <fec. 


UP  IN  THE  MORNING  EARLY. 


[The  poet  says — "The  chorus  of  this  Bong  is  old;  the  two  stanzas  are  mina" 
The  air  is  one  of  Scotland's  oldest  and  best:  it  was  a  great  favourite  with 
Mary  Stuart,  wife  of  William  TIL,  who,  after  listening  to  Purcell's  music  on 
one  occasion  till  it  made  her  ya.wn  with  fatigue,  aslied  Mrs.  Hunt  the  vocalist, 
then  present,  to  sing  her  the  fine  old  Scots  ballad.  Up  in  the  morning  early. 
Purcell  felt  so  chagrined  at  this  preference,  that  in  the  next  Eoyal  birtti-day 
song  (that  for  the  year  1692)  he  composed  an  air  to  the  words — 
"May  her  bright  example  chase 
Vice  in  troops  out  of  the  land; " 
and  the  bass  part  of  the  harmony  is,  note  for  note,  this  very  Scots  tune.] 


Cauld  blaws  the  wind  frae  east  to  west. 

The  drift  is  driving  sairly ; 
Sae  loud  and  shill's  I  hear  the  blast, 

I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

CHORUS. 

Tip  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 

Up  in  the  morning  early ; 
When  a'  the  hills  are  cover'd  wi'  snaw, 

I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

The  birds  sit  chittering  in  the  thorn, 
A'  day  they  fare  but  sparely ; 

And  lang's  the  night  frae  e'en  to  morn, 
I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

Up  in  the  morning's,  &c. 
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THE  YOUNG  HIGHLAND  ROYER. 
Tune — Morag. 

[This  is  part  of  the  fruits  of  the  poet's  northern  tour  with  Nicol  in  September, 
1787.  Somewhere  in  the  course  of  that  journey — ^most  probably  at  Kilravoclc 
Castle — ^he  was  smitten  with  the  beauty  of  the  Gaelic  air  Morag  (or  Marion), 
sung  by  the  lips  of  a  refined  minstrel.  In  February,  1788,  he  presented  Mrs. 
Kose  of  Elilravock  with  the  first  two  vols,  of  Johnson ;  and  in  his  accompanying 
letter  he  says: — "Every  air  worth  preserving  is  to  be  included:  among  others 
I  have  given  Morag — and  some  few  Highland  airs  which  pleased  me  most — a 
dress  which  will  be  more  generally  known."  The  day  after  his  visit  to  Kilravock, 
Burns  crossed  the  Spey  to  Fochabers,  and  on  the  strength  of  his  having  been 
introduced  to  the  Duchess  of  Gordon  in  the  preceding  winter,  he  paid  a  visit  to 
Gordon  Castle,  leaving  his  companion  Nicol  at  the  Inn  of  Fochabers.  He  there 
met  with  a  warm  reception  and  invitation  to  remain,  butonNicol's  account,  he 
could  not  avail  himself  of  the  Duke's  kindness.  On  20th  October  thereafter,  he 
enclosed  the  present  song  on  "Bonie  Castle  Gordon"  to  Mr.  James  Hoy,  the 
Duke's  librarian,  who,  in  his  reply,  said : — "  Tour  song  I  showed  without  naming 
the  author,  and  it  was  judged  by  the  Duchess  to  be  the  production  of  Dr. 
Beattie.  I  sent  a  copy  of  it,  by  her  Grace's  desire,  to  a  Mrs.  M'Pherson  in 
Badenoch,  who  sings  Morag,  and  all  other  Gaelic  songs,  in  great  perfection. 
"When  the  Duchess  was  informed  that  you  were  the  author,  she  wished  that 
you  had  written  the  verses  in  Scotch." 

The  reader  will  observe  that  the  verses  really  have  a  sprinkling  of  Scotch 
thrown  among  them ;  but  we  must  point  out  that  along  with  the  present  song 
the  bard  forwarded  another  composition  in  pure  English  on  the  subject  of 
Castle  Gordm,  commencing — "Streams  that  glide  in  orient  plains,"  which  reads 
like  a  paraphrase  from  the  Gaelic ;  but  the  measure  and  accentuation  are  totally 
different  from  the  stanzas  which  suit  the  air  of  Morag.  The  "  Highland  Eover  " 
alluded  to  was  the  yotmg  chevalier,  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart  So 
passionately  fond  was  Burns  of  this  air,  that  he  afterwards  wrote  one  of  his 
tenderest  love-songs  to  suit  it,  commencing— "  0  wha  is  she  that  loes  me."] 

Loud  blaw  the  frosty  breezes, 
The  snaws  the  mountains  cover, 

Like  winter  on  me  seizes, 

Since  my  young  Highland  Rover, 
Far  wanders  nations  over. 

CHORUS. 

Where'er  he  go,  where'er  he  stray, 

May  Heaven  be  his  warden  : 
Return  him  safe  to  fair  Strathspey, 

And  bonie  Castle  Gordon ! 

The  trees  now  naked  groaning, 
Shall  soon  wi'  leaves  be  hmging. 

The  birdies  dowie  moaning. 
Shall  a'  be  blythely  singing. 
And  every  flower  be  springing. 
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Sae  I'll  rejoice  the  lee-lang  day, 
When  by  his  mighty  Warden 

My  youth's  return' d  to  fair  Strathspey, 
And  bonie  Castle  Gordon. 


DUSTY  MILLEK. 


[This  is  not  acknowledged  by  Burns  in  his  notes,  but  his  touches  are  so 
discernible,  that  the  old  ditty  which  was  its  foundation  has  almost  entirely 
disappeared.  Stenhouse  points  it  out  as  "  a  fragment  of  the  old  ballad,  with  a 
few  verbal  alterations  by  Burns."] 


Hey,  the  Dusty  Miller, 
And  his  dusty  coat, 

He  will  win  a  shilling, 
Or  he  spend  a  groat. 

Dusty  was  the  coat. 
Dusty  was  the  colour, 

Dusty  was  the  kiss 

That  I  got  frae  the  Miller. 

Hey,  the  dusty  Miller, 
And  his  dusty  sack  ; 

Leeze  me  on  the  calling 
Eills  the  dusty  peck : 

Fills  the  dusty  peck, 
Brings  the  dusty  siller ; 

I  wad  gie  my  coatie 
For  the  dusty  Miller. 
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I  DREAM'D  I  LAY,  &c 

[The  poet  has  noted  that  he  composed  these  verses  when  he  was  17  years  old. 
This  takes  us  back  to  the  period  when  his  father  was  struggling  to  get  rid  of 
the  unprofitable  farm  of  Mount  Oliphant,  where  the  future  poet  was  reared  from 
the  age  of  seven  to  that  of  eighteen.  He  describes  this  period  thus  in  his 
autobiography: — "My  father,  worn  out  by  early  hardships,  was  unfit  for  labour: 
his  spirit  was  soon  irritated,  but  not  easily  broken.  There  was  a  freedom  in  his 
lease  in  two  years  more ;  and  to  weather  these  two  years,  we  retrenched  our 
expenses  and  lived  very  poorly.  A  novel-writer  might  perhaps  have  viewed 
these  scenes  with  satisfaction,  but  so  did  not  I:  my  indignation  yet  boils  at  the 
recollection  of  the  scoundrel  factor's  insolent  threatening  letters,  which  used  to 
set  us  all  in  tears."  Gilbert  adds : — "  I  doubt  not  but  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow 
of  this  period  of  his  life  was,  in  a  great  measure,  the  cause  of  that  depression 
of  spirit  with  which  Eobert  was  so  often  afOicted  through  his  whole  life 
afterwards." 

These  were  the  circumstances  under  which  the  crushed  spirit  of  the  youthful 
Burns  was  prompted  to  express  itself  in  the  language  of  the  following  effort 
But  let  not  the  reader  imagine  that  the  lyric  art  can  be  acquired  by  intuition, 
without  patient  culture  and  close  study  of  earlier  models.  The  poet  mentions 
his  obligations  to  a  collection  of  songs,  chiefly  English,  which  had  early  fallen 
into  his  hands,  and  was  his  vade  mecum  wherever  he  went :  this  may  have  been 
either  that  called  The  Blackbird,  1764,— The  Lark,  1765, — or  The  Charmer,  1765; 
for  in  each  of  these  will  be  found  a  copy  of  the  first  set  of  Mrs.  Cockburu's 
beautiful  song, — The  Flowers  of  the  Forest,  which  undoubtedly  was  the  model 
that  Burns  had  in  his  eye  when  he  penned  the  present  verses.  The  following 
note,  comparing  parallel  passages  in  each  of  the  pieces,  was  supplied  by  the 
writer  hereof  to  Mr.  R.  Chambers  in  1850,  who  used  it  to  ilhistrate  the  present 
production  of  Bm-ns  in  his  edition  of  the  poet's  Life  and  "Works,  then  in  the 
press : — 

"  Glittering  in  the  simny  beams."— Mrs.  O. 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam. — ^Burns. 
"  Grow  drumly  and  dark." — Mrs.  0. 

Swelling,  drumlie  wave. — ^BuenS. 
"  Loud  tempests  storming  before  the  mid-day."— Mrs.  C. 

Lang  or  noon  loud  tempests  storming, — Burns. 
"0  fickle  Fortune,  why  this  cruel  sporting." — ^Mrs.  C. 

TJio'  jkkle  Fortune  has  deceived  me. — Burns. 
"Thy  frowns  cannot  fear  me,  thy  smiles  cannot  cheer  me." — Mrs.  0. 

1  bear  a  heart  will  support  me  stilU — BURNS.] 

I  dream'd  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing, 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam ; 
List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  singing, 

By  a  falling,  crystal  stream : 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring ; 

Thro'  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave ; 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring. 

O'er  the  swelling,  drumlie  wave. 
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Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  morning, 

Such  the  pleasures  I  enjoy'd ; 
But  lang  or  noon,  loud  tempests  storming — 

A'  my  flowery  bliss  destroy'd. 
Tho'  fickle  Fortune  has  deceiv'd  me, 

She  promised  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me — 

I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still. 


DUNCAN  DAVISON. 


[This  piece  bears  the  mark  "  Z  "—indicating  "  old  song  with  corrections  or 
additions ;"  but  Stenhouse  assures  us  that  it  is  the  composition  of  Burns,  although 
he  did  not  openly  choose  to  avow  it.] 


There  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg, 

And  she  held  o'er  the  moors  to  spin ; 
There  was  a  lad  that  follow' d  her. 

They  ca'd  him  Duncan  Davison. 
The  moor  was  driegh,  and  Meg  was  skiegh. 

Her  favour  Duncan  could  na  win ; 
For  wi'  the  rock  she  wad  him  knock. 

And  ay  she  shook  the  temper-pin. 

As  o'er  the  moor  they  hghtly  foor, 

A  burn  was  clear,  a  glen  was  green. 
Upon  the  banks  they  eas'd  their  shanks. 

And  ay  she  set  the  wheel  between : 
But  Duncan  swoor  a  haly  aith 

That  Meg  should  be  a  bride  the  morn, 
Then  Meg  took  up  her  spinnin'-graith. 

And  flang  them  a'  out  o'er  the  burn. 

We  will  big  a  wee,  wee  house. 

And  we  will  live  hke  king  and  queen ; 
Sae  blythe  and  merry's  we  will  be, 

When  ye  set  by  the  wheel  at  e'en. 
A  man  may  drink  and  no  be  drunk, 

A  man  may  fight  and  no  be  slain ; 
A  man  may  kiss  a  bonie  lass. 

And  ay  be  welcome  back  again. 
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THENIEL  MENZIES'  BONIE  MARY. 
Tune — RuffiarCs  Bant. 

[This  air,  otherwise  called  Boy's  Wife,  was  a  special  favourite  with  Burns ;  and 
in  the  course  of  his  northern  tour,  he  composed  the  present  song,  as  well  as  that 
which  immediately  follows,  to  suit  that  tune.  Theniel,  or  Nathaniel  Menzies, 
we  have  no  account  of ;  but  we  find  the  poet  passed  by  Castle  Menzies  on  Thurs- 
day, 30th  August,  and  next  day  he  visited  Neil  Gow  at  Inver,  when,  no  doubt, 
the  present  subject  would  be  suggested.] 

In  coming  by  the  brig  o'  Dye, 
At  Darlet  we  a  blink  did  tarry ; 

As  day  was  dawin  in  the  sky, 

We  drank  a  health  to  bonie  Mary. 


CHORUS. 

Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary, 
Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary ; 

Charhe  Gregor  tint  his  plaidie, 
Kissin'  Theniel's  bonie  Mary. 

Her  een  sae  bright,  her  brow  sae  white. 
Her  haffet  locks  as  brown's  a  berry ; 

And  ay  they  dimpl't  wi'  a  smile. 
The  rosy  cheeks  o'  bonie  Mary. 
Theniel  Menzies',  &c. 

We  lap  and  danc'd  the  lee-lang  day, 
Till  Piper  lads  were  wae  and  weary : 

But  Charlie  gat  the  spring  to  pay 
For  kissin'  Theniel's  bonie  Mary. 
Theniel  Menzies',  &c. 
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A'  THE  LADS  0'  THORNIE-BANK. 
Tune — Ruffian's  Rant* 

[In  about  a  week  after  his  interview  with  Neil  Gow,  the  poet  passed  along 
the  shore  o'  Bucky  "  on  his  return-route.  No  doubt  the  echo  of  the  Ruffian's 
Rant  from  Neil's  fiddle-strings  would  accompany  him  when  he  "  step'd  in  to  take 
a  pint  wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lucky,"  and  the  following  sketch  would  be  the 
product.  Stenhouse  assures  us  that  both  of  these  songs  are  by  Burns,  although 
the  poet  has  not  noted  them  as  such.] 

A'  THE  lads  o'  Thornie-bank 

When  they  gae  to  the  shore  o'  Bucky, 

They'll  step  in  and  tak  a  pint 
Wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky. 


CHORUS. 

Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky, 

Brews  gude  ale  at  shore  o'  Bucky ; 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  gude  ale, 

The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky. 


Her  house  sae  bien,  her  curch  sae  clean, 
I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  Chuckie ! 

And  cheary  blinks  the  ingle-gleede 
0'  Lady  Onhe,  honest  lucky. 
Lady  Onlie,  &c. 


*  The  air  of  Roy's  Wife  is  one  of  the  most  popular  of  all  the  Scotch  melodies. 
Mrs.  Grant's  words  have  been  so  much  admired,  that  they  have  had  the  effect 
of  changing  the  name  of  the  air,  which,  instead  of  being  now  considered  "  a 
rant,"  is  usually  performed  in  slow  time — ^producing  a  most  pathetic  effect. 
Most  of  our  readers  will  have  been  entranced  vrith  the  pathos  of  the  duet  in 
"Eob  Eoy,"  sung  to  this  air:— 

"  Though  you  leave  me  now  in  sorrow ; " 
words,  by  the  way,  borrowed  from  Burns. 
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THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEVON. 
TuxE — Bhannerach  dhon  na  chri. 


[This  highly  polished,  but  somewhat  artificial  song  is  the  only  poetical 
effusion  of  Burns  that  was  prompted  by  the  charms  of  Charlotte  Hamilton, 
in  so  far  as  we  are  aware.  It  is  further  singular  as  a  compliment  to  female 
beauty,  in  which  he  did  not  assume  the  character  of  a  lover.  It  has  been 
imagined  that  the  poet  was  seriously  in  love  with  her ;  but  if  so,  the  sequel  showed 
that  she  did  not  return  his  passion.  No  letters  addressed  to  her  appear  in  his 
correspondence,  for  the  very  good  reason  stated  by  Allan  Cunningham^  that  in 
an  evil  hour  she  threw  into  the  fire  some  twelve  or  fourteen  of  his  most  care- 
fully written  and  gently  expressed  letters  addressed  to  her  in  the  progress  of  his 
passion.  Beckoning  himself  released  from  his  vows  to  Jean  Armour  by  the 
certificate  of  bachelorship  granted  to  him  by  the  Kirk-Session  of  Mauchline,  in 
July,  1786,  and  death  having,  before  the  close  of  that  year,  severed  the  mortal 
bonds  of  affection  between  him  and  his  "  Highland  Mary,"  it  is  not  unlikely  that 
the  poet  now  cherished  the  idea  of  forming  a  conjugal  alliance  with  some  fair 
one  moving  in  a  sphere  of  life  rather  higher  than  that  which  hitherto  he  had 
considered  to  be  his  proper  element. 

Burns  had  been  introduced  in  Edinburgh  to  Mrs.  Chalmers  and  her  daughters, 
"  Peggy  Chalmers  "  and  Lady  Mackenzie,  the  aunt  and  cousins  of  his  Mauchline 
friend  and  patron,  Gavin  Hamilton;  and  that  gentleman's  own  mother  and 
younger  brothers  and  sisters,  although  originally  from  Ayrshire,  now  resided  at 
Harvieston  on  the  Devon,  in  Clackmannan,  keeping  house  for  Mi.  Tait  of 
Harvieston,  a  widower,  left  by  the  decease  of  his  Avife — another  sister  of 
Hamilton's  mother,  with  a  son  and  daughter  still  too  young  to  act  for  them- 
selves. Accordingly,  about  the  commencement  of  his  northern  tour  with  Nicol, 
we  find  the  poet  starts  from  Stirling  by  himself,  leaving  Nicol  for  a  day,  and 
makes  his  way  up  the  Devon, — arriving  at  Harvieston  in  time  for  breakfast,  on 
Monday,  27th  August,  1787,  and  there  he  sees  Charlotte  for  the  first  time.  Next 
day  he  wi'ote  from  Stirling  to  her  brother  at  Mauchline,  informing  him  that  he 
and  "  the  Ayrshire  folks  "  there  formed  a  happy  party,  and  visited  the  Cauldron 
Linn  and  Rumbling  Brig,  about  five  miles  from  the  house.  He  finishes  his  de- 
scription of  Gavin's  relatives  thus : — "  Of  Charlotte  I  cannot  speak  in  common 
terms  of  admiration :  she  is  not  only  beautiful,  but  lovely.  After  the  exercise  of 
our  riding  to  the  Falls,  Charlotte  was  exactly  Dr.  Donne's  mistress : — 

 '  Her  pure  and  eloquent  blood 

Spoke  in  her  cheeks,  and  so  distinctly  wrought 
That  one  would  almost  say  her  body  thought.' " 

In  October  following,  the  poet  paid  a  second  visit  to  Harvieston,  of  some  ten 
days  duratioa   On  this  occasion  he  was  accompanied  by  an  Edinburgh  acquain- 
tance, Dr.  Adair,  whom  he  introduced  to  the  Hamilton  and  Chalmers  families 
and  ultimately,  at  no  very  distant  date,  Charlotte  Hamilton,  "  Fairest  maid  on 
Devon  banks,"  became  the  Doctor's  wife. 

From  the  following  passage  in  a  letter  of  the  poet  to  Miss  Chalmers,  dated 
September  26,  1787,  it  appears  that  the  present  song  was  at  least  in  progress  at 
that  date: — "I  am  determined  to  pay  Charlotte  a  poetic  compliment  in  the 
second  part  of  the  Museum,  if  I  could  hit  on  some  glorious  Scotch  air.  You  will 
see  a  small  attempt  on  a  shred  of  paper  enclosed ;  but  although  Dr.  Blacklock 
commended  it  very  highly,  I  am  not  just  satisfied  with  it  myself."] 


How  pleasant  the  banks  of  the  clear-winding  Devon, 
With  green-spreading  bushes  and  flow'rs  blooming  fair ! 

But  the  boniest  flow'r  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 
Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  the  Ayr. 
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Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet-blushing  Flower, 
In  the  gay,  rosy  morn  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew ; 

And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower, 
That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew  I 

O  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breezes, 
With  chill,  hoary  wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn  ! 

And  far  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seizes 
The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  or  lawn ! 

Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay,  gilded  Lilies, 

And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud  Rose ; 

A  fairer  than  either  adorns  the  green  valleys 
Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows. 


DUNCAN  GRAY. 

[Had  this  song  not  found  its  way  into  some  editions  of  the  poet's  works,  we 
would  have  been  disposed  to  omit  it,  as  there  is  no  mark  to  indicate  his  author- 
ship, and  Stenhouse  describes  it  as  "  taken  from  the  old  song,  with  considerable 
alterations  by  Burns."  In  1792,  he  took  up  the  theme  in  real  earnest,  and  pro- 
fluced,  for  George  Thomson's  work,  a  comic  effusion  of  undying  celebrity,  which 
has  extinguished  the  old  song.] 

Weary  fa'  you,  Duncan  Gray — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
Wae  gae  by  you,  Duncan  Gray — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
When  a'  the  lave  gae  to  their  play, 
Then  I  maun  sit  the  lee-lang  day, 
And  jeeg  the  cradle  wi'  my  tae. 

And  a'  for  the  girdin  o't. 

Bonie  was  the  Lammas  moon — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
Glowrin  a'  the  hills  aboon — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
The  girdin  brak,  the  beast  cam  down, 
I  tint  my  curch  and  baith  my  shoon  ; 
And,  Duncan,  ye're  an  unco  loun ; 

Wae  on  the  bad  girdin  o't. 
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But,  Duncan,  gin  ye'll  keep  your  aith — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
Ise  bless  you  wf  my  hindmost  breath — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
Duncan,  gin  ye'll  keep  your  aith, 
The  beast  again  can  bear  us  baith. 
And  auld  Mess  John  will  mend  the  skaith, 

And  clout  the  bad  girdin  o't. 


THE  PLOUGHMAN. 

[The  present  version  is  by  no  means  an  improvement  on  the  fine  old  song  of 
same  title  in  Herd's  second  volume,  p.  144.  Stenhouse  remarks  thus : — "  The 
last  verse  should  be  deleted  in  future  editions,  as  it  conveys  a  double  meaning, 
and  destroyes  the  effect  of  a  song  which,  in  every  other  respect,  is  very  fine  and 
unexceptionable.  This  is  one  of  those  few  things  which  Burns  hinted  to  John- 
eon  might  be  amended  if  the  work  were  to  begin  again."] 

The  Ploughman  he's  a  bonie  lad, 

His  mind  is  ever  true,  jo  ; 
His  garters  knit  below  his  knee, 

His  bonnet  it  is  blue,  jo. 

CHORUS. 

Then  up  wi't  a',  my  Ploughman  lad. 
And  hey,  my  merry  Ploughman ; 

Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken, 
Commend  me  to  the  Ploughman. 

I  hae  been  east,  I  hae  been  west, 

I  hae  been  at  Saint  Johnston  ; 
The  boniest  sight  that  e'er  I  saw 

Was  the  Ploughman  laddie  dancin'. 
Up  wi't  a',  &c. 

Snaw-white  stockings  on  his  legs, 

And  siller  buckles  glancin' ; 
A  gude  blue  bannet  on  his  head, 

And  0  but  he  was  handsome ! 
Up  wi't  a',  &c. 
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Commend  me  to  the  Barn-yard, 
And  the  Corn-mou,  man ; 

I  never  gat  my  Coggie  fou 
Till  I  met  wi'  the  Ploughman. 
XJp  wi't  a',  &e. 


LANDLADY,  COUNT  THE  LAWIN. 

Tune — Hey  Tutti,  TaitL 

[The  poet  remarks — "  I  have  met  the  tradition  universally  over  Scotland,  and 
particularly  about  Stirling — the  neighbourhood  of  the  scene — that  this  air  was 
Eobert  the  Bruce's  March  at  the  Battle  of  Bannockburn."  Stenhouse  tells  us 
that  these  two  verses  were  composed  by  Burns.  The  reader  will  understand 
that  it  was  to  this  noble  trumpet-air  that  the  poet,  in  September,  1793,  composed 
his  immortal  "  Bruce's  Address."] 

Landlady,  count  the  lawin, 
The  day  is  near  the  dawin ; 
Ye're  a'  bhnd  drunk,  boys, 
And  I'm  but  jolly  fou. 

CHORUS. 

Hey  tutti,  taiti, 
How  tutti,  taiti, 
Hey  tutti,  taiti — 
Wha's  fou  now  ? 

Cog,  an  ye  were  ay  fou, 
Cog,  an  ye  were  ay  fou, 
I  wad  sit  and  sing  to  you. 
If  ye  were  ay  fou.* 
Hey  tutti,  &c. 


*  This  verse  is  the  counterpart  of  another  stanza  which  Burns  is  understood 
to  have  added  to  the  old  song — " Carle,  now  the  King's  come: " 
"  Coggie,  an  the  King  come. 
Coggie,  an  the  King  come. 
Ise  be  fou,  an'  thou's  be  toom 
Coggie,  an  thf  King  come  I  " 
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RAYING  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOWING. 

Tune — McGregor  of  Bord's  Lament. 

[Burns'  note  on  this  song  is  as  follows: — "I  composed  these  verses  on  Miss 
Isabella  M'Leod  of  Eaasay,  alluding  to  her  feelings  on  the  death  of  her  sister, 
and  the  still  more  melancholy  death  (in  1786)  of  her  sister's  husband,  the  late 
Earl  of  Loudoun,  who  shot  himself  out  of  sheer  heart-break  at  some  mortifications 
he  suffered  owing  to  the  deranged  state  of  his  finances."  The  poet  had  a  high 
opinion  of  the  present  lyric,  as  the  following  characteristic  passage  in  his  letter 
to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  dated  16th  August,  1788,  sufficiently  proves: — "  I  was,  yesterday, 
at  Dalswinton  House  to  dinner,  for  the  first  time.  My  reception  was  quite  to 
m,y  mind:  from  the  lady  of  the  house  quite  flattering.  She  sometimes  hits 
on  a  couplet  or  two,  impromptu,  and  she  repeated  some  of  these  to  the  admiration  of 
all  present.  My  suffrage  as  a  professional  man  was  expected :  I  for  once  went 
agonizing  over  the  belly  of  my  conscience.  Pardon  me,  ye,  my  adored  house- 
hold gods,  independence  of  spirit,  and  integrity  of  soul  I  In  the  course  of  con- 
versation 'Johnson's  Musical  Museum,'  a  collection  of  Scottish  songs  with  music, 
was  talked  of.  We  got  a  song  on  the  harpsichord,  beginning — 

'  Raving  winds  around  her  blowing.' 
The  air  was  much  admired :  the  lady  of  the  house  asked  me  whose  were  the 
words.  '  Mine,  Madam — ^they  are  indeed  my  very  best  verses :  she  took  not  the 
smallest  notice  of  them !  The  Scottish  proverb  says  well.  King's  caff  is  better 
than  ither  folk's  corn.  I  was  going  to  make  a  New-Testament  quotation  about 
'casting  pearls.*  but  that  would  be  too  virulent,  for  the  lady  is  actually  a  woman 
of  sense  and  taste."   See  p.  365.] 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing, 
Yellow  leaves  the  woodlands  strowing. 
By  a  river  hoarsely  roaring, 
Isabella  stray'd  deploring. 
Farewell,  hours  that  late  did  measure 
Sunshine  days  of  joy  and  pleasure  ; 
Hail,  thou  gloomy  night  of  sorrow — 
Cheerless  night  that  knows  no  morrow. 

O'er  the  Past  too  fondly  wandering, 
On  the  hopeless  Future  pondering. 
Chilly  Grief  my  Hfe-blood  freezes. 
Fell  Despair  my  fancy  seizes. 
Life,  thou  soul  of  every  blessing, 
Load  to  Misery  most  distressing, 
Gladly  how  would  I  resign  thee. 
And  to  dark  Oblivion  join  thee ! 
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HOW  LONG  AKD  DREARY  IS  THE  NIGHT. 
A  Gaelic  Air, 

fThis  song  was  written  by  Burns  in  1787,  to  suit  one  of  those  Gaelic  melodies 
which  he  picked  up  during  his  Highland  tour.  In  October,  1794,  he  altered  the 
Bong  for  George  Thomson,  adding  a  chorus,  to  fit  the  air  of  Cauld  Kail;  but  he 
thereby  effected  no  improvement,  for  the  Gaelic  air  agrees  much  better  with  the 
plaintive  subject  of  the  song.  In  the  third  line  of  the  closing  verse,  owing 
to  the  omission  of  a  comma,  or  perhaps  a  dash  after  the  word  "  sae  " — both  in 
Johnson  and  in  Currie  (followed  in  every  subsequent  edition),  the  sense  of  the 
verse  has  been  lost.  The  Scots  verb,  to  glint,  is  to  pass  swiftly  by  like  a  gleam  of 
Ught;  but  by  omitting  the  pause  after  "sae,"  the  word  "glint"  would  seem  to 
mean  the  very  opposite.   We  therefore  gladly  adopt  the  necessary  punctuation.] 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night, 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie ! 
I  sleepless  lye  frae  e'en  to  morn, 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  so  weary. 
I  sleepless  lye  frae  e'en,  &c. 

When  I  think  on  the  happy  days 

I  spent  wi'  you,  my  dearie ; 
And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie, 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie ! 
And  now  what  lands,  &c. 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours, 

As  ye  were  wae  and  weary ! 
It  was  na  sae,  ye  glinted  by, 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 
It  was  nae  sae,  &e. 


MUSING  ON  THE  ROARING  OCEAN. 
Tune — Druimion  dubh. 

[This  is  another  of  the  songs  which  Burns  produced  in  order  to  preserve  a 
Gaelic  air  picked  up  by  him  in  the  North  Highlands.  He  notes  thus  regarding 
it: — ''I  composed  these  verses  out  of  compliment  to  a  Mrs.  Maclachlan,  whose 
husband  is  an  ofBcer  in  the  East  Indies."] 

Musing  on  the  roaring  ocean, 
Which  divides  my  love  and  me !  - 

Wearying  Heav'n  in  warm  devotion, 
for  his  weal  where'er  he  be. 
/  P 
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Hope  and  Fear's  alternate  billow 
Yielding  late  to  Nature's  law, 

Whisp'ring  spirits  round  my  pillow 
Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa. 

Ye  whom  Sorrow  never  wounded, 
Ye  who  never  shed  a  tear, 

Care-untroubled,  joy-surrounded, 
Gaudy  Day  to  you  is  dear. 

Gentle  Night,  do  thou  befriend  me ; 

Downy  Sleep,  the  curtain  draw ; 
Spirits  kind,  again  attend  me, 

Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa ! 


BLYTHE  WAS  SHE. 
Tune — rAndro  and  his  Cutty  Gun. 

[This  beautiful  song  was  composed  in  October,  1787.  When  sojourning  at 
HarviestOHj  he  made  an  excursion  to  Ochtertyre  in  Strathearn,  in  order  to  pay 
a  visit  to  Sir  William  Murray,  cousin-german  of  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry,  through 
whose  influence  it  is  imderstood  he  obtained  his  appointment  to  the  Excise, 
some  time  afterwards.  Among  the  inmates  of  Ochtertyre  House  at  this  time 
was  a  young  cousin  of  his  host,  Miss  Euphemia  Murray  of  Lintrose,  aged  18, 
and  Burns  made  her  the  subject  of  the  following  pastoral  song.  Miss  Murray 
eventually  became  the  wife  of  one  of  the  judges  of  the  Court  of  Session— Lord 
Methven.] 

CHORUS. 

Blythe^  hlythe  and  merry  was  she^ 

Blythe  was  she  butt  and  hen ; 
Blythe  hy  the  hanks  of  Earn^ 

And  hlythe  in  Glenturit  glen. 

By  Ochtertyre  grows  the  aik, 

On  Yarrow  banks,  the  birken  shaw ; 

But  Phemie  was  a  bonier  lass, 
Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  saw. 
Blythe,  &c. 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  May, 
Her  smile  was  like  a  simmer  morn ; 

She  tripped  by  the  banks  of  Earn, 
As  light's  a  bird  upon  a  thorn. 
Blythe,  &c. 
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Her  bonie  face  it  was  as  meek 

As  ony  lamb  upon  a  lea ; 
The  evening  sun  was  ne'er  sae  sweet 

As  was  the  blink  o'  Phemie's  e'e. 
Blythe,  &c. 

The  Highland  hills  IVe  wander'd  wide, 
And  o'er  the  Lawlands  I  hae  been ; 

But  Pheniie  was  the  blythest  lass 
That  ever  trode  the  dewy  green. 
Blythe,  &c. 


TO  DAUNTON  ME. 

[This  excellent  song,  although  in  no  way  acknowledged  by  Bums,  is  in* 
dubitably  his,  and  exists  in  his  own  MS.] 

The  blude-red  rose  at  Yule  may  blaw, 
The  simmer-lilies  bloom  in  snaw, 
The  frost  may  freeze  the  deepest  sea  ; 
But  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 

CHORUS. 

To  daunton  me,  and  me  sae  young, 
Wi'  his  fause  heart  and  flatt'rmg  tongue  I 
That  is  the  thing  you  ne'er  shall  see, 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 

For  a'  his  meal  and  a'  his  maut. 
For  a'  his  fresh  beef  and  his  saut, 
For  a'  his  gold  and  white  monie, 
An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 

His  gear  may  buy  him  kye  and  yowes. 
His  gear  may  buy  him  glens  and  knowes, 
But  me  he  shall  not  buy  nor  fee, 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 
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He  hirples  tv<ra-fauld  as  he  dow, 
Wi'  his  teethless  gab  and  his  aiild  beld  pow, 
And  the  rain  rains  down  frae  his  red  blear'd  e'e ; — 
That  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 


TALK  NOT  OF  LOYE,  IT  GIVES  ME  PAIN. 
Tone — Banlcs  of  Spey, 


[The  basis  of  this  song  is  by  Mrs.  M'Lehose  (Olarinda),  with  whom  the  poet 
became  acquainted  early  in  Dec,  1787,  just  about  the  time  when  he  had  intended 
leaving  Edinburgh  for  good  and  all;  but,  between  the  effect  of  her  charms,  and 
the  lameness  caused  by  being  overset  by  a  drunken  coachman,  he  was  deUined 
in  the  city  till  the  close  of  the  following  February.  We  give  here  Olarinda's 
verses  entire,  in  order  that  the  reader  may  at  once  see  what  share  Burns  had  in 
the  lyric  as  printed  in  the  Museum : — 

"Talk  not  of  Love — ^it  gives  me  pain,  for  Love  has  been  my  foe: 
He  bound  me  in  an  iron  chain,  and  plunged  me  deep  in  woe ! 
But  Friendship's  pure  and  lasting  joys  my  heart  was  formed  to  prove — 
The  worthy  object  be  of  those,  but  never  talk  of  Love! 
The  Hand  of  Friendship  I  accept — ^may  Honour  be  our  guard ! 
Virtue  our  intercourse  direct,  her  smiles  our  dear  reward." — ClarindA.]: 


Talk  not  of  love,  it  gives  me  pain, 

For  love  has  been  my  foe ; 
He  bound  me  with  an  iron  chain, 

And  plung'd  me  deep  in  woe. 

But  friendship's  pure  and  lasting  joys. 
My  heart  was  form'd  to  prove ; 

There,  welcome  win  and  wear  the  prize, 
But  never  talk  of  love. 


Your  friendship  much  can  make  me  blest, 

Oh,  why  that  bliss  destroy ! 
Why  urge  the  only,  one  request 

You  know  I  will  deny  ! 

Your  thought,  if  love  must  harbour  there^ 

Conceal  it  in  that  thought ; 
Nor  cause  me  from  my  bosom  tear 

The  very  friend  I  sought. 
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O'ER  THE  WATER  TO  CHARLIE. 

rrhe  second  and  third  verses  of  this  song  seem  to  be  much  indebted  to  Bums, 
although  he  has  claimed  none  of  it.  Stenhouse,  in  reference  to  this  matter, 
says : — "  The  verses  in  the  Museum  were  revised  and  improved  by  Burns."] 

CoikiE  boat  me  o'er,  come  row  me  o'er, 

Come  boat  me  o'er  to  Charlie ; 
I'll  gie  John  Ross  another  bawbee, 

To  boat  me  o'er  to  Charlie. 


CHORUS. 

We'll  o'er  the  water,  we'll  o'er  the  sea, 
We'll  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie ; 

Come  weal,  come  woe,  we'll  gather  and  go, 
And  live  or  die  wi'  Charlie. 

I  lo'e  weel  my  Charlie's  name, 

Tho'  some  there  be  abhor  him  : 
But  0,  to  see  auld  Nick  gaun  hame, 

And  Charhe's  f aes  before  him ! 
We'll  o'er,  &c. 

I  swear  and  vow  by  moon  and  stars, 

And  sun  that  shines  so  early ! 
If  I  had  twenty  thousand  lives, 

I'd  die  as  aft  for  Charhe. 
We'll  o'er,  &c.* 


•  Verse  added  by  Hogg : — 

"I  ance had  sons,  but  now  hae  nane,— . 
I  bred  them,  toiling  sairly; 
And  I  would  bear  them  a'  again. 
And  lose  them  a'  for  Charlie  1 
We'll  o'er,  &c," 
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A  ROSE-BUD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK. 

[This  song  is  not  claimed  for  Burns  by  any  mark  in  Johnson  except  the  letter 
B :  he,  however,  has  noted  in  MS.  as  follows : — "  This  songr  I  composed  on  Miss 
Jenny  Oruickshank,  only  child  to  my  worthy  friend,  Mr.  Wm.  Gruickshank  of 
the  High  School,  Edinburgh.  The  air  is  by  David  Sillar,  quondam  merchant, 
and  now  schoolmaster  at  Irvine."  He  afterwards  composed  some  beautiful  lines 
on  the  same  young  lady,  beginning — "Beauteous  rose-bud,  young  and  gay."  On 
returning  from  his  northern  tour,  the  poet  took  up  his  residence  with  Mr. 
Oruickshank,  at  his  house  in  St.  James's  Square.  The  "  Eose-bud,"  although  then 
only  "  entered  in  her  teens,"  was  a  considerable  proficient  in  music.  Professor 
Walker  has  told  us  that  he  called  upon  Bums  about  the  end  of  October,  1787, 
and  "  found  him  seated  by  the  harpsichord  of  this  young  lady,  listening  with 
the  keenest  interest  to  his  own  verses,  which  she  sung  and  accompanied,  and 
adjusting  them  to  the  music  by  repeated  trials  of  the  effect  In  this  occupation 
he  was  so  totally  absorbed,  that  it  was  difficult  to  draw  his  attention  from  it  for 
a  moment." 

Mr.  Oruickshank  died  in  1795,  and  the  "Eose-bud"  became  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Henderson,  a  legal  practitioner  in  Jedburgh.  The  word  "  bawk,"  in  verse  first 
of  the  song,  means  a  thorn-fringed  footpath  through  a  cultivated  field.] 

A  ROSE-BUD  by  my  early  walk, 
Adown  a  corn-inclosed  bawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk. 
All  on  a  dewy  morning. 

Ere  twice  the  shades  o'  dawn  are  fled, 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread. 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head, 
It  scents  the  early  morning. 

Within  the  bush,  her  covert  nest, 
A  little  Mnnet  fondly  prest. 
The  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast, 
Sae  early  in  the  morning. 

She  soon  shall  see  her  tender  brood. 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 
Amang  the  fresh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 
Awauk  the  early  morning. 

So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  J enny  fair ! 
On  trembling  string  or  vocal  air, 
Shalt  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care 
That  tents  thy  early  morning. 

So  thou,  sweet  rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Shalt  beauteous  blaze  upon  the  day. 
And  bless  the  parent's  evening  ray 
That  watch'd  thy  early  morning. 
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TO  A  BLACKBIRD. 
Tune — Scots  Queen. 

[This,  like  the  l3nic  at  page  228 — Talk  not  of  Love,  is  the  joint  composition  of 
"  Clarinda  "  and  Bums.  We  will  adopt  the  same  courBe  with  this  piece  as  we 
did  with  the  other,  giving  the  lady's  verses  in  the  note,  and  the  same,  as  amended 
byBm-ns,  in  the  text.  Clarinda  composed  the  lines  one  day  on  hearing  a  black- 
bird sing,  while  walking  with  her  children  at  the  head  of  Bruntsfleld  Links, 
Edinbm-gh.  They  have  a  manifest  reference  to  her  own  desolate  condition,— 
deserted  as  she  was  by  a  faithless  husband : — 

"  Go  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care, 

Thy  cheerful  notes  will  hush  despair ; 

Thy  tuneful  warblings,  void  of  art. 

Thrill  sweetly  through  my  aching  heart 

Now  choose  thy  mate,  and  fondly  love, 

And  all  the  charming  transport  prove ; 

Those  sweet  emotions  all  enjoy, 

Let  Love  and  Song  thy  hours  employ ; 

"Whilst  I,  a  lovelorn  exile,  live, 

And  rapture  nor  receive  nor  give. 

Gro  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care, 

Thy  cheerful  notes  will  hush  despair."] 

Go  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care, 
Thy  tuneful  notes  will  hush  despau* ; 
Thy  plaintive  warblings,  void  of  art, 
Thrill  sweetly  thro'  my  aching  heart. 
Now  choose  thy  mate,  and  fondly  love, 
And  all  the  charming  transport  prove ; 
While  I  a  lovelorn  exile  live, 
Nor  transport  or  receive  or  give. 

For  thee  is  laughing  nature  gay; 
For  thee  she  pours  the  vernal  day : 
For  me  in  vain  is  nature  drest, 
While  joy's  a  stranger  to  my  breast ! 
These  sweet  emotions  all  enjoy ; 
Let  Love  and  Song  thy  hours  employ! 
Go  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care, 
Thy  tuneful  notes  will  hush  despair. 


AN'  I'LL  KISS  THEE  YET. 
Tune — Braes  o'  Balquhidder. 

[In  a  MS.  copy  of  this  song,  the  following  verse — omitted  in  Johnson— is  in- 
serted immediately  after  the  first  stanza  and  chorus : — 

"  Ilk  care  and  fear,  when  thou  art  near, 
I  ever  mair  defy  them,  0 : 
Young  kings  upon  their  hansel  throne 
Are  nae  sae  blest  as  I  am,  O." 
The  poet  afterwards  remodelled  this  song  for  George  Thomson's  collection,  to 
answer  the  tune  of  Cauld  Kail,  for  which  Thomson  seems  to  have  had  a  great 
penchant.   He  enclosed  it  in  a  letter,  under  date  August,  1793,  in  which  he  says, 
"  The  last  stanza  of  the  song  I  now  send  you  contains  the  very  words  that  Coila 
taught  me  many  years  ago,  and  which  I  set  to  an  old  Scots  reel  in  Johnson's 
Museum." 

It  has  been  ascertained,  through  information  of  the  poet's  sister  (Mrs.  Begg) 
to  R.  Chambers,  and  to  the  late  Capt.  C.  Gray,  KM.,  that  when  Burns  was  22  years 
old,  he  fell  in  love  with  a  young  woman  named  Ellison  Begbie,  who  was  servant 
with  a  family  on  the  banks  of  the  Oessnock,  about  two  miles  from  Lochlea.  He 
addressed  several  letters  to  her,  which  are  printed  among  his  correspondence, 
her  name  appearing  only  under  the  initial  "E; "  and  he  also  composed  a 
beautiful  song  in  her  praise,  beginning — On  Cessnock  Banks  there  lives  a  lass. 
Although  this  fair  one  ultimately  rejected  the  poet,  and  became  the  wife  of 
another  man,  it  is  certain  that  his  passion  for  her  was  serious,  and  that  the 
issue  cost  him  many  a  heart-ache.  It  was  suggested  by  a  minute  inquirer  into 
the  early  history  of  Burns,  that  the  present  song,  and  also  a  juvenile  lyric,  dis- 
playing deep  passion,  called — Mary  Morison,  might  have  been  inspired  by  that 
young  woman's  charms ;  and  Mrs.  Begg,  on  hearing  his  reasons  for  so  thinking, 
admitted  the  strong  probability  that  those  suggestions  were  well  founded. 

Stenhouse  tells  us  that  Stephen  Clarke  wrote  below  the  score  of  this  song  the 
following  words: — "  I  am  charmed  with  this  song  almost  as  mud*  as  the  lover 
is  with  bonie  Peggy  Alison."] 

CHORUS. 

An^  ril  hiss  thee  yet^  yet^ 
ArC  ril  kiss  thee  o'er  again ; 

ArC  ril  kiss  thee  yet,  yet, 
My  bonie  Peggy  Alison, 

When  in  my  arms,  wf  a'  thy  charms, 
I  clasp  my  countless  treasure,  O ! 

I  seek  nae  mair  o'  Heav'n  to  share. 
Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure,  0  ! 
When  in  my  arms,  &c. 

And  by  thy  een  sae  bonie  blue, 

I  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever,  0 ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow. 

And  break  it  shall  I  never,  O ! 
And  by  thy  een,  &c. 
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RATTLIN',  ROARIN'  WILLIE. 

[Burns  notes  this  production  thus : — The  last  stanza  of  this  song  is  mine :  it 
was  composed  out  of  compliment  to  one  of  the  worthiest  fellows  in  the  world, 
William  Dunbar,  Esq.,  writer  to  the  signet,  Edinburgh,  and  Colonel  of  the 
Crochallan  corps — a  club  of  wits  who  took  that  title  at  the  time  of  raising  the 
fencible  regiments."  We  are  thus  to  conclude  that  the  two  preceding  verses 
are  old,  although  helped  a  little  by  the  poet  In  March,  1789,  Bums  makes  the 
following  honourable  mention  of  the  "  Colonel  '*  in  a  letter  to  Peter  Hill,  to 
whom  he  then  presented  a  ewe-milk  cheese,  giving  him  a  list  of  friends  who 
were  to  get  a  slice  of  it: — "My  facetious  friend  Dunbar  I  would  wish  also  to 
be  a  partaker;  not  to  digest  his  spleen,  for  that  he  laughs  off,  but  to  digest  his 
last  night's  wine  at  the  last  fleld-day  of  the  Crochallan  corps."] 

0  RATTLm',  roarin'  Willie, 

O  lie  held  to  the  fair ; 
An'  for  to  sell  his  fiddle, 

And  buy  some  other  ware  $ 
But  parting  wi'  his  fiddle, 

The  saut  tear  blin't  his  e'e ; 
And  ratthn',  roarin'  WilUe, 

Ye're  welcome  hame  to  me  ! 

0  Willie,  come  sell  your  fiddle, 

0  sell  your  fiddle  sae  fine ; 
O  Willie,  come  sell  your  fiddle, 

And  buy  a  pmt  o'  wine. 
If  I  should  sell  my  fiddle. 

The  warld  would  think  I  was  mad. 
For  mony  a  rantin'  day 

My  fiddle  and  I  hae  had. 

As  I  cam  by  Crochallan, 

1  cannily  keekit  ben : 
Rattlin',  roarin'  Willie 

Was  sitting  at  yon  boord-en* — 
Sitting  at  yon  boord-en', 

And  amang  gude  companie ; 
Rattlin',  roarin'  Willie, 

Ye're  welcome  hame  to  me ! 
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WHERE  BRAYING  ANGRY  WINTER'S  STORMS. 
Tune — Neil  Govfs  Lamentation  for  Ahercairny. 

fBums  acknowledged  the  authorship  of  this  rather  philosophical  song.  He 
Bays  in  a  letter  to  its  inspirer,  Miss  Margaret  Chalmers,  inclosing  the  present 
Bong,  and  also  another  beginning — My  Peggy's  face^  my  Peggy'' s  form: — "The 
poetic  compliments  I  pay  cannot  be  misunderstood:  I  have  complimented  you 
chiefly,  almost  solely  on  your  mental  charms.  Shall  I  be  plain  with  you  ?  I 
will :  so  look  to  it  Personal  attractions,  madam,  you  have  above  par — wit, 
understanding,  and  worth,  you  possess  in  the  first  class."  Miss  Chalmers,  two 
years  after  these  songs  were  composed,  became  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay,  of  Forbes  & 
Oo.'s  bank,  Edinburgh. — (See  note  to  song,  The  banks  of  the  Devon,  page  220,  for 
some  information  concerning  this  lady.)  Shortly  before  leaving  Edinburgh,  in 
February  1788,  he  wrote  to  her  as  follows: — "You  must  not  desert  me.  Your 
friendship,  I  think  I  can  count  on,  though  I  should  date  my  letters  from  a 
marching  regiment.  Early  in  life,  and  all  my  life,  I  reckoned  on  a  recruiting 
drum  as  my  forlorn  hope."  When  the  poet  lay  in  Mr.  Cruickshank's  house, 
with  his  bruised  limb,  a  month  or  two  before  this,  he  wrote  to  her  in  these 
words : — "I  would  give  my  best  song  to  my  worst  enemy — I  mean  the  merit  of 
making  it,  to  have  you  and  Charlotte  by  me.  You  are  angelic  creatures,  and 
would  pour  oil  and  wine  into  my  wounded  spirit."  After  his  marriage,  he  wrote 
to  her  thus,  from  Ellisland,  in  September,  1788: — "I  have  lived  more  of  real  life 
with  you  in  eight  days  than  I  can  do  with  almost  anybody  I  meet  with  in  eight 
years;  and  when  I  think  on  the  improbability  of  meeting  you  in  this  world 
again,  I  could  sit  down  and  cry  like  a  child."] 

Where,  braving  angry  winter's  storms, 

The  lofty  Ochils  rise  ; 
Far  in  their  shade,  my  Peggy's  charms 

First  biest  my  wondering  eyes, — 
As  one,  who,  by  some  savage  stream, 

A  lonely  gem  surveys. 
Astonish' d,  doubly  marks  it  beam, 

With  art's  most  pohsh'd  blaze. 

Blest  be  the  wild,  sequester'd  shade, 

And  blest  the  day  and  hour. 
Where  Peggy's  charms  I  first  survey' d, 

When  first  I  felt  their  pow'r ! 
The  tyrant  death,  with  grim  control. 

May  seize  my  fleeting  breath ; 
But  tearing  Peggy  from  my  soul 

Must  be  a  stronger  death. 
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TIBBIE,  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAY. 
Tune — InvercaulcVs  Reel. 

[The  authorship  of  this  clever  song  is  acknowledged  in  Johnson-  The  poet, 
in  his  notes,  tells  us  that  he  composed  it  before  leaving  Mount  Oliphant,  when 
only  about  seventeen  j^ears  old.  Mrs.  Begg,  in  reply  to  some  questions  raised 
by  the  writer  of  these  notes,  in  1850,  remarked  as  follows  regarding  this  song: — 
"This  must  have  been  composed  in  Lochlea;  for  Tibbie  Steen,  the  heroine,  was 
unknown  to  Burns  at  Mount  Oliphant.  She  lived  at  'Little  Hill,'  a  farm  marching 
with  that  of  Lochlea:  the  thing  was  well  known  in  the  neighbourhood,  no  one 
doubting  it"] 

CHORUS. 

0  Tihhie^  I  hae  seen  the  day^ 

Ye  would  na  leen  sae  shy ; 
For  laik  o'  gear  ye  lightly  me, 

But,  trowth,  I  care  na  hy. 

Yestreen  I  met  ye  on  the  moor, 
Ye  spak  na,  bnt  gaed  by  like  stoure ; 
Ye  geek  at  me  because  I'm  poor, 
But  fient  a  hair  care  I ! 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c. 

I  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think, 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  clink. 
That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink, 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c. 

But  sorrow  tak  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean, 
Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c. 

Altho'  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart ; 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye'U  cast  your  head  anither  airt, 
And  answer  him  fu'  dry. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c. 
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But  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear, 
Ye'll  fasten  to  him  Hke  a  brier ; 
Tho'  hardly  he  for  sense  or  lear 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c. 

But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak  my  advice : 
Your  daddie's  gear  maks  you  sae  nice ; 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  speir  your  price. 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  1. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c  * 


CLAHmDA. 

[This  beautiful  lyric,  thrown  in  near  the  close  of  Johnson's  second  volume, 
was  Burns'  parting  song  to  Mrs.  M'Lehose,  on  his  leaving  Edinburgh  in 
February,  1788.] 

Claeinda,  mistress  of  my  soul. 

The  measur'd  time  is  run ! 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole, 

So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie ; 
Deprived  of  thee,  his  life  and  hght, 

The  Sun  of  all  his  joy. 

We  part — but  by  these  precious  drops. 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes ! 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  steps. 

Till  thy  bright  beams  arise. 

She,  the  fair  Sun  of  all  her  sex. 

Has  blest  my  glorious  day : 
And  shall  a  ghmmering  Planet  fix 

My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 


•  Stanza,  in  MS.,  omitted  by  Johnson:— 

"  There  lives  a  lass  in  yonder  park, 
I  wadna  gie  her  in  her  sark, 
For  thee,  wi'  a'  thy  thousand  merk ; 
Ye  need  na  look  sae  high." 


SONGS  CONTRIBUTED  BY  BURNS  TO  VOL.  Hi.  OF  JOHNSON,  FEB.  2, 1790. 


The  poet  wrote  to  Johnson  on  15th  November,  1788,  in  these  terms : — "  I  am 
preparing  a  flaming  preface  for  your  third  volume.  I  see  every  day  new 
musical  publications  advertised;  but  what  are  they?  Gaudy,  painted 
butterflies  of  a  day,  and  then  they  vanish  for  ever :  but  your  work  will  out- 
live the  momentary  neglects  of  fashion,  and  defy  the  teeth  of  time.  Perhaps 
you  may  not  find  your  account  lucratively  in  this  business ;  but  you  are  a 
patriot  for  the  music  of  your  country,  and  I  am  certain  posterity  will  look 
on  themselves  as  highly  indebted  to  your  public  spirit.  Be  not  in  a  hurry : 
let  us  go  on  correctly,  and  your  name  shall  be  immortal" 


The  following  is  the  Preface  referred  to : — 

Now  that  the  Editor  gives  this  third  Volume  of  The  Scots  Musical  Museum  to  the 
Public,  he  hopes  it  will  not  be  found  unworthy  of  the  Volumes  already  published. 

As  this  is  not  one  of  those  many  publications  which  are  hourly  ushered  into  the 
World,  merely  to  catch  the  eye  of  Fashion  in  her  frenzy  of  a  day,  the  Editor  has 
Kttle  to  hope  or  fear  from  the  herd  of  readers.  Consciousness  of  the  well-known 
merit  of  our  Scotish  Music,  and  the  national  fondness  of  a  Scotchman  for  the 
productions  of  his  own  country,  are  at  once  the  Editor's  motive  and  apology  for 
this  undertaking ;  and  where  any  of  the  pieces  in  the  collection  may  perhaps 
be  found  wanting  at  the  critical  bar  of  the  first,  he  appeals  to  the  honest 
prejudices  of  the  last. 

Edinr.,  February  2d,  1790. 


I  LOYE  MY  LOYE  IN  SECRET. 

[This  is  an  old  song,  inadmissible  in  its  original  state,  through  its  indelicacy ; 
and  therefore  altered  by  Bums,  in  order  to  preserve  the  air,  and  give  a  better 
character  to  the  words.  The  last  verse  records  a  very  interesting  old  custom 
between  lovers,  when  compelled  by  force  of  circumstances  to  part  against  their 
will— a  practice  affectionately  recorded  also  in  the  beautiful  song — Logie 
Buchan  :— 

"  He  had  but  ae  saxpence,  he  brak  it  in  twa. 
And  he  gae  me  the  hauf  o't  when  he  gaed  awa."] 

My  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  ring, 
Was  a'  beset  wi'  diamonds  fine ; 
But  I  gied  him  a  far  better  thing, 
I  gied  my  heart  in  pledge  o'  his  ring. 

CHORUS. 

My  Sandy  0,  my  Sandy  0, 

My  bonie,  bonie  Sandy  0 ; 

Tho'  the  love  that  I  owe,  to  thee  I  dare  na  show^ 

Yet  I  love  my  love  in  secret,  my  Sandy  0. 
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My  Sandy  brak  a  piece  o*  gowd, 
While  down  his  cheeks  the  saut  tears  row'd ; 
He  took  a  hauf  an'  gied  it  to  me, 
And  I'll  keep  it  till  the  hour  I  die. 
My  Sandy  0,  &c. 


TIBBIE  DUNBAR. 
Tune — Johnny  M-Gill, 

[ThiB  favourite  air,  which  derives  its  name  from  its  composer,  Mr.  John  M'Qill, 
musician  in  Girvan,  Asrshire,  wanted  words  as  a  vehicle  for  preservation,  and 
Bums  supplied  it  with  the  following  lines.  The  air  has  since  acquired  greater 
popularity,  under  the  title  of  Crnie  under  my  plaidie,  from  a  ballad  which  was 
written  for  it  by  Hector  M'Neil.] 

0  WILT  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 

0  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 
Wilt  thou  ride  on  a  horse,  or  be  drawn  in  a  car, 
Or  walk  by  my  side,  0  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 

1  care  na  thy  daddie,  his  lands  and  his  money, 
I  care  na  thy  kin,  sae  high  and  sae  lordly ; 
But  say  thou  wilt  hae  me  for  better  for  waur. 
And  come  in  thy  coatie,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar. 


MY  HARRY  WAS  A  GALLANT  GAY. 

Tune — Highlander's  Lament. 

[This  song  is  unclaimed  for  Burns  in  Johnson,  but  in  his  MS.  notes  he  says:— 
"  The  chorus  I  picked  up  from  an'old  woman  in  Dunblane ;  the  rest  of  the  song 
is  mine."  The  tune  seems  to  have  some  connection  with  the  gallant  42nd 
Regiment,  or  "  Black  Watch,"  for  Bums  has  recorded  that  its  oldest  name  is, 
T?ie  Highland  Watch's  Farewell  to  Ireland.^ 

My  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay, 

Fu'  stately  strade  he  on  the  plain; 

But  now  he's  banish'd  far  awa', 
I'll  never  see  him  back  again. 

CHORUS. 

0  for  him  back  again ! 

0  for  him  back  again ! 

1  wad  gie  a'  Knockhaspie's  land 
For  Highland  Harry  back  again. 
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When  a'  the  lave  gae  to  their  bed, 
I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen ; 

I  set  me  down  and  greet  my  fill, 
And  ay  I  wish  him  back  again. 
0  for  him,  &c. 

0  were  some  villains  hangit  high, 
And  ilka  body  had  their  ain ! 

Then  I  might  see  the  joyfu'  sight — 
My  Highland  Harry  back  again. 
0  for  him,  &c. 


THE  TAYLOR  FELL  THRO'  THE  BED. 

[Stenhouse  tells  us  that  the  second  and  fourth  verses  are  by  Burns,  and  that 
the  rest  of  the  song  is  very  old.  No  doubt  the  poet's  motive  for  dressing  up  this 
olil  song  was  to  preserve  its  ancient  and  beautiful  air,  which  is  that  known  as 
The  Tailor's  March,  and  made  use  of  at  all  election  meetings  of  the  old  corpora- 
tion, and  other  festive  occasions.  It  may  also  be  mentioned  that  the  tune  is  the 
progenitor  of  the  highly  popular  air — Logie  o'  Buchan.] 

The  Taylor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a', 

The  Taylor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a' ; 

The  blankets  were  thin  and  the  sheets  they  were  sma', 

The  Taylor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a'. 

The  sleepy  bit  lassie  she  dreaded  nae  ill. 
The  sleepy  bit  lassie  she  dreaded  nae  ill ; 
The  weather  was  cauld  and  the  lassie  lay  still. 
She  thought  that  a  Taylor  could  do  her  nae  ill. 

Gie  me  the  groat  again,  canny  young  man, 
Gie  me  the  groat  again,  canny  young  man; 
The  day  it  is  short,  and  the  night  it  is  lang, 
The  dearest  siller  that  ever  I  wan. 

There's  somebody  weary  wi'  lying  her  lane, 
There's  somebody  weary  wi'  lying  her  lane, 
There's  some  that  are  dowie,  I  trow  wad  be  fain 
To  see  the  bit  Taylor  come  skippin'  again. 


(    240  ) 


AY  WAUKIN  O. 

[Stenhouse  says  that  this  is  a  very  old  fragment,  altered  somewhat  by  Burns, 
and  to  which  he  prefixed  a  verse — "  Simmer's  a  pleasant  time,"  &c] 

Simmer's  a  pleasant  time, 

Flowers  of  ev'ry  colour ; 
The  water  rins  owre  the  heugh, 

And  I  long  for  my  true  lover ! 

CHORUS. 

Ay  waukin  O, 

Waukin  still  and  weary  : 

Sleep  I  can  get  nane, 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 

When  I  sleep  I  dream, 

When  I  wauk  I'm  eerie ; 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane, 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 
Ay  waukin,  &c. 

Lanely  night  comes  on, 

A'  the  lave  are  sleepin' : 
I  think  on  my  bonie  lad. 

And  I  bleer  my  een  wi'  greetin'. 
Ay  waukin,  &c. 


BEWARE  0'  BONIE  ANN. 

[These  verses,  Burns  tells  us  in  a  note,  he  composed  in  1788,  in  compliment 
to  Miss  Ann  Masterton,  daughter  of  his  friend  Allan  Masterton,  writing  master 
and  amateur  composer  of  music.  The  fifth  and  sixth  lines  of  verse  first  are  the 
counterpart  of  a  beautiful  verse  in  the  very  last  song  which  Bums  sent  to  the 
Museum— 

"  Her  yellow  hair  beyond  compare 

Comes  trinkling  down  her  swan-white  neck; 
And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  skies, 
Wad  keep  a  sinking  ship  frae  wreck."] 

Ye  gallants  bright  I  rede  ye  right. 

Beware  o'  bonie  Ann ; 
Her  comely  face  sae  fu'  o'  grace, 

Your  hearts  she  will  trepan. 
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Her  een  sae  bright,  like  stars  by  night, 

Her  skin  is  like  the  swan  ; 
Sae  jimply  lac'd  her  genty  waist, 

That  sweetly  ye  might  span. 

Youth,  grace  and  love  attendant  move, 
And  pleasure  leads  the  van ; 

In  a'  their  charms  and  conquering  arms, 
They  wait  on  bonie  Ann. 

The  captive  oands  may  chain  the  hands, 
But  Lovb  enslaves  the  man : 

Ye  gallants  braw,  I  rede  you  a', 
Beware  o*  bonie  Ann. 


LADDIE,  LIE  NEAR  ME. 

[It  is  diCScult  to  say  what  share  Burns  had  in  the  composition  of  the  following 
familiar  ditty;  but  Johnson,  imagining  that  the  words  would  come  with  more  de- 
corum from  the  lips  of  the  husband,  altered  the  jsersora  of  the  singer,  and  changed 
the  old  title  of  the  song  into  "  Lassie,  lie  near  me."  Several  years  after  the  ap- 
pearance of  this  song,  we  find  the  poet  writing  thus  to  Thomson  regarding  the 
tune: — "  Laddie  He  near  me"  must  lie  by  me  for  some  time,  I  do  not  know  the  air, 
and  until  I  am  complete  master  of  a  tune,  in  my  own  singing,  such  as  it  is,  I 
can  never  compose  for  it."  The  presumption  accordingly  is  rather  against 
Bums  having  composed  these  words.  In  May,  1795,  he  supplied  Thomson 
with  a  song  to  this  air — "'Twas  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin."  (See  page 
112.,  VOL  2.) 

The  ancient  words  of  "  Laddie,  lie  near  me" — and  very  free  words  they  are- 
will  be  found  in  Eitson's  "  North  Country  Chorister,"  Durham,  1802] 


Lang  hae  we  parted  been, 
Laddie,  my  dearie ; 

Now  we  are  met  again. 
Laddie  He  near  me. 


CHORUS. 

Near  me,  nea?^  me^ 
Laddie^  lie  near  me  ; 
Lang  hae  I  lain  my  lane, 
Laddie  lie  near  me. 
Q 
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A'  that  I  hae  endured, 

Laddie,  my  dearie, 
Here  in  thy  arms  is  cured, — 

Laddie,  lie  near  me. 
Near  me,  ^c. 


THE  OARDENER  WI'  HIS  PAIDLE. 

[This  pretty  song,  unclaimed  by  Burns  in  the  Museum,  was  afterwards  altered 
by  him  for  George  Thomson's  collection,  to  suit  the  air  of  Dainty  Davie,  The 
old  tune  to  which  the  present  song  is  set,  is  called  The  Gardener's  March,  and 
usually  played  in  the  grand  floral  processions  of  that  most  primative  of  all  trades: 
the  Tailors,  of  course,  follow  suite.  The  continual  recurrence  of  the  line — "The 
Gurdener  wi'  his  paidle,"  gives  a  ludicrous  effect  to  this  otherwise  beautiful 
composition;  and,  no  doubt,  that  consideration  served  as  an  inducement  to  the 
poet  to  alter  the  verses:  his  mm  idea  would  start  uj) — "He's  just  a  bit  paidlin 

When  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers, 
To  deck  her  gay  green-spreading  bowers ; 
Then  busy,  busy  are  his  hours — 
The  Gardener  wf  his  paidle. 

The  crystal  waters  gently  fa'; 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a'; 
The  scented  breezes  round  him  blaw — 
The  Gardener  wi'  his  paidle. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare. 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare ; 
Then  thro'  the  dews  he  maun  repair — 
The  Gardener  wi'  his  paidle. 

When  day,  expiring  in  the  west. 
The  curtain  draws  of  Nature's  rest ; 
He  flies  to  her  arms  he  lo'es  the  best — 
The  Gardener  wi'  his  paidle. 
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ON  A  BANK  OF  FLOWERS. 

[This  has  Bums'  name  attached  to  it  in  the  Museum;  but  in  reality,  it  is  only 
an  older  song  remodelled  and  improved.  The  original,  by  Mr.  Theobald,  will 
be  foimd  in  the  Tea  Table  Miscellany,  Vol.  III.  (1727.)  The  air  is  much  adnaired, 
but  has  not  a  great  deal  of  the  old  Scots  character  in  it.] 

On  a  bank  of  flowers,  in  a  summer  day, 

For  summer  lightly  drest, 
The  youthful,  blooming  Nelly  lay, 

With  lore  and  sleep  opprest : 
When  Willie,  wand'ring  thro'  the  wood — 

Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  sued, — ■ 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd, 

And  trembled  where  he  stood. 

Her  closed  eyes,  hke  weapons  sheath' d, 

Were  seal'd  in  soft  repose ; 
Her  lips,  with  fragrance  as  she  breath'd. 

Still  richer  dyed  the  rose : 
The  springing  hlies  sweetly  prest, 

Wild- wanton  kiss'd  her  rival  breast ; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd — 

His  bosom  ill  at  rest. 

Her  robes,  light-waving  in  the  breeze. 

Her  tender  limbs  embrace ; 
Her  lovely  form,  her  native  ease, 

All  harmony  and  grace : 
Tumultuous  tides  his  pulses  roll, 

A  faltering,  ardent  kiss  he  stole  ; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 

And  sigh'd  his  very  soul. 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brake. 

On  fear-inspired  wings ; 
So,  NeUy  starting,  half-awake, 

Away  affrighted  springs : 
But  Wilhe  follow' d, — as  he  should : 

He  overtook  her  in  the  wood ; 
He  vow'd,  he  pray'd,  he  found  the  maid 

Forgiving  all  and  good. 
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THE  DAY  RETUKNS,  MY  BOSOM  BURNS. 
Tune — Seventh  of  November. 

[In  a  letter  to  Miss  Chalmers,  dated  from  Ellisland,  September  16,  1788,  the 
poet,  along  with  other  pieces,  enclosed  the  present  lyric,  of  which  he  remarks 
as  follows: — "Johnson's  collection  of  Scots  songs  is  going  on  in  the  third 
volume;  and,  of  consequence,  finds  me  a  consumpt  for  a  great  deal  of  idle 
metre.  One  of  the  most  tolerable  things  I  have  done  in  that  way  is  two  stanzas 
I  made  to  an  air  that  a  musical  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance  (Captain  Eiddel 
of  Glenriddel)  composed  for  the  anniversary  of  his  wedding-day,  which  happens 
on  the  7th  of  November.   Take  it  as  follows :"] — 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns, 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet ; 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 

Ne'er  summer-sun  was  half  sae  sweet. 
Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide, 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  line ; 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globes, 

Heav'n  gave  me  more — it  made  thee  mine ! 

While  day  and  night  can  bring  delight. 

Or  nature  aught  of  pleasure  give ; 
While  joys  above,  my  mind  can  move, 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone  I  live ! 
When  that  grim  foe  of  Mfe  below, 

Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part ; 
The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band. 

It  breaks  my  bliss — it  breaks  my  heart ! 


MY  LOYE  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  YET. 

[Stenhouse  observes  of  this  production:— "The  title  and  the  last  half -stanza 
of  this  song  are  old :  the  rest  was  composed  by  Burns."] 

CHORUS. 

My  love  she^s  but  a  lassie  yet^ 
My  love  she's  bid  a  lassie  yet ; 
WeHl  let  her  stand  a  year  or  twa^ — 
She'll  no'  be  half  sae  saucy  yet. 
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I  RUE  the  day  I  sought  her,  0, 
I  rue  the  day  I  sought  her,  0 ; 
Wha  gets  her  needs  na  say  he's  woo'd, 
But  he  may  say  he's  bought  her,  O. 
My  love^  4'<^. 

Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet, 
Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet : 
Gae  seek  for  pleasure  whare  ye  will, 
But  here  I  never  miss'd  it  yet. 
My  love,  ^c. 

We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinking  o't, 
We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinking  o't : 
The  minister  kiss'd  the  fiddler's  wife, 
He  could  na  preach  for  thiukin'  o't. 
My  love,  ^c. 


JAMIE,  COME  TRY  ME. 

[There  is  no  mark  to  indicate  that  these  lines  are  by  Burns ;  but  Stenhouse 
says  that  they  were  written  by  him  for  the  Museum  in  1789,  and  that  older  verses 
to  the  same  air  are  no  where  to  be  found,  so  far  as  he  is  aware.] 

CHORUS. 

Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me; 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me! 

If  thou  should  ask  my  love, 

Could  I  deny  thee? 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 

Jamie,  come  try  me  ! 
Jamie,  come  try  me,  ^-c. 

If  thou  should  kiss  me,  love, 

Wha  could  espy  thee  ? 
If  thou  wad  be  my  love, 

Jamie,  come  try  me  ! 
Jamie,  come  try  me,  ^c. 
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MY  BONIE  MART, 

[This  is  one  of  those  songs  regarding  which  the  author  indulged  in  a  good 
deal  of  mystification.  On  17th  December,  1788,  he  transcribed  it  in  a  letter  to 
Mrs.  Dunlop — the  same  letter  in  which  he  sent  his  immortal  song,  Auld  long 
syne.  He  says: — "Now  I  am  on  my  hobby-horse,  I  cannot  help  inserting  two 
other  old  stanzas,  which  please  me  mightily — 'Q-o  fetch  to  me,'  &c."  The  poet, 
however,  in  his  notes  to  the  Museum,  acknowledges  that  the  whole  song,  with 
the  exception  of  the  first  four  lines,  is  his.  The  reader,  however,  must  be  cautious 
in  believing  that  Peter  Buchan's  verses,  given  by  Motherwell  as  the  original 
ballad  of  "The  Siller  Tassie, "are anything  more  than  an  invention,] 

Go,  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine, 

And  fill  it  in  a  silver  tassie. 
That  I  may  drink  before  I  go, 

A  service  to  my  bonie  lassie. 
The  boat  rocks  at  the  Pier  o'  Leith, 

Fu'  loud  the  wind  blaws  frae  the  Ferry ; 
The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwick-law, 

And  I  maun  leave  my  bonie  Mary. 

The  trumpets  sound,  the  banners  fly. 

The  guttering  spears  are  ranked  ready. 
The  shouts  o'  war  are  heard  afar, 

The  battle  closes  deep  and  bloody : 
It's  not  the  roar  o'  sea  or  shore. 

Wad  make  me  langer  wish  to  tarry ; 
Nor  shouts  o'  war  thus  heard  afar, — 

It's  leaving  thee,  my  bonie  Mary ! 


THE  LAZY  MIST. 

[It  Is  strange  that  this  piece  was  represented  by  George  Thomson  in  his  col- 
lection as  a  production  of  Dr.  Blacklock ;  for  in  the  Museum,  Burns'  name  is 
attached  to  it,  and  in  his  notes  he  says,  "This'' song  is  mine."  The  sentiments 
are  of  a  very  desponding  kind,  and  only  lighted  up  by  the  hope  expressed  in 
the  final  couplet:— 

"Life  is  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  give, — 
For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  must  live." 
In  one  of  his  letters,  however,  speaking  of  the  eternal  joys  promised  to  the 
righteous  in  the  next  world,  he  says,  "I  fear  this  is  too  good  news  to  be  true!"] 

The  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
Conceahng  the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill ; 
How  languid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  appear. 
As  Autumn  to  Winter  resigns  the  pale  year. 
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The  forests  are  leafless,  tlie  meadows  are  brown, 
And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  flown : 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  muse. 
How  quick  Time  is  flying,  how  keen  Fate  pursues. 

How  long  I  have  liv'd — but  how  much  Hv'd  in  vain ; 

How  little  of  hfe's  scanty  span  may  remain ; 

What  aspects,  old  Time,  in  his  progress,  has  worn ; 

What  ties,  cruel  Fate,  in  my  bosom  has  torn ; 

How  foolish,  or  worse,  till  our  summit  is  gain'd ! 

And  downward^  how  weaken'd,  how  darken'd,  how  pain'd ! 

Life  is  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  give, — 

For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  must  live. 


THE  CAPTAIN'S  LADY. 

[Stenhouse  says: — "The  verses  in  the  Museum,  beginning — Omount  andgo,  were 
communicated  by  Burns ;  and,  although  he  does  not  acknowledge  them,  I  have 
good  reason  to  believe  they  were  his  own.   The  old  ditty  begins  thus : — 
'  I  will  away,  and  I  will  not  tarry, — 
I  will  away  and  be  a  captain's  lady; 
A  captain's  lady  is  a  dame  of  honour, 
She  has  maids  aye  to  wait  upon  her; 
To  wait  upon  her,  and  get  all  things  ready,— 
I  will  away  and  be  a  captain's  lady.' "] 

CHORUS. 

0  mount  and  go, 
Mount  and  mahe  you  ready ; 

0  mount  and  go, 
And  he  the  Captain! 8  Lady, 

When  the  drums  do  beat, 

And  the  cannons  rattle ; 
Thou  shalt  sit  in  state, 

And  see  thy  love  in  battle. 
0  mount,  ^c. 

When  the  vanquish'd  foe 

Sues  for  peace  and  quiet ; 
To  the  shades  we'll  go, 

And  in  love  enjoy  it. 
0  mount,  ^G. 
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I  LOYE  MY 


JEAN. 


Tune — Miss  Admiral  GordorHs  Strathspey, 

[In  his  notes  the  poet  says : — "  This  song,  beginning — Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind 
tan  blaw,  I  composed  out  of  compliment  to  Mrs.  Burns.  N.B. — It  was  during 
the  honeymoon."  The  first  allusion  to  his  marriage  which  appears  in  his  cor- 
respondence we  find  in  a  letter  to  his  old  associate  James  Smith,  dated  from 
Mauchline,  April  28,  1788,  in  which  he  says : — "To  let  you  a  little  into  the  secrets 
of  my  pericranium,  there  is,  you  must  know,  a  certain  clean-limbed,  handsome, 
bewitching  young  huesy  of  your  acquaintance,  to  whom  I  have  lately  and 
privately  given  a  matrimonial  title  to  my  corpus. — Now  for  business.  I  intend 
to  present  Mrs.  Burns  with  a  printed  shawl — an  article  of  which  I  daresay  you 
have  variety :  'tis  my  first  present  to  her  since  I  have  irrevocably  called  her 
mine;  and  I  have  a  bind  of  whimsical  wish  to  get  the  first  said  present  from  an 
old  and  much  valued  friend  of  hers  and  mine — a  trusty  Trojan,  whose  friend- 
ship I  count  myself  possessed  of  as  a  liferent  lease."  About  a  month  afterwards 
(May  26,  1788)  he  writes  thus  to  Ainslie: — "1  have  the  pleasure  to  tell  you  that 
I  have  been  extremely  fortunate  in  all  my  buyings  and  bargainings  hitherto— 
Mrs.  Burns  not  excepted ;  which  title  /  now  avow  to  the  world.  I  am  truly  pleased 
with  this  last  affair;  it  has  indeed  added  to  my  anxieties  for  futurity,  but  it  has 
given  a  stability  to  my  mind  and  resolutions  unknown  before ;  and  the  poor  girl 
has  the  most  sacred  enthusiasm  of  attachment  to  me,  and  has  not  a  wish  but  to 
gratify  my  every  idea  of  her  deportment" 

The  reader  on  turning  back  to  page  73 — note  to  Epistle  to  Dam'e,  and  also  to 
page  210 — note  to  song,  77io'  cruel  fate,  will  find  some  observations  tending  to 
throw  light  on  the  following  "honeymoon  song."  It  is  proper  to  remark  that 
the  poet  spent  his  honeymoon  period  chiefly  at  Ellisland,  looking  after  his  new 
farm  arrangements,  while  his  wife  resided  atMossgiel ;  for  he  says  to  Mrs.  Dunlop, 
in  a  letter  dated  14th  June,  1788, — "During  my  absence  in  Nithsdale  she  is 
regularly  and  constantly  apprentice  to  my  mother  and  sisters  in  their  dairy  and 
other  rural  business."  Hence  the  expression,  "  I  dearly  lo'e  the  west,"  for  in 
summer,  looking  from  Ellisland,  the  sun  sets  in  the  direction  of  MossgieL  The 
two  excellent  stanzas  following,  which  are  usually  added  to  this  song,  were 
composed  by  John  Hamilton,  musicseller  in  Edinburgh,  who  died  in  1814. 
They  have  been  mistaken,  by  good  judges,  for  a  portion  of  Burns'  song: — 
''  0  blaw,  ye  westlin'  winds,  blaw  saft,  amang  the  leafy  trees ; 

Wi'  balmy  gale,  frae  muir  and  dale,  bring  hame  the  laden  bees ; 

And  bring  the  lassie  back  to  me  that's  aye  sae  neat  and  clean ; 

Ae  blink  o'  her  wad  banish  care,  sae  charming  is  my  Jean. 

What  sighs  and  vows  amang  the  knowes,  hae  passed  atween  us  twa! 
How  fond  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part,  the  day  she  gaed  awa' ! 
The  powers  aboon  can  only  ken,  to  whom  the  heart  is  seen. 
That  nane  can  be  sae  dear  to  me  as  my  sweet,  lovely  Jean."" 


Op  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 

I  dearly  like*  the  west ; 
For  there  the  bonie  lassie  lives, 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  best : 
There  wild-woods  grow,  and  rivers  row. 

And  mony  a  hill  between ; 
But,  day  and  night,  my  fancy's  flight 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean. 


See  p.  347,  vol.  2.] 


*  Tk<i  word  "like"  afterwards  changed  to  "lo'e." 
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I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers, 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair ; 
I  hear  her  in  the  tunefu'  birds, 

I  hear  her  charm  the  air :  * 
There's  not  a  bonie  flower,  that  springs 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green ; 
There's  not  a  bonie  bird  that  sings. 

But  minds  me  o'  my  Jean. 


CARL,  AN  THE  KING  COMR 

[Stenhouse  remarks  that  "this  song  is  partly  old  and  partly  modern, — the 
second  stanza  being  written  by  Burns."  But  his  hand  is  discernible  in  the 
other  vei-ses  also,  which  cannot  be  shown  in  print  prior  to  1788,  when  the 
poet  communicated  the  song.] 

CHORUS. 

Carl^  an  the  king  come^ 
Carl^  an  the  king  come  ; 
Thou  shall  dance  and  I  will  sing, 
Carl^  an  the  king  come. 

An  somebodie  were  come  again, 
Then  somebodie  maun  cross  the  main; 
And  every  man  shall  hae  his  ain, 
Carl,  an  the  king  come. 
Carl^  an  the  king  come^  ^c. 

I  trow  we  swapped  for  the  warse. 
We  gae  the  boot  and  better  horse ; 
And  that  we'll  tell  them  at  the  cross, 
Carl,  an  the  king  come. 
Carl^  an  the  king  come^  ^c. 

Coggie,  an  the  king  come, 
Coggie,  an  the  king  come, 
Ise  be  fou  and  thou's  be  toom, 
Coggie,  an  the  king  come. 
Coggie^  an  the  king  come^  ^o. 


This  line  was  afterwards  changed  to — "  Wi'  music  charm  the  air." 
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WHISTLE  O'ER  THE  LAYE  OT. 

[This  is  one  of  Bums'  cleverest  songs, — ^hit  off  to  supply  the  place  of  some 
indelicate  verses  to  which  the  air  had  been  hitherto  sung.  In  the  Jolly  Beggars, 
there  is  also  a  good  song  by  Burns  to  the  same  tune.] 

First  when  Maggy  was  my  care, 
Heaven,  I  thought,  was  in  her  air ; 
Now  we're  married,  spier  nae  mair  ; 
But  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't; 

Meg  was  meek  and  Meg  was  mild. 
Sweet  and  harmless  as  a  child ;  * 
Wiser  men  than  me's  beguil'd — 
So  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me, 
How  we  love  and  how  we  gree ; 
I  carena  by  how  few  may  see — 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

Wha  I  wish  were  maggots'  meat, 
Dish'd  up  in  her  winding-sheet ; 
I  could  write,  but  Meg  maun  see't — 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 


0,  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS  HILL. 
Tune — My  love  is  lost  to  me. 

P?his  is  another  of  Burns'  matrimonial  effusions,  and  his  genius  and  love 
together  were  never  more  brilliantly  displayed  than  here.  Jean  joined  him  at 
EUisland,  in  December,  1788,  and  this  song  must  have  been  composed  shortly 
before  then.  All  the  poet's  biographers  concur  in  saying  that  his  first  year  or 
married  life  at  EUisland  was  the  happiest  period  of  his  brief  career.  What  a  life- 
picture  is  suggested  in  these  four  lines  : — 

"  I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green, 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean. 
Thy  tempting  lips,  thy  roguish  een— 
By  Heaven  and  Earth  I  love  thee  I"] 

0  WERE  I  on  Parnassus  hill. 
Or  had  o'  Hehcon  my  fill. 
That  I  might  catch  poetic  skill. 
To  sing  how  dear  I  love  thee ! 


*  Afterwards  altered  thus:— "Bonie  Meg  was  Nature's  child." 


(   251  ) 


But  Nith  maun  be  my  Muse's  well, 
My  muse  maun  be  thy  bonie  sel' : 
On  Corsincon  I'll  glowr  and  spell, 
And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee ! 

Then  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  my  lay ! 
For  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer's  day, 
I  couldna  sing,  I  couldna  say. 

How  much,  how  dear,  I  love  thee. 
I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green — 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean. 
Thy  tempting  hps,  thy  roguish  een, — 

By  Heaven  and  earth  I  love  thee  ! 

By  night,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame, 
The  thoughts  o'  thee  my  breast  inflame ; 
And  ay  I  muse  and  sing  thy  name, 

I  only  live  to  love  thee  ! 
Tho'  I  were  doom'd  to  wander  on. 
Beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  sun  ; 
Till  my  last,  weary  sand  was  run, — 

Till  then — and  then  I  love  thee ! 


THE  CAPTIYE  RIBBAND. 
A  Gaelic  Air, 

[Stenhonse  eays: — "ThiB  is  another  unclaimed  production  of  Burns.  The 
words  are  adapted  to  a  Gaelic  air — Rdbie  donna  gorrach;  or,  Daft  JRoMn."'} 

Dear  Myra,  the  captive  ribband's  mine, 
'Twas  all  my  faithful  love  could  gain ; 

And  would  you  ask  me  to  resign. 

The  sole  reward  that  crowns  my  pain? 

Go  bid  the  hero  who  has  run 

Thro'  fields  of  death  to  gather  fame, — 

Go  bid  him  lay  his  laurels  down, 
And  all  his  well  earn'd  praise  disclaim ! 
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The  ribband  shall  its  freedom  lose — 
Lose  all  the  bliss  it  had  with  yon, 

And  share  the  fate  I  would  impose 
On  thee,  wert  thou  my  captive  too. 

It  shall  upon  my  bosom  live. 
Or  clasp  me  in  a  close  embrace ; 

And  at  its  fortune  if  you  grieve, — 
Retrieve  its  doom  and  take  its  place. 


THERE'S  A  YOUTH  IN  THIS  CITY. 

A  Gaelic  Air. 

[The  poet  has  the  following  note  to  this  clever  song: — "This  air  is  claimed  by 
Neil  Gow,  who  calls  it  the  Lament  for  his  Brother.  The  first  stanza  of  the  song 
is  old — the  rest  is  mine."  Burns  records  in  the  diary  of  his  north  tour  that,  on 
31st  August,  1787,  he  breakfasted  at  Inver  with  Dr.  Stewart — Neil  Gow  being 
also  a  guest.  He  adds : — "  Neil  Gow  plays — a  short,  stout-built,  honest  Highland 
figure,  with  his  greyish  hair  shed  on  his  honest,  social  brow — an  interesting 
face,  marking  strong  sense,  kind  open-heartedness,  mixed  with  unmistrusting 
simplicity — visit  his  house — ^Marget  Gow."  Gow  died  at  Inver,  near  Dunkeld, 
in  1807,  aged  80.] 

There's  a  youth  in  this  city,  it  were  a  great  pity 
That  he  from  our  lasses  should  wander  awa' ; 

For  he's  bonie  and  braw,  weel-favour'd  witUa', 
And  his  hair  has  a  natural  buckle  and  a'. 

His  coat  is  the  hue  of  his  bonnet  sae  blue. 
His  fecket  is  white  as  the  new-driven  snaw, 

His  hose  they  are  blae,  and  his  shoon  like  the  slae, 
And  his  clear  siller  Ibuckles  they  dazzle  us  a'. 

For  beauty  and  fortune  the  laddie's  been  courtin' ; 

Weel-featur'd,  weel-tocher'd,  weel  mounted  and  braw ; 
But  chiefly  the  siller,  that  gars  him  gang  till  her, — 

The  Penny's  the  jewel  that  beautifies  a'. 

There's  Meg  wi'  the  maihn  that  fain  wad  a  haen  him, 
And  Susie  whase  daddy  was  laird  o'  the  Ha' ; 

There's  lang-tocher'd  Nancy  maist  fetters  his  fancy  ; 
But  th'  laddie's  dear  seF  he  lo'es  dearest  of  a'. 
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MY  HEART'S  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS. 
Tune — Failte  na  miosg. 


[The  poet's  note  on  this  song  is  as  follows : — "The  first  half  stanza  is  old — the 
rest  is  mine."  Mr.  Sharpe,  in  his  additional  notes  to  the  Museum,  gives  what 
he  calls  the  old  words,  from  a  stall  copy,  headed  "The  Strong  Walls  of  Derry," 
which  he  tells  us  was  a  great  favourite  with  Sir  "Walter  Scott;  but.  like  many 
other  broadside  productions,  it  appears  to  be  a  thing  of  shreds  and  patches  from 
various  sources,  the  first  verse  of  the  present  song  being  thrown  itj  without  any 
visible  connection.  We  find  in  it  a  verse  parodied  from  the  Boys  of  Kilkenny,  thus : — 
"  0  bonie  Portmore,  thou  shines  where  thou  stands, 

And  the  more  I  look  on  thee,  the  more  my  heart  warms ; 

But  when  I  look  from  thee,  my  heart  is  full  sore, 

For  I  think  on  the  lily  I  lost  at  Portmore." 
We  can  imagine,  however,  how  the  prudent  Sir  Walter  Scott  would  warble 
forth  the  following  at  the  festive  board  when  he  found  that  "  elders'  hours  "  were 
approaching : — 

"  There  is  many  a  word  spoken,  but  few  of  the  best, 

And  he  that  speaks  fairest,  lives  longest  at  rest; 

I  speak  by  experience — my  mind  serves  me  so ; 

But  my  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 
CAwnw.— Let  us  drink  and  gae  hame,  boys — drink  and  gae  hame. 

If  we  stay  ony  langer  we'll  get  a  bad  name ; 

We'll  get  a  bad  name,  and  we'll  fill  oursel's  fou, 

And  the  strong  walls  of  Derry  are  ill  to  win  through."] 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasing  the  deer — 
A-chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe  ; 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  I  go. 

Farewell  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  North — 
The  birth  place  of  Valour,  the  country  of  Worth : 
Wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove. 
The  hills  of  the  Highlands  for  ever  I  love. 

Farewell  to  the  mountains  high  cover'd  with  snow ; 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  valleys  below ; 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild-hanging  woods ; 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud-pouring  floods. 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasing  the  deer — 
Chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe : 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  I  go. 
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JOHN  ANDERSON  MY  JO. 

[This  exquisite  little  lyric — so  comprehensive  and  complete,  has  often  tempted 
versifiers  to  try  their  skill  to  eke  a  few  stanzas  to  it;  but  the  gold  of  Bums  re- 
tains its  brightness  and  colour,  asserting  its  innate  value  begide  all  the  imitations 
of  inferior  artificers  that  are  brought  alongside  of  it.*  The  old  words  which  have 
been  supplanted  by  the  present  song  are  licentious,  although  redolent  of  wit 
We  find  them  in  a  collection  dating  from  the  period  of  Burns'  infancy;  con- 
sequently they  owe  nothing  of  their  qualities  to  him,  although  he  has  been 
charged  with  the  authorship  even  of  them. 

Bishop  Percy  has  recorded — ^but  we  know  not  on  what  authority — that  a 
favourite  exercise  of  the  Scottish  Beformers  was  the  adaptation  of  impure  songs 
to  the  tunes  of  hjrmns  in  the  Latin  service ;  and  as  an  example,  he  gives  the 
following  doggerel,  as  written  for  the  unrivalled  air  to  which  "John  Anderson 
my  jo  "  is  sung : — 

"John  Anderson  my  jo,  John,  come  in  as  ye  gae  by. 
And  ye  sail  get  a  sheep's-head  weel  baken  in  a  pie, — 
Weel  baken  in  a  pie,  John,  and  a  haggis  in  the  pat ; 
John  Anderson  my  jo,  John,  come  in  and  ye's  get  that."] 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acquent ; 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven, 

Your  bonie  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  beld,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw ; 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson  my  jo  ! 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither ; 
And  mony  a  canty  day  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anither : 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 

And  hand  in  hand  we'll  go ; 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson  my  jo ! 


*  The  following  are  among  the  most  deserving  of  all  the  "additional  verses" 
to  this  lyric  which  we  have  seen:  they  are  here  first  published: — 

"Tho'  Time,  wi'  nidderin'  frost,  John,  has  blench'd  and  thinn'd  our  hair; 
And  Simmer's  blume  be  lost,  John,  we'll  no'  gie  way  to  care : 
The  robin  and  the  wren,  John — they  sing  amang  the  snaw ; 
Like  them  we'll  croon  our  gratefu'  lay,  John  Anderson  my  jo ! 
Thro'  years  o'  hopes  and  fears,  John,  we've  seen  our  bairns'  bairns ; 
And  still  for  them  and  theirs,  John,  the  paurent-saul  it  yearns : 
The  Faither  o'  us  a',  John,  He'll  guide  them  when  we  go 
Ayont  the  bourne  whence  nane  return,  John  Anderson  my  jo ! 
The  Grave  '11  no'  beguile,  John,  (puir  Man  maun  thole  his  fate !) 
And  yet,  it's  a*  the  while,  John,  but  Heaven's  entrance-gate : 
Like  winter-bedded  flowers,  John,  that  live  unseen  below, 
We'll  hail  the  Light  o*  promised  Spring,  John  Anderson  my  jo!  " 
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AW  A',  WHIGS,  AW  A'. 

[Stenhouse  describes  this  as  an  old  fragment,  with  two  additional  stanzas— 
namely,  the  Becond  and  fourth,  written  by  Bums.] 

CHORUS. 

Awd^  Whigs^  awa*  / 

Awa%  Whigs^  awd  ! 
YeWe  hut  a  pack  o*  traitor  louns^ 

Ye'll  do  nae  gude  at  d  I 

Our  tlirissles  flourish'd  fresh  and  fair, 

And  bonie  bloom'd  our  roses ; 
But  Whigs  cam  hke  a  frost  in  June, 

And  wither'd  a'  our  posies. 
Awd^  Whigs^  ^c. 

Our  ancient  crown's  fa'n  in  the  dust, — 
Deil  blin'  them  wi'  the  stoure,  o't! 

And  write  their  names  in  his  black  beuk, 
Wha  gae  the  Whigs  the  power  o't ! 
Awa%  Whigs,  ^c. 

Our  sad  decay  in  Church  and  State, 

Surpasses  my  describing : 
The  Whigs  cam  o'er  us  for  a  curse. 

And  we  hae  done  wi'  thriving. 
Awd,  Whigs,  ^c. 

Grim  Yengeance  lang  has  taen  a  nap  5 

But  we  may  see  him  wauken : 
Gude  help  the  day  when  royal  heads 

Are  hunted  like  a  maukin! 
Awd,  Whigs,  4'C. 
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CA'  THE  EWES  TO  THE  KNOWES. 

[We  are  indebted  to  Bums  and  Stephen  Clarke  for  the  preservation  of  this 
exquisite  air,  and  the  words  attached  to  it.  In  1794,  the  poet  remodelled  the 
Bong  for  George  Thomson's  collection,  and  in  his  letter  he  says: — "I  am 
flattered  at  your  adopting  Ca'  the  ewes,  as  it  was  owing  to  me  that  it  saw  the 
light.  About  seven  years  ago,  I  was  well  acquainted  with  a  worthy  little  follow 
of  a  clergjrman,  a  Mr.  Olunie,  who  sung  it  charmingly ;  and,  at  my  request,  Mr. 
Clarke  took  it  down  from  his  singing.  When  I  gave  it  to  Johnson,  I  added 
Bome  stanzas  to  the  song,  and  mended  others,  but  still  it  will  not  do  for  you." 

Mrs.  Burns,  who  was  fond  of  singing  this  song,  used  to  point  out  that  the 
Becond  verse,  beginning — "  Will  ye  gang  down  the  water  side,"  and  the  closing 
verse,  were  by  the  poet.] 

CHORUS. 

CcC  the  ewes  to  the  Jcnowes^ 
Cd  them  whare  the  heather  grows^ 
Cd  them  whare  the  hurnie  rowei<j 
My  bonze  dearie* 

As  I  gaed  down  the  water-side, 
There  I  met  my  shepherd  lad : 
He  row'd  me  sweetly  in  his  plaid, 
An'  he  ca'd  me  his  dearie. 

Cd  the  ewes,  ^c. 
Will  ye  gang  down  the  water-side, 
And  see  the  waves  sae  sweetly  glide 
Beneath  the  hazels  spreading  wide? 
The  moon  it  shines  fu'  clearly. 

Cd  the  ewes,  ^c. 
I  was  bred  up  at  nae  sic  school. 
My  shepherd  lad,  to  play  the  fool. 
And  a'  the  day  to  sit  in  dool, 
And  naebody  to  cheer  me. 

Cd  the  ewes,  ^c. 
Ye  sail  get  gowns  and  ribbons  meet — 
Cauf-leather  shoon  upon  your  feet, 
A.nd  in  my  arms  ye'se  he  and  sleep, 
And  ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 

Cd  the  ewes^  ^c. 
If  ye'U  but  stand  to  what  yeVe  said, 
Ise  gang  wi'  you,  my  shepherd  lad, 
And  ye  may  rowe  me  in  your  plaid. 
And  I  sail  be  your  dearie. 

Cd  the  ewes,  ^c. 
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While  waters  wimple  to  the  sea, 
While  day  blinks  in  the  lift  sae  hie, 
Till  clay-cauld  death  sail  blin'  my  e'e, 
Ye  sail  be  my  dearie ! 
the  ewes^  ^c. 


MERRY  HAE  I  BEEN  TEETHIN'  A  HECKLE. 
Tune — Boddich  na  ^mhrigis;  or^  Lord  BredalbMs  March. 

[This  Bong  is  entirely  by  Bums,  although  not  acknowledged.  Stenhouse  has 
noted  this  with  the  poet's  MS.  lying  before  him ;  but  he  mistakes  when  he  says 
that  the  song  is  "  a  whimsical  allusion  to  his  former  occupation  as  a  flax-dresser. " 
"Teething  a  heckle,"  and  all  the  other  occupations  named,  are  those  of  a  tinkler 
— ^the  Scotch  name  appMed  to  the  gypsies  of  those  days,  who  encamped  at 
intervals  in  the  vicinity  of  farm-houses,  mending  pots  and  pans  for  the  district; 
they  also  teethed  heckles — soldering  the  fine  teeth  into  the  small  frames.  It 
may  be  explained  that  a  heckle  is  an  oblong  board,  in  which  sharp  steel  spikes 
are  inserted,  for  the  purpose  of  teasing  or  refining  flax.  Heckles  vary  in  size 
and  closeness  according  to  the  fineness  of  the  fibre  required :  the  finest  heckles 
are  soldered  together  into  a  tin  frame,  on  account  of  their  requiring  to  be  set 
so  close  together.  The  farmers  used  to  grow  and  manufacture  their  own  lint, 
in  which  the  process  of  heckling  had  to  be  gone  through.  Heckling  was  also, 
then,  a  common  trade  throughout  the  country. 

The  very  popular  air  to  which  this  song  is  sung,  is  that  known  in  the  low- 
lands by  the  name  of  The  Bob  of  Dunblane.  Mr.  0.  K.  Sharpe  has  noted  that  it  is 
said  to  have  been  the  "  Jig"  which  Bonie  PHnee  Charlie  danced  with  the  Countess 
of  Wemyss,  at  Holjrrood  house,  in  1745.  It  is  well-known  that  both  sides  claimed 
the  victory  at  the  battle  of  Dunblane  (or  Sherlff-muir)  in  1715;  and  Argyle,  on 
being  twitted  with  the  loss,  simg  out  a  verse  of  the  old  song: — 
"If  it  wasna  weel  bobbit,  weel  bobbit,  weel  bobbit; 
If  it  wasna  weel  bobbit,  we'll  bob  it  again  I  "] 

O  MERRY  hae  I  been  teethin'  a  heckle, 

An'  merry  hae  I  been  shapin'  a  spoon : 
0  merry  hae  I  been  cloutin  a  kettle, 

An'  kissin'  my  Katie  when  a'  was  done. 
O  a'  the  lang  day  I  ca'  at  my  hammer. 

An'  a'  the  lang  day  I  whistle  and  sing  : 
0  a'  the  lang  night  I  cuddle  my  kimmer. 

An'  a'  the  lang  night  as  happy's  a  king. 

Bitter  in  dool  I  lickit  my  winnin's, 

0'  marrying  Bess,  to  gie  her  a  slave : 
Blest  be  the  hour  she  cool'd  in  her  linens, 

And  blythe  be  the  bird  that  sings  on  her  grave ! 
]  R 
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Come  to  my  arms,  my  Katie,  my  Katie, 
An'  come  to  my  arms  and  kiss  me  again ! 

Druken  or  sober,  here's  to  thee,  Katie ! 
An'  blest  be  the  day  I  did  it  again. 


A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT  FOR  THE  DEATH 
OF  HER  SON. 

Tune — Finlayston  House. 

[The  poet's  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  dated  Mauchline,  27th  September,  1788, 
gives  the  following  account  of  these  elegant  verses : — "  I  am  just  arrived  from 
Nithsdale,  and  will  be  here  for  a  fortnight  I  was  on  horseback  this  morning 
by  three  o'clock ;  for  between  my  wife  and  my  farm  is  just  forty-six  miles.  As 
I  jogged  on  in  the  dark,  I  was  taken  with  a  poetic  fit  as  follows : — Mrs.  Ferguson 
of  CraigdarrocK s  Lamentation  for  the  Death  of  her  Son." 

This  young  man  died  after  leaving  college,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  in  Nov., 
1787 — some  ten  months  before  the  muse  prompted  these  verses  to  Burns;  audit 
is  further  curious  to  know  that  he  sent  a  copy  of  the  same  "Lament"  to  Mrs. 
Stewart  of  Afton,  as  a  condolence  for  the  death  of  her  only  son,  Alexander 
Gordon  Stewart,  who  died  at  Strasburgh  on  5th  December,  1787.  The  poet's 
MS.  copy  is  still  in  the  possession  of  Mrs.  Stewart's  grandson,  Mr.  Allason 
Cuninghame  of  Logan  House.  Bui-ns,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  in  his  anxiety 
to  serve  friends,  made  one  poetical  compliment  pay  a  double  debt.] 

Fate  gave  the  word — the  arrow  sped. 

And  pierc'd  my  darling's  heart ; 
And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  fled. 

Life  can  to  me  impart. 
By  cruel  hands  the  saphng  drops, 

In  dust  dishonor'd  laid ; 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  my  hopes — 

My  age's  future  shade. 

The  mother  linnet  in  the  brake. 

Bewails  her  ravish'd  young ; 
So  I,  for  my  lost  darling's  sake, 

Lament  the  live-day  long. 
Death !  oft  I've  fear'd  thy  fatal  blow ; 

Now,  fond,  I  bare  my  breast : 
O,  do  thou  kindly  lay  me  low 

With  him  I  love  at  rest ! 
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THE  BRAES  O'  BALLOCIIMYLE. 

[The  poet,  in  his  MS.  note,  says: — "I  composed  these  verses  on  the  amiable 
and  excellent  family  of  Whitefoord  leaving  Ballochmyle,  when  Sir  John's  mis- 
fortunes obliged  him  to  sell  his  estates."  The  Maria  of  the  song  was  Miss 
Whitefoord.  who  afterwards  became  Mrs.  Cranston. 

It  seems  likely  that  this  beautiful  lyric  was  composed  in  the  end  of  autumn,  1785, 
about  a  year  before  its  fine  counterpart  in  honour  of  Miss  Alexander,  the  Lass  o' 
BaUochmyle,  and  Ruccessor  of  Miss  Whitefoord,  was  inspired  by  the  muse.  In 
one  of  the  suppressed  stanzas  of  Tlie  Vision,  he  embraces  both  of  these  ladies 
of  Ballochmyle  at  once,  thus : — 

"The  power  that  gave  the  soft  alarms. 
In  blooming  Whitefoord's  rosy  charms, 
Still  threats  the  tiny-feather'd  arms — 

The  barbbd  dart; 
While  lovely  Wilhelmina  warms 

The  coldest  heart."] 

The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen, 

The  flowers  decay 'd  on  Catrine  lea ;  * 
Nae  lav'rock  sang  on  hillock  green, 

But  nature  sicken'd  on  the  e'e : 
Thro'  faded  groves  Maria  sang, 

Hersel'  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while ; 
And  aye  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang — 

Eareweel  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle ! 

Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers, 

Again  ye'll  flourish  fresh  and  fair ; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  with'ring  bowers, 

Again  ye'll  charm  the  vocal  air ; 
But  here,  alas !  for  me  nae  mair 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  smile, — 
Fareweel  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr  ! 

Eareweel !  fareweel !  sweet  Ballochmyle ! 


*  Catrine  is  the  estate  which  belonged  to  Professor  Dugald  Stewart,  im- 
mediately adjoining  that  of  Ballochmyle :  the  latter  estate  exchanged  hands  at  the 
close  of  the  year  1783,  and  Mr.  Claud  Alexander,  who  had  amassed  a  fortune  in 
the  East  Indies,  was  the  purchaser.  His  sister,  Wilhelmina  Alexander,  was  the 
beauty  who  struck  the  fancy  of  Burns  in  July,  1786.  The  pretty  air  of  the  above 
Bong  was  composed  by  the  poet's  intimate  friend,  Allan  Mastertou,  writing- 
master,  who  was  a  Highlander  that  stuck  to  his  native  Gaelic  patois  through 
hfe:  he  was  one  of  the  "three  blythest  lads  in  Christendie,"  according  to  the 
partial  estimate  of  the  poet;  and  his  beautiful  daughter,  Ann,  was  celebrated  in 
a  fine  lyric— (See  page  240.) 
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THE  RANTIN  DOG,  THE  DADDIE  OT. 
Tune — East  nook  o'  Fife, 

[The  poet's  note  on  this  humorous  effusion,  is  as  follows: — "I  composed  this 
Bong  pretty  early  in  life,  and  sent  it  to  a  young  girl,  a  very  particular  acquaint- 
ance of  mine,  who  was  at  that  time  under  a  cloud."  It  seems  likely  that  the 
girl  referred  to  was  his  "  bonie  Betty,"  mother  of  the  child  for  whom  he  pro- 
duced The  Poets  Welcome  in  the  latter  part  of  the  year  1784. 

Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  in  a  memoir  by  no  means  distinguished  for  its  tenderness 
towards  Burns'  failings,  takes  Lockharttotaskforthe  "injustice"  of  the  following 
passage: — "There  is  a  song  in  honour  of  the  same  occasion  (as  the  Poet's 
Welcome'),  or  a  similar  one  about  the  same  period,  The  Rantin  Dog,  theDaddie  oH, 
which  exhibits  the  poet  as  glorying,  and  only  glorying,  in  his  shame."  Sir  Harris 
is  quite  right  in  saying  that  both  the  Poets  Welcome  and  the  Rantin  Dog  are  re- 
markable for  the  tenderness  they  breathe  towards  his  infant  and  its  mother; 
and  Lockhart,  in  trusting  to  memory  while  he  was  commenting  on  this  subject, 
must  have  made  a  mistake  in  naming  the  present  song  as  illustrating  the  bravado 
he  sought  to  condemn:  and,  no  doubt,  he  meant  some  other  production.  His 
quotation  from  the  Poets  Welcome  is  more  to  the  point: — 

"The  mair  they  talk,  I'm  kend  the  better; 

E'en  let  them  clash." 
"It  is  impossible,"  he  adds,  "not  to  smile  at  this  item  of  consolation  which 
Burns  proposes  to  himself.  .  This  is  indeed  a  singular  manifestation  of  '  the  last 
infirmity  of  noble  minds.'"] 

0  WHA  my  babie-clouts  will  buy  ? 
O  wha  will  tent  me  when  I  cry  ? 
Wha  will  kiss  me  where  I  lie  ? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't.  . 

0  wha  will  own  he  did  the  f aut  ? 
O  wha  will  buy  the  groanin'  maut  ? 
0  wha  will  tell  me  how  to  ca't  ? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 

When  I  mount  the  creepie-chair, 
Wha  will  sit  beside  me  there  ? 
Gie  me  Rob,  I'll  seek  nae  mair — 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 

Wha  will  crack  to  me  my  lane  ? 
Wha  will  mak  me  fidgin  fain  ? 
Wha  will  kiss  me  o'er  again  ? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't» 
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MY  MARY,  DEAR  DEPARTED  SHADE. 
Tune — Captain  Cooh^s  Death. 

[This  "noblest  of  all  his  ballads,"  as  Lockhart  styles  it,  was  composed  at 
Ellisland,  in  the  close  of  autumn,  1789;  but  not  given  to  the  world,  nor  even 
shown  in  MS.  to  any  of  his  friends,  so  far  as  appears  in  his  printed  cor- 
respondence, till  it  was  produced  in  Vol.  IIL  of  the  Museum.  The  poet  was, 
even  thus  early,  beginning  to  despair  of  the  success  of  his  Nithsdale  farm,  and 
sinking  into  unwholesome  despondency  about  it.  "With  gloomy  grandeur  he 
says,  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  There  is  a  foggy  atmosphere,  native  to  my  soul  in 
the  hour  of  care,  which  makes  the  dreary  objects  seem  larger  than  life."  On 
13th  December  of  that  year,  he  addressed  one  of  his  dreamy,  melancholy  letters 
to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  in  which  he  seems  to  make  his  very  first  reference  to  "  Mary 
in  Heaven,"  and  he  quotes  the  opening  four  lines  of  the  present  poem  at  the 
close  of  a  long  rhapsody  about  meeting  his  pre-deceased  friends  in  the  better 
world,  particularly  his  venerated  father,  and  his  Kilmarnock  friend,  Eobert 
Muir;  and  thus  he  concludes: — "There  should  I,  with  speechless  agony  of 
rapture,  again  recognise  my  lost,  my  ever-dear  Mary,  whose  bosom  was  fraught 
with  truth,  honotir,  constancy,  and  love. 

'My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade !  where  is  thy  place  of  heavenly  rest? ' 
Jesus  Christ,  thou  amiablest  of  characters !  I  trust  thou  art  no  impostor,"  &c.,  &c. 

Burns,  in  giving  to  the  world  his  imperishable  lyrics  on  Mary,  felt  that  h« 
had  awakened  a  curiosity  regarding  her  history  which  he  was  bound,  in  some 
measure,  to  gratify;  therefore  he  furnished  some  interesting  and  affecting 
details  in  relation  to  the  subject,  while,  at  same  time,  he  withheld  certain  facts, 
and  falsified  others  in  such  a  degree,  that  it  is  to  be  regretted  he  did  not  rather 
candidly  say,  as  he  did  of  another  lyric — "  This  song  alludes  to  a  part  of  my 
private  history  which  it  is  of  no  consequence  to  the  world  to  know." 

In  a  letter  penned  by  him  just  about  the  very  time  (Oct.,  1786)  when — as  now 
demonstrated — poor  Mary  was  laid  under  the  turf,  in  the  Old  Kirkyard  of 
Greenock,  he  complains  of  "  some  wandering  stabs  of  remorse,  which  never 
fail  to  settle  on  my  vitals  like  vultures,  when  attention  is  not  called  away  by  the 
claims  of  society  or  the  vagaries  of  the  muse."  Now,  when  we  find  Burns 
rejecting  present  good,  refusing  to  be  comforted  in  regard  to  the  future,  and 
"  brooding  with  miser  care  "  over  the  memory  of  "  one  day  of  parting  love  " 
with  an  humble  girl — ^long  since  dead — we  are  constrained  to  see  something 
like  remorse  in  these  words: — 

"  See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear' St  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ?  " 

Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  whose  memoir  of  the  bard  we  referred  to  in  the  notes  to  the 
preceding  song,  has  the  following  very  bold  passage  in  regard  to  the  present 
lyric : — "  Experience  has  taught  how  differently  a  Poet  can  write  and  feel  on 
the  subject  of  his  musings.  Burns'  connection  with  Jean  Armour  establishes 
beyond  all  contradiction,  either  that  he  was  insincere  with  respect  to  her,  or — what 
is  more  likely — that  his  disposition  was  wavering  and  unsettled.  Nor  did  his  con- 
sistency increase  after  he  became  her  husband ;  for  almost  at  the  same  moment 
when  he  represented  himself  as  enjoying  perfect  connubial  bliss,  he  was  unfaith- 
ful to  her ;  and  if  farther  evidence  be  wanting  that  his  wife  did  not  entirely 
possess  his  heart,  it  is  to  be  found  in  the  fact,  that  after  a  fit  of  melancholy 
abstraction  one  evening,  he  was  induced  by  her  tenderness  to  return  home; 
when,  calling  for  pen  and  ink,  the  source  of  his  depression  became  apparent  in  a 
beautiful  Ode  to  a  woman  he  had  once  loved,  of  whose  death,  that  day  happened 
to  be  the  anniversary." 

These  remarks  bear  reference  to  the  story  which  first  appeared  in  Lockhart's 
memoir  of  Burns  (1828),  quoted  from  Mr.  M'Diarmid's  notes  of  conversation  with 
Mrs.  Burns.  It  now  turns  out,  by  reference  to  these  memoranda,  that  Lockhart 
embellished  and  exaggerated  the  picture  suggested  by  Jean  Armour's  retrospect 
of  nearly  forty  years ;  for  while  she  is  made  to  say  that  the  poet,  when  prevailed 
on  by  her  to  drop  his  star-gazing  and  come  home,  called  for  his  desk,  and  wrote 
down  the  Ode  "  exactly  as  it  now  stands,"  she  really  went  no  farther  length 
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than  to  say  that  he  wrote  down  iJie  first  verse  of  it.  In  fact,  we  are  disposed  to 
regard  the  whole  particulars  as  a  myth.  It  has  now  been  ascertained  that 
the  anniversary  of  Mary's  death  was  at  least  a  month  after  the  latest  of  the 
Nithsdale  harvest  operations  with  which  the  story  is  mixed  up,  and  as  well 
might  she  have  painted  another  sensational  scene  in  his  writing-closet  at 
Dumfries,  in  October  or  November,  1792,  when  he  composed  the  equally  affecting 
lyric — "Ye  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around  the  Castle  o'  Montgomery." 
See  on  this  subject,  notes  at  pages  91,20S,  319,  and  p.  Ixviii.  &lxxiv,  of  Memoir.] 

Thou  ling'ring  star,  with  less'ning  ray, 

That  lov'st  to  greet  the  early  morn. 
Again  thou  usher' st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
0  Mary !  dear  departed  shade ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  bhssful  rest  ? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget, 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove, 
Where  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  met, 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love  ! 
Eternity  can  not  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past ; 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace, — 

Ah !  httle  thought  we  'twas  our  last  I 

Ayr,  gurgling,  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 

O'erhung  with  wild  woods  thick'uing  green ; 
The  fragrant  birch,  and  hawthorn  hoar 

Twin'd  amorous  round  the  raptur'd  scene ; 
The  flowers  sprang  wanton  to  be  prest. 

The  birds  sang  love  on  every  spray  ; 
Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 

Proclaim'd  the  speed  of  winged  day. 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  mem'ry  wakes, 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care ! 
Time  but  th'  impression  stronger  makes, 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary !  dear  departed  shade ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  bhssful  rest  ? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 
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EPPIE  ADAIR. 


[There  is  no  mark  to  indicate  that  this  is  by  Burns,  but  Stenhouse  assures  us 
that  it  is  his.  According  to  Peter  Buehan,  the  verses  were  suggested  by  an  old 
piece  representing  the  Earl  of  Kilmarnock's  farewell  to  his  wife,  before  his 
execution,  in  1746.   We  give  a  specimen  of  it : — 

"  Hey  my  Eppie.  and  How  my  Eppie ! 

Sae  lang  as  she'll  wait  ere  she  see  me  now: 
In  strong  prison  I  lie,  with  no  power  to  fly, 
And  I'll  never  return  to  my  Eppie,  I  trow. 

Farewell  to  my  Eppie,  my  wish  be  wi'  Eppie, 

Too  soon  will  my  Eppie  receive  my  adieu : 
My  sentence  is  past,  the  morn  is  my  last. 

And  I'll  never  win  hame  to  my  Eppie,  I  trow." 

But  unfortunately  for  the  authenticity  of  this  "neck  verse,"  the  name  of  the 
Countess  was  not  Eppie.  She  was  Lady  Anne  Livingston,  daughter  of  James, 
Earl  of  Linlithgow,  attainted  for  his  share  in  the  Eebellion  of  1715.  She  was  a 
Catholic,  and  tradition  says  that  it  was  in  consequence  of  her  entreaties  that  the 
Earl  of  Kilmarnock  joined  Prince  Charles.] 


CHORUS. 

Ar^  0  !  my  Eppie^ 
My  jewels  my  Eppie  I 
Wha  wadna  he  happy 
Wi^  Eppie  Adair  ? 


Br  love  and  by  beauty, 
By  law,  and  by  duty, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to 
My  Eppie  Adair ! 

A'n!  0!  my  Eppie^  ^-c. 

A*  pleasure  exile  me. 
Dishonour  defile  me, 
If  e'er  I  beguile  thee, 
My  Eppie  Adair ! 

An!  01  my  Eppie^  4-c. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  SHERRA-MOOR. 

Tune — Cameronian  Rant, 

[Burns  has  attached  his  name  to  this  clever  paraphrase  of  the  original  ballad, 
wiitten  by  the  Eev.  John  Barclay,  founder  of  the  religious  sect  named  Bereana 
(born  1734,  died  1798).  It  is  given  in  extenso  by  Stenhouse,  and  also  by  Hogg  and 
Motherwell  There  is  considerable  wit  in  it,  although  it  wants  the  concentrated 
force  of  Burns'  version.  Barclay  is  also  much  more  severe  on  the  Highlanders 
than  our  poet  is,  whose  prejudices  are  northern  and  Jacobite.] 

'  0  CAM  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun, 

Or  herd  the  sheep  wi'  me,  man  ? 
Or  were  you  at  the  Sherra-moor, 

Or  did  the  battle  see,  man  ? ' 
'  I  saw  the  battle,  sair  and  teugh. 
And  reekin  red  ran  mony  a  sheugh. 
My  heart,  for  fear,  gae  sough  for  sough, 
To  hear  the  thuds,  and  see  the  cluds, 
O'  Clans  frae  woods,  in  tartan  duds, 

Wha  glaum'd  at  kingdoms  three,  man. 

'  The  red-coat  lads,  wi'  black  cockauds, 

To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man ; 
They  rush'd  and  push'd,  and  blude  outgush'd. 

And  mony  a  bouk  did  fa',  man : 
The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  files, 
I  wat  they  glanc'd  for  twenty  miles : 
They  hough'd  the  Clans  hke  nine-pin  kyles ; 
They  hack'd  and  hash'd,  while  braidswords  clash'd, 
And  thro'  they  dash'd,  and  hew'd,  and  smash'd. 

Till  fey  men  dee'd  awa',  man. 

'  But  had  ye  seen  the  phihbegs 

And  skyrin  tartan  trews,  man ; 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  Whigs, 

And  covenant  true-blues,  man ; 
In  fines  extended  lang  and  large. 
When  baiginets  o'erpower'd  the  targe. 
And  thousands  hasten'd  to  the  charge ; 
Wi'  Highland  wrath  they  frae  the  sheath, 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  till  out  o'  breath. 

They  fled  hke  frighted  dows,  man.' 
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'  O  how  deil  Tarn  can  that  be  true  ? 

The  chase  gaed  frae  the  North,  man ; 
I  saw  myser,  they  did  pursue 

The  horsemen  back  to  Forth,  man ; 
And  at  Dunblane,  in  my  ain  sight. 
They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might. 
And  straught  to  Stirhng  wing'd  their  flight ; 
But,  cursed  lot !  the  gates  were  shut ; 
And  mony  a  huntit,  poor  red-coat. 

For  fear  amaist  did  swarf,  man.' 

'  My  sister  Kate  cam  up  the  gate 

Wf  crowdie  unto  me,  man ; 
She  swoor  she  saw  some  rebels  run 

To  Perth  and  to  Dundee,  man : 
Their  left-hand  general  had  nae  skill ; 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  gude  will 
That  day  their  neebours'  blude  to  spill, 
For  fear,  by  foes,  that  they  should  lose 
Their  cogs  o'  brose — they  sea  r'd  at  blows. 

And  hameward  fast  did  flee,  man. 

'  They've  lost  some  gallant  gentlemen 
Amang  the  Highland  clans,  man : 
I  fear  my  Lord  Panmuir  is  slain, 
Or  in  his  en'mie's  hands,  man : 
Now  wad  ye  sing  this  double-flight, 
Some  fell  for  wrang,  and  some  for  right, 
And  mony  bade  the  warld  gude-night ; 
Say  pell  and  mell,  wi'  muskets'  knell. 
How  Tories  fell,  and  Whigs  to  hell. 
Flew  off  in  frighted  bands,  man.'  * 


*  In  most  of  the  editions  of  tlie  poet,  the  three  concluding  lines  are  altered 
thus : — 

"  Then  ye  may  tell,  how  pell  and  mell. 
By  red  clasonores,  and  muskets'  knell, 
Wi'  dying  yell,  the  Tories  fell. 
And  Whigs  to  hell  did  flee,  man." 
We  should  like  to  know  the  authority  for  this  alteration,  as  one  line  too  much  !■ 
thereby  thrown  into  the  stanza,  and,  moreover,  the  rhyme  is  lost 
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YOUNG  JOCKEY  WAS  THE  BLYTHEST  LAD. 

[This  is  marked  by  the  letter  "Z" — indicating  an  old  song  with  additions;  hut, 
as  we  have  already  seen,  Burns  admits  that  several  of  his  entire  compositions 
are  so  marked  in  the  Museum,  and  Stenhonse  says  that  the  whole  of  this  very 
natural  song  is  his,  with  the  exception  of  two  or  three  lines.] 

Young-  Jockey  was  the  blythest  lad 

In  a'  our  town  or  here  awa' : 
Fu'  blythe  he  whistled  at  the  gaud, 

Fu'  hghtly  danc'd  he  in  the  ha'. 
He  roos'd  my  een,  sae  bonie  blue, 

He  roos'd  my  waist,  sae  genty  sma'; 
An'  ay  my  heart  came  to  my  mou'. 

When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  saw. 

My  Jockey  toils  upon  the  plain, 

Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  frost  and  snaw ; 
And  o'er  the  lea  I  leuk  fu'  fain 

When  Jockey's  owsen  hameward  ca'. 
An'  ay  the  night  comes  round  again, 

When  in  his, arms  he  taks  me  a'; 
An'  ay  he  vows  he'll  be  my  ain, 

As  lang's  he  has  a  breath  to  draw. 


A  WAUKKIFE  MINNIE. 

[The  poet  does  not  claim  this  in  his  notes,  yet  it  is  usually  given  as  his  in 
standard  editions  of  his  works.  He,  himself,  distinctly  says,  "  I  picked  up  this 
old  song  and  tune  from  a  country  girl  in  Nithsdale :  I  never  met  with  it  else- 
where in  Scotland."  We  may  he  certain  that  it  experienced  a  good  rubbing  up 
at  his  hands.] 

Whare  are  you  gaun,  my  bonie  lass  ? 

Whare  are  you  gaun,  my  hinnie  ? 
She  answer'd  me,  right  saucihe — 

An  errand  for  my  minnie. 

0  whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass  ? 

O  whare  hve  ye,  my  hinnie  ? 
By  yon  burn-side,  gin  ye  maun  ken. 

In  a  wee  house  wi'  my  minnie. 
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But  I  foor  up  the  glen  at  e'en, 

To  see  my  bonie  lassie ; 
And  lang  before  the  grey  morn  cam, 

She  was  na  hauf  sae  saucy. 

O  weary  fa'  the  waukrife  cock, 
And  the  foumart  lay  his  crawin ! 

He  wauken'd  the  auld  wife  frae  her  sleep, 
A  wee  bhnk  or  the  dawin. 

An  angry  wife  I  wat  she  raise, 
And  o'er  the  bed  she  brought  her ; 

And  wi'  a  meikle  hazel-rung, 

She  made  her  a  weel-pay'd  dochter. 

O  fare-thee-weel,  my  bonie  lass ! 

0  fare-thee-weel,  my  hinnie ! 
Thou  art  a  gay  and  a  bonie  lass — 

But  thou  has  a  waukrife  minnie. 


FOR  A'  THAT,  AN'  A'  THAT. 

[Bums  has  put  his  name  to  this.  It  is  simply  the  Bard's  song  in  the  Jolly 
Beggars,  omitting  the  first  two  verses,  and  substituting  for  these  the  present 
opening  verse  and  a  fresh  chorus.] 

Tho'  women's  minds,  like  winter  winds. 
May  shift  and  turn,  and  a'  that. 

The  noblest  breast  adores  them  maist, 
A  consequence  I  draw  that. 

CHORUS. 

For  d  tliat^  and  a'  tliaU 

And  tivice  as  meiMe^s  d  that ;  ^ 

The  bonie  lass  that  I  Ide  hest^ 
SheHl  he  my  ainfor  d  that. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  all  the  fair, 

Their  humble  slave,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still, 

A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 
For  d  that,  ^c. 
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In  rapture  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi'  mutual  love,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  for  how  lang  the  flie  may  stang, 

Let  inclination  law  that. 
For  (£  that^  ^c. 

Their  tricks  and  craft  hae  put  me  daft, 

They've  taen  me  in,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's — '  The  Sex ! ' 

I  hke  the  jads  for  a'  that  I 
For  d  that^  ^c. 


WILLIE  BRBW'D  A  PECK  0'  MAUT. 

[This  world-famous  song  was  composed  in  August  or  September,  1789.  Bums' 
note  regarding  it  is  as  follows:— "The  air  is  Masterton's,  the  song  mine.  The 
occasion  of  it  was  this:— Mr,  William  Nicol,  of  the  High  School,  Edinburgh, 
during  the  autumn- vacation  being  at  Moffat,  honest  Allan — who  was  at  that  time 
on  a  visit  to  Dalswinton — ^and  I  went  to  pay  Nicol  a  visit.  We  had  such  a  joyous 
meeting,  that  Mr.  Masterton  and  I  agreed,  each  in  our  own  way,  that  we  should 
celebrate  the  business."  Dr.  Ourrie,  writing  in  1799  (only  10  years  after  the 
event),  says,—"  These  three  honest  fellows — all  men  of  uncommon  talents,  are 
now  all  under  the  turf." 

On  16th  October,  1789,  Bums,  writing  to  Captain  Eiddel  of  the  Carse,  quotes 
two  verses  of  the  song,  thus  showing  that  it  was  already  familiar  in  the  district 
among  the  poet's  friends ;  and  in  the  line,  "  Wha  last  beside  his  chair  shall  fa',' 
puts  the  emphasis  of  italics  on  the  word  last.  By  a  gross  blunder,  this  word 
is  printed  "first"  in  the  Museum,  which  error  has  been  followed  by  several 
editors,  and  given  rise  to  the  idea  that  Burns'  notion  of  conviviality  was  a 
struggle  to  get  dead-drunk  before  the  rest,  and  thus  be  crowned  "kiiigof  the 
company  I " 

In  1821,  Mr.  John  Struthers,  author  of  some  good  songs,  produced  a  very  tell- 
ing "  Sequel  to  '  Willie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maut '  "—based  on  the  remark  above 
quoted  from  Ourrie.] 

0  Willie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maut. 

And  Rob  and  Allan  cam  to  see : 
Three  blyther  hearts,  that  lee-lang  night, 

Ye  wad  na  found  in  Christendie. 

CHORUS. 

We  are  na  fou^  we^re  nae  that  fou, 

But  just  a  drappie  in  our  e'e; 
The  coch  may  craw^  the  day  rmy  daw^ 

And  ay  will  taste  the  barley  bree. 
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Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys, 
Three  merry  boys,  I  trow,  are  we ; 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been, 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be ! 
We  are  na  fou^  ^c. 

It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn. 
That's  bhnkin'  in  the  lift  sae  hie ; 

She  shines  sae  bright  to  wyle  ns  hame. 
But,  by  my  sooth,  she'll  wait  a  wee ! 
We  are  na  fou^  ^c. 

Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa', 
A  cuckold,  coward  loun  is  he ! 

Wha  last  beside  his  chair  shall  fa', 
He  is  the  king  amang  us  three ! 
We  are  na  fou,  ^c. 


KILLIECRANKIE. 

[This  is  marked  "  Z  "  In  the  Museum.  All  except  the  chorus  is  by  Burrm 
although  Hogg  and  other  Jacobite  ballad-mongers  allege  otherwise.] 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  brankie,  0? 
Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 

Cam  ye  by  Kilhecrankie,  0  ? 

CHORUS. 

An  ye  had  been  whare  I  hae  been, 

Te  wad  na  been  sae  canty,  0  ; 
An  ye  had  seen  what  I  hae  seen, 

On  tU  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  0, 

I  f aught  at  land,  I  faught  at  sea ; 

At  hame  I  faught  my  auntie,  0  ; 
But  I  met  the  Devil  and  Dundee, 

On  th'  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  0. 
An  ye  had  been,  ^c. 
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The  bauld  Pitcur  fell  in  a  furr, 
An'  Clavers  gat  a  clankie,  O ; 

Or  I  had  fed  an  Athole  gled, 
On  th'  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  O. 
An  ye  had  heen^  ^c. 


THE  BLUE-EYED  LASSIE. 

[The  poet  has  put  his  name  to  this  in  the  Museum,  although  he  scarcely  re- 
quired to  do  so,  as  the  verses  speak  for  themselves.  The  expression,  "Spare  to 
speak,  and  spare  to  speed,"  is  a  proverbial  one,  which  occurs  in  the  works  of 
other  Scots  poets.  The  heroine  was  a  beautiful  maiden,  the  daughter  of  the 
Eev.  Mr.  Jeffrey  of  Lochmaben,  at  whose  house  the  bard  was  an  occasional 
guest  in  the  course  of  his  Excise  journeys.  She  was  married  eventually  to  a 
gentleman  of  the  name  of  Renwick,  resident  in  Liverpool,  and  afterwards  in 
New  York. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Jeffrey  is  kindly  referred  to  by  Burns  in  a  letter  to  Provost 
Maxwell,  dated  20th  December,  1789,  and  this  indicates  the  date  of  the  song, 
which  was  presented  by  the  poet  to  its  inspirer  one  morning,  at  the  breakfast 
table,  after  having  slept  a  night  at  the  house.] 

I  GAED  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen, 

A  gate,  I  fear,  I'll  dearly  rue ; 
I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sweet  een, 

Twa  lovely  een  o'  bonie  blue. 
'Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright — 

Her  lips,  hke  roses  wat  wi'  dew — 
Her  heaving  bosom,  lily-white, — 

It  was  her  een  sae  bonie  blue ! 

She  talk'd,  she  smil'd,  my  heart  she  wil'd, 

She  charm'd  my  soul — I  wist  na  how  ; 
And  ay  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound, 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonie  blue. 
But,  spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed ; 

She'll  aiblins  hsten  to  my  vow : 
Should  she  refuse,  I'll  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonie  blue ! 
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THE  BANKS  OF  NITH. 

[The  poet's  name  is  attached  to  this  song  in  the  Museum.  It  is  intended  to 
depict  the  feelings  of  a  native  of  Nithsdale,  resident  in  London,  and  apparently 
tied  by  circumstances  to  remain  there,  expatriated  from  "  the  fruitful  vales  and 
sloping  dales  "  of  bonie  Langsyne.'] 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea, 

Where  royal  cities  stately  stand ; 
But  sweeter  flows  the  Mth,  to  me, 

Where  Cummins  ance  had  high  command  : 
When  shall  I  see  that  honor'd  land, 

That  winding  stream  I  love  so  dear ! 
Must  wayward  fortune's  adverse  hand, 

For  ever — ever  keep  me  here? 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fruitful  vales, 

Where  bounding  hawthorns  gaily  bloom ; 
And  sweetly  spread  thy  sloping  dales. 

Where  lambkins  wanton  through  the  broom ! 
Tho'  wandering,  now,  must  be  my  doom, 

Far  from  thy  bonie  banks  and  braes ; 
May  there  my  latest  hours  consume, 

Amang  the  friends  of  early  days ! 


TAM  GLEN. 

[This  is  an  immortal  production,  and  -would  be  recognised  as  Burns'  work 
although  no  name  nor  external  mark  v^ere  attached  to  it.  The  air,  in  the 
Museum,  is  said  to  be  "  its  ain  tune ; "  but  it  is  now  universally  sung  to  the  fine 
old  air — The  MuckirC  o'  Geordie's  Byre,  which  is  capable  of  giving  great  effect  to 
the  words.] 

My  heart  is  a-breaking,  dear  tittie, 

Some  counsel  unto  me  come  len' ; 
To  anger  them  a'  is  a  pity, 

But  what  will  I  do  wi'  Tam  Glen? 

Tm  thinking,  wi'  sic  a  braw  fellow, 

In  poortith  I  might  mak  a  fen' : 
What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow, 

If  I  maunna  marry  Tam  Glen  ? 
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There's  Lowrie,  the  laird  o'  Dumeller — 
'  Gude-day  to  you  brute ! ' — he  comes  ben  : 

He  brags  and  he  blaws  o'  his  siller ; 
But  when  will  he  dance  hke  Tarn  Glen? 

My  minnie  does  constantly  deave  me, 
And  bids  me  beware  o'  young  men ; 

They  flatter,  she  says,  to  deceive  me, 
But  wha  can  think  sae  o'  Tam  Glen  ? 

My  daddie  says,  gin  I'll  forsake  him, 
He'll  gie  me  gude  hunder  marks  ten ; 

But  if  its  ordain'd  I  maun  take  him, 
0  wha  will  I  get  but  Tam  Glen  1 

Yestreen  at  the  valentines'  dealing, 
My  heart  to  my  mou'  gied  a  sten ; 

For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing, 
And  thrice  it  was  written — Tam  Glen ! 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 
My  drouket  sark-sleeve,  as  ye  ken ; 

His  Mkeness  cam  up  the  house  staukia — 
The  very  grey  breeks  o'  Tam  Glen  I 

Come  counsel,  dear  tittie !  don't  tarry ; 

I'll  gie  you  my  bonie  black  hen, 
Gif  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly— Tam  Glen ! 


SONGS  BY  BURNS  IN  JOHNSON,  VOL.  IV.,  AUGUST  13,  1792. 


The  poet  had  left  his  farm  atEllisland  and  taken  up  his  residence  in  Dumfries 
when  this  volume  was  published.  The  Preface,  like  that  to  each  of  the  two 
preceding  volumes,  is  his  composition :  the  concluding  passage  is  as  follows : — 
"  To  those  who  object  that  his  publication  contains  pieces  of  inferior  or  little 
value,  the  Editor  answers  by  referring  to  his  plan.  AH  our  songs  cannot  have 
equal  merit ;  besides,  as  the  world  have  not  as  yet  agreed  on  any  unerring  balance 
— ^any,  undisputed  standard — in  matters  of  taste,  what  to  one  person  yields  no 
manner  of  pleasure,  may  to  another  be  a  high  enjoyment." 

This  being  the  last  volume  of  the  Museum  that  the  bard  lived  to  see  published 
(for  the  progress  of  that  work  was  interrupted  by  his  kindly  engaging,  about 
a  month  after  Johnson's  fourth  volume  appeared,  to  furnish  a  series  of  songs 
for  George  Thomson's  collection),  we  embrace  this  opportunity  to  say  a 
few  words  regarding  the  artist-like  care  with  which  Burns  elaborated  and 
finished  those  songs  which  we  are  now  re-producing.  We  have  already  seen 
how,  in  Edinburgh,  he  worked  out  the  lyric  flow  of  the  songs  he  contributed  to 
the  second  volume  of  Johnson. — {Vide  note  to  song — A  Rose-bud  by  my  early  icalk, 
page  230.)  So,  while  in  Nithsdale,  we  learn  from  a  memorandum  obligingly 
communicated  to  Mr.  E.  Chambers  by  Sir  James  S.  Monteath  of  Oloseburn, 
that  there  lived  in  that  parish  "  a  respectable  woman — Christina  Kirkpatrick, 
married  to  a  mason  named  Flint.  She  had  a  masculine  understanding ;  was 
well  acquainted  with  the  old  music,  the  songs  and  ballads  of  Scotland ;  and, 
having  a  fine  voice  and  good  ear,  she  sang  them  remarkably  well.  Burns  was 
accustomed,  after  composing  any  of  his  beautiful  songs,  to  pay  Kirsty  a  visit, 
that  he  might  hear  them  sung  by  her.  He  often  stopped  her  in  the  course  of 
her  singing,  when  he  found  any  word  harsh  and  grating  to  his  ear,  and  substituted 
one  more  melodious  and  pleasing.  From  Kirsty's  extensive  acquaintance  with 
the  old  Scotch  airs,  she  was  frequently  able  to  suggest  to  the  poet  music  more 
suitable  to  the  words  she  was  singing  than  that  to  which  he  had  set  them." 

Professor  Gillespie  of  St  Andrews  has  confirmed  the  above  anecdote,  by  re- 
cording, that  when  he  was  a  school-boy  at  Wallace-Hall,  he  one  day  saw  the 
poet's  horse  tied  by  the  bridle  to  the  latch  of  a  cottage-door  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Thomhill,  and  lingered  for  some  time  listening  to  the  songs  which  the  female 
occupant  was  singing  to  Bums,  who  sat  in  an  arm-chair  by  the  fireside  in  rapt 
attention  to  her  vocalisation.  Kirsty  Flint  was  the  name  of  the  songstress.  She 
was  neither  pretty  nor  witty,  but  she  had  a  pipe  of  the  most  overpowering 
pitch,  and  a  taste  for  song.  "  She  sang  even  to  us  laddies,"  adds  the  narrator, 
"  such  songs  as  Nae  luck  about  the  house,  and  Braw  lads  o'  Gala  water,  most 
inimitably." 

With  reference  to  Kirsty  Flint's  vocal  powers,  we  feel  constrained  to  notice  a 
wretched  fiction  which  has  been  recently  engrafted  on  the  foregoing  narratives, 
and  recorded  in  a  small  work  on  Bums  just  published.  In  it,  we  are  told  that  the 
poet  was  one  of  the  wedding-guests  at  Kirsty's  marriage,  and  was  thrown  into 
a  state  of  distraction  by  one  of  the  company,  who,  on  being  asked  to  sing,  gave 
Ye  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around  the  castle  o'  Montgomery;  on  which 
occasion,  Bums  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  asked  the  singer,  in  God's  name,  to 
desist,  and  thereafter  entreated  Kirsty  to  quiet  his  mind  with  a  verse  or  two  of 
Ye  banks  and  braes  o'  bonie  Z»oo»/— This  story  condemns  itself,  tor  Highland  Mary 
was  not  given  to  the  world  till s GUI p  years  after  the  poet's  death,  although  com- 
posed for  George  Thomson  in  Nov.,  1792 — a  year  after  the  poet  had  settled  in 
the  town  of  Dumfries,  and  bidden  farewell  to  Oloseburn  and  Kirsty  Flint 


j 
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CRAIGIE-BURN  WOOD. 


[This  song  was  written  in  1790  or  1791.  The  author's  note  is  as  follows: — 
"  The  song  was  composed  on  a  passion  which  a  Mr.  Gillespie,  a  particular  friend 
of  mine,  had  for  a  Miss  Lorimer,  afterwards  a  Mrs.  Whelpdale.  The  young 
lady  was  born  at  Oraigiebum  Wood.  The  chorus  is  part  of  an  old,  foolish 
ballad."  Jean  Lorimer  was  only  fifteen  or  sixteen  years  old  when  thus 
vicariously  wooed  by  Burns  in  behalf  of  Gillespie,  a  brother-officer  of  excise, 
who  had  fallen  in  love  with  her.  She  was  the  eldest  daughter  of  a  substantial 
farmer  and  merchant  at  Kemmis-hall,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  Nith  from 
Ellisland.  about  two  miles  nearer  Dumfries ;  andalthough  she  refused  to  listen  to 
Gillespie's  addresses,  she  was,  unfortunately,  captivated  by  the  solicitations  of 
a  wild  scapegrace,  named  "Whelpdale,  from  England,  who  had  set  up  as  a  farmer 
near  Moffat,  and  in  March,  1793,  she  was  induced  to  elope  with  him,  and  contract 
a  Gretna  Green  marriage.  In  a  few  months  thereafter,  her  husband  became  a 
bankrupt  and  ran  away,  leaving  her  no  resource  but  that  of  returning  to  her 
parents'  house. 

In  1794,  Burns  continued,  as  formerly,  to  be  an  occasional  visitor  at  Kemmis-hall, 
and  it  was  thought  that  Mrs.  Whelpdale  came  of  tener  to  Dumfries  than  she  had  any 
ostensible  occasion  for.  In  October  of  that  year,  we  find  the  poet  writing  thus 
to  George  Thomson,  about  her  and  the  song  now  under  notice : — "I  hope  Clarke 
will  persuade  you  to  adopt  my  favourite  Craigieburn  Wood  in  your  selection :  it 
is  as  great  a  favourite  of  his  as  of  mine.  The  young  lady  on  whom  it  was  made 
is  one  of  the  finest  women  in  Scotland ;  and,  in  fact  (entre  nous),  is  in  a  manner 
to  me  what  Sterne's  Eliza  was  to  him — a  mistress,  or  friend,  or  what  you  will, 
in  the  guileless  simplicity  of  Platonic  love.  I  assure  you,  that  to  my  lovely  friend 
you  are  indebted  for  many  of  your  best  songs  of  mine.  Whenever  I  want  to  be 
more  than  ordinary  in  song — to  be  in  some  degree  equal  to  your  diviner  airs — 
I  put  myself  on  the  regimen  of  admiring  a  fine  woman ;  and,  in  proportion  to 
the  adorability  of  her  charms,  in  proportion  you  are  delighted  with  my  verses. 
The  lightening  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Parnassus,  and  the  witchery  of  her 
Bmile  the  divinity  of  Helicon! " 

The  poet  has  made  reference  to  Clarke's  admiration  of  this  song:  it  is  proper 
to  add  what  that  musician  has  himself  recorded  about  it.  He  wrote  thus,  under 
the  MS.  of  the  music  and  song: — "  The  man  who  would  attempt  to  sing  a  chorus 
to  this  beautiful  air,  should  have  his  throat  cut  to  prevent  him  from  doing  it 
again !  "  We  shall  again  have  occasion  to  revert  to  the  heroine  of  this  song, 
whom  the  poet  afterwards  celebrated  under  the  name  of  "  Chloris."] 


Sweet  closes  the  evening  on  Craigie-burn  Wood, 

And  bly thely  awaukens  the  morrow  ; 
But  the  pride  of  the  spring  in  the  Craigie-burn  Wood, 

Can  yield  me  nothing  but  sorrow. 


That's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee  ! 

I  see  the  spreading  leaves  and  flowers, 
I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 

But  pleasure  they  hae  nane  for  me, 
While  care  my  heart  is  wringing. 
Beyond  thee^  ^c. 


CHORUS. 

Beyond  thee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie, 
And  0,  to  be  lying  beyond  thee  ! 
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I  canna  tell,  I  maunna  tell, 

I  darena  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  love  will  break  my  heart, 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 
Beyond  thee^  ^c. 

I  see  thee  gracefu',  straight,  and  tall, 
I  see  thee  sweet  and  bonie ; 

But  oh !  what  will  my  torments  be. 
If  thou  refuse  thy  Johnny ! 
Beyond  thee^  ^c. 

To  see  thee  in  another's  arms, 
In  love  to  lie  and  languish; 

'Twad  be  my  dead,  that  will  be  seen, 
My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  anguish. 
Beyond  thee^  ^c. 

But,  Jeanie,  say  thou  wilt  be  mine. 
Say,  thou  lo'es  nane  before  me ; 

And  a'  my  days  o'  Hfe  to  come, 
I'll  gratefully  adore  thee. 
Beyond  thee^  Sec. 


FRAE  THE  FRIENDS  AND  LAND  I  LOYE. 

Tune — Carron  Side, 

[Burns'  note  to  this  Jacobite  effusion  is  as  follows  I  added  the  last  four 
lines  by  way  of  giving  a  turn  to  the  theme  of  the  poem,  such  as  it  is."  Stenhouse, 
however,  remarks, — "  The  whole  song  is  in  the  hand-writing  of  the  poet,  and  I 
have  reason  to  believe  it  is  all  his  own."] 

Fkae  the  friends  and  land  I  love, 

Driv'n  by  fortune's  felly  spite ; 
Erae  my  best  belov'd  I  rove, 

Never  mair  to  taste  dehght, — 
Never  mair  maun  hope  to  find 

Ease  frae  toil,  rehef  frae  care; 
When  remembrance  wracks  the  mind. 

Pleasures  but  unveil  despair. 
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Brightest  cKmes  shall  mirk  appear, 

Desert  ilka  blooming  shore ; 
Till  the  Fates,  nae  mair  severe, 

Friendship,  love,  and  peace  restore. 
Till  Revenge,  wi'  laurell'd  head, 

Bring  our  banished,  hame  again ; 
And  ilk  loyal,  bonie  lad 

Cross  the  seas  and  win  his  ain. 


JOBGN",  COME  KISS  ME  NOW. 

[Burns  trimmed  into  the  present  shape,  the  old  fragment  preserved  by  David 
Herd,  which  is  as  follows  : — 

"John,  come  kiss  me  now,  now,  nowl  John,  come  kiss  me  now; 
John,  come  kiss  me  by  and  by,  and  make  nae  mair  ado: 
Some  will  court  and  compliment,  and  make  a  great  ado ; 
Some  will  make  o'  their  gudeman,  and  sae  will  I  o'  you." 
In  the  note  to  John  Anderson  my  jo,  page  254,  we  quoted  Bishop  Percy's  remarks 
condemning  the  Scottish  Eeformers  for  their  profanity  in  borrowing  (as  he 
alleges)  the  sacred  Hymn-tunes  of  the  Eoman  Cathedral-service  and  adapting 
impure  songs  to  them.  This  groundless  statement  of  Percy  was  taken  up  and 
spread  by  old  Tytler  of  Woodhouselee  in  his  dissertation  on  Scottish  song ;  but 
the  researches  of  Ritson,  and  other  inquirers  since  his  day,  have  established  that 
the  reverse  was  the  fact.  The  old  tunes  referred  to  by  Percy  and  Tytler,  such 
as  John  Anderson — Green  Sleeves — John,  come  kiss  me  now — Maggy  Lauder — Kind 
Robin  lo'es  me,  &c.,  never  were  tunes  of  the  Latin  Church-service.  They  were  the 
popular  secular  airs  of  the  nation ;  and  the  songs  to  which  they  were  sung  by 
the  common  people  (and  which  they  loved  so  much)  were  reckoned  by  their 
spiritual  advisers  to  be  "  not  unto  edification — sensual — devilish  I "  True,  the 
tunes  were  held  to  be  quite  angelic,  and  some  of  the  Eeformers,  thinking  it  a 
pity  that  the  Devil  should  have  all  the  good  music  to  himself,  fell  upon  a  plan  to 
beguile  him  out  of  them  by  composing  what  they  held  to  be  sacred  words  to  suit 
them:  they  reckoned  that  the  tunes  would  operate  as  a  bait  or  decoy  to  make 
the  people  swallow  such  stuff  as  the  following,  which  we  extract  from  "Ane 
compendious  Booke  of  Q-odly  and  Spiritual  Songs,  collectit  out  of  sundrie  partes 
of  the  Scripture,  with  sundrie  other  Ballates,  changed  out  o/Prophane  Sanges  ; 
for  avoiding  of  sinne  and  harlotrie:"  republished  by  Andro  Hart,  1621,  from 
the  earlier  edition  of  1590: — 

(Pa.  2nd. — ^Kiss  the  Son,  lest  he  be  angry.) 

"  John,  come  kiss  me  now — ^John,  come  kiss  me  now : 
My  prophets  call,  my  preachers  cry,  John,  come  kiss  me  now ; 
John,  come  kiss  me  by  and  by,  and  make  nae  mair  adow." 

CHORUS. 

0  JoTin^  dome  hiss  me  noiv^  now^  noiu ; 

0  John^  my  luve^  come  kiss  me  now ; 
0  John^  come  kiss  me  hy  and  hy^ 

For  weel  ye  ken  the  way  to  woo. 
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0  SOME  will  court  and  compliment, 
And  ither  some  will  kiss  and  daut ; 

But  I  will  mak  o'  my  gudeman — 
My  ain  gudeman,  it  is  nae  fau't. 
0  John^  ^c, 

0  some  will  court  and  compliment. 
And  ith^r  some  will  prie  their  mou' ; 

And  some  will  hause  in  ither's  arms, 
And  that's  the  way  I  like  to  do. 
0  John^  ^c. 


COCK  UP  YOUR  BEAYER. 

[This  fragment,  from  Herd's  collection,  xmderwent  such  an  improvement  at 
the  hand  of  Burns  in  the  last  four  lines,  that  we  give  the  original  in  order  that 
the  reader  may  compare  it  with  the  version  in  the  text : — 

Cock  up  your  beaver,  cock  up  your  beaver, 

Hey,  my  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver; 

Coek  up  your  beaver,  and  cock  it  nae  wrang, 

"We'll  a'  to  England  ere  it  be  lang."] 

When  first  my  brave  Johnny  lad  came  to  this  town, 
He  had  a  blue  bonnet  that  wanted  the  crown ; 
But  now  he  has  gotten  a  hat  and  a  feather, — 
Hey,  brave  Johnny  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver ! 
Cock  up  your  beaver,  and  cock  it  fu'  sprush ; 
We'll  over  the  border  and  gie  them  a  brush ; 
There's  somebody  there  we'll  teach  better  behaviour, 
Hey,  brave  Johnny  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver ! 


MY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEL. 

[The  poet's  name  is  attached  to  this  favourite  production.  He  seemed  to  have 
a  forecast  of  its  popularity,  for  he  instructed  Johnson  not  to  state  the  name  of  its 
tune — Lord  Elchd's  Favourite,  but  to  give  the  music  as  if  the  song  really  belonged 
to  it  Many  of  our  readers  will  recollect  the  brilliant  effect  of  this  song  as 
rendered  by  Wilson  and  Templeton  in  their  vocal  entertainments.] 

0  MEiKLE  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  beauty, 
And  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  kin ; 

But  little  thinks  my  luve  I  ken  brawly 
My  tocher's  the  jewel  has  charms  for  him. 
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It's  a'  for  the  apple  he'll  nourish  the  tree ; 

It's  a'  for  the  hiney  he'll  cherish  the  bee ; 
My  laddie's  sae  meikle  in  luve  wi'  the  siller, 

He  canna  hae  luve  to  spare  for  me. 

Your  proffer  o'  luve's  an  airle-penny, 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy; 
But  an  ye  be  crafty,  I  am  cunnin' ; 

Sae  ye  wi'  anither  your  fortune  maun  try. 
Ye're  like  to  the  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  wood, 

Ye're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  tree ; 
Ye'U  shp  frae  me  like  a  knotless  thread, 

And  ye'll  crack  your  credit  wi'  mae  nor  me. 


THEN  GUDEWIFE,  COUNT  THE  LAWIN. 

[Burns'  name  is  adhibited  to  this  characteristic  song  also.  There  was  an  old 
Bong  with  the  same  chorus,  one  verse  of  which  ran  thus  :— 

"  My  wife  she's  aye  a-telling  me  gude  ale  sail  be  the  dead  o'  me ; 
But  if  gude  ale  sail  be  my  dead,  I'll  hae  it  written  on  my  head— 
Oome  gudewife,  count  the  lawin,"  &c.] 

Gane  is  the  day  and  mirk's  the  night, 
But  we'll  ne'er  stray  for  fau't  o'  light ; 
For  ale  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon, 
And  blude-red  wine's  the  risin'  sun. 

CHORUS. 

Then  gudewife^  count  the  lawin^ 

The  laivin^  the  lawin; 
Then  gudeivtfe,  count  the  lawin, 

And  bring  a  coggie  mair. 

There's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen, 
And  semple  folk  maun  fecht  and  fen' ; 
But  here  we're  a'  in  ae  accord, 
For  ilka  man  that's  drunk's  a  lord. 
Then  gudewife,  count, 

My  coggie  is  a  haly  pool, 

That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  and  dool ; 

And  pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout. 

An  ye  drink  it  a',  ye'll  find  him  out. 

Then  gudewife,  count,  ^c. 
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PKOSE  HISTOKY  OF  THE  WHISTLE. 

As  the  authentic  prose  history  of  the  Whistle  is  curious,  we  shall  here  subjoin 
it — In  the  train  of  Anne,  Princess  of  Denmark,  when  she  came  to  Scotland 
with  her  husband,  James  the  Sixth,  there  came  over  also  a  Danish  gentle- 
man of  gigantic  stature  and  great  prowess,  and  a  matchless  devotee  of 
Bacchus.  He  had  a  curious  ebony  Ca'  or  Whistle,  which,  at  the  beginning 
of  the  orgies,  he  laid  on  the  table,  and  whoever  was  last  able  to  blow  the 
Whistle,  everybody  else  being  disabled  by  the  potency  of  the  bottle,  was  to 
carry  off  the  Whistle  as  a  trophy  of  victory.  The  Dane  produced  credentials 
of  his  victories — without  a  single  defeat — at  the  Courts  of  Copenhagen, 
Stockholm,  Moscow,  Warsaw,  and  several  of  the  petty  Courts  of  Germany, 
and  challenged  the  Scotish  Bacchanalians  to  the  alternative  of  trying  his 
prowess,  or  else  of  acknowledging  their  inferiority.  After  many  overthrows 
on  the  part  of  the  Scots,  the  Dane  was  encountered  by  Sir  Eobert  Lowrie 
of  Maxwelton,  ancestor  to  the  present  Sir  Eobert,  who — ^after  three  daj's 
and  nights'  claret-shed — left  the  Scandinavian  dead-drunk,  "And  blew  on 
the  Whistle  his  requiem  shrill." 

Sir  Walter  Lowrie,  son  to  Sir  Eobert  before  mentioned,  afterwards  lost  the 
Whistle  to  Walter  Eiddel  of  Glenriddel,  who  had  married  the  sister  of  Sir 
Walter.  On  Friday,  the  Sixteenth  of  October,  1790,*  the  Whistle  was  once 
more  contended  for — as  related  in  the  Ballad — by  the  present  Sir  Eobert 
Lowrie  of  Maxwelton ;  Eobert  Eiddel,  Esq.,  of  Glenriddel,  lineal  descendant 
and  representative  of  Walter  Eiddel,  who  won  the  Whistle,  and  in  whose 
family  it  had  continued;  and  Alexander  Ferguson,  Esq.,  of  Craigdarroch, 
likewise  descended  of  the  great  Sir  Eobert;  which  last  gentleman  carried 
off  the  hard-won  honors  of  the  field.— (E.  B.  1792.) 


In  the  edition  of  Burns'  Poems  (1793),  the  text  of  this  introduction  is  very 
slightly  altered,  but  in  no  way  of  any  importance  worth  remarking.  As  stated 
in  the  "  Notes  "  to  our  Kilmarnock  Edition  (1869),  we  have  become  the  posses- 
sor of  one  of  the  MSS.  of  that  poem.  It  is  written  on  three  pages  of  a  foolscap 
sheet  of  Excise-paper.  As  is  well  known,  Bums'  kindness  of  heart  led  him  to  be 
most  generous  in  giving  away  copies  of  his  poems :  our  copy  had  been  sent  to 
Mr.  Cairns,  jun.,  Torr,  Dumfries,  grandfather  of  the  late  possessor  of  the  MS., 
and  contains  the  following  dedicatory  addendum — which  was  first  published 
in  our  Kilmarnock  Edition : — 

"But  one  sorry  quill,  and  that  wome  to  the  core, 
No  paper — but  such  as  I  shew  it; 
But  such  as  it  is,  will  the  good  Laird  of  Torr 
Accept,  and  excuse  the  poor  Poet?" 

A  ridiculous  verbal  variation  has  been  made  by  the  great  majority  of  Burns' 
editors,  in  altering — in  the  last  line  of  verse  third — the  word  their  to  Ms,  which 
was  pointed  out  in  our  edition  of  1869.  It  is  evident  that  the  son  of  Loda  could 
not  possibly  whistle  his  oton  requiem,  but  he  is  here  properly  represented  as 
blowing  the  requiem  of  each  of  the  champions,  one  by  one,  as  they  fell  under 
the  table.  The  corruption,  his  requiem,  appears  to  have  crept  into  the  text 
through  the  poet  having  quoted  it  thus  in  his  prose  narrative  introductory  to 
the  poem ;  but  there  the  writer  is  referring  to  one  champion  only,  namely,  the 
Scandinavian,  whom  Sir  Eobert  left  "  dead-drunk,"  and  so,  in  quoting  the  line, 
he  was  bound  to  use  the  singular  person,  his,  instead  of  the  plural,  their. 


•  See  correction  of  this  date,  in  head-note  to  the  Ballad. 
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THE  WHISTLE. 

[The  poet,  in  the  foregoing  introduction  to  this  admired  piece  of  minstrelfly, 
makes  an  error  of  one  year  in  the  date,  which  was  really  1789.  The  16th  of 
October,  1789,  was  a  Friday,  but  not  so  the  date  given  there :  the  mistake  is 
farther  made  apparent  by  a  letter  of  the  bard  printed  in  his  correspondence, 
addressed  to  Captain  Biddel  on  the  very  day  of  the  contest.  It  is  dated 
"EUisland,  16th  October,  1789,"  and  proves  that  Burns  was  not  "selected  to 
witness  the  fray,"  but  merely  to  give  it  an  imperishable  record  in  verse.  He 
refers  to  the  approaching  contest,  and  to  "  the  mighty  claret-shed  of  the  day  " 
at  the  Carse,  and  wishes  that  Glenriddel's  head  may  "  be  crowned  with  laurels 
to-night  and  free  from  head-aches  to-morrow."  "Forme,"  he  adds,  "I  shall 
'Hear  astonished,  and  astonished  sing.' 

"  The  whistle  and  the  man  I  sing, 
The  man  that  won  the  whistle." 
He  appropriately  winds  up  his  letter  by  quoting  two  verses  from  his  own  song, 
then  recently  composed — "Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys." 

Professor  Wilson  says  of  The  Whistle — "  It  is  perhaps  an  improper  poem  in 
priggish  eyes,  but,  in  the  eyes  of  Bacchus,  the  best  of  triumphal  Odes.  The  above 
letter  and  song  make  up  the  whole  of  Burns'  share  in  the  transaction.  The 
'  three  potent  heroes '  were  too  thoroughly  gentlemen  to  have  asked  a  fourth  to 
sit  by  with  an  empty  bottle  before  him,  as  umpire  of  that  debate.  Bums,  that 
evening,  was  sitting  with  his  eldest  child  on  his  knee,  teaching  him  to  say 
'  Dad! ' — that  night  he  was  lying  in  his  own  bed,  with  bonie  Jean  by  his  side, 
and  '  yon  bright  god  of  day '  saluted  him  next  morning  at  the  scaur  above  the 
glittering  Nith."] 

I  SING  of  a  whistle,  a  whistle  of  worth, 

I  sing  of  a  whistle,  the  pride  of  the  North — 

Was  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  Scottish  king, 

And  long  with  this  whistle  all  Scotland  shall  ring. 

Old  Loda,*  still  rueing  the  arm  of  Fingal, 
The  god  of  the  bottle  sends  down  from  his  hall — 
'  This  whistle's  your  challenge — to  Scotland  get  o'er, 
And  drink  them  to  hell,  sir !  or  ne'er  see  me  more !  * 

Old  poets  have  sung,  and  old  chronicles  tell, 
What  champions  ventured,  what  champions  fell ; 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  still, 
And  blew  on  the  whistle  their  requiem  shrill. 

Till  Robert,  the  lord  of  the  Cairn  and  the  Scaur. 
XJnmatch'd  at  the  bottle,  unconquer'd  in  war. 
He  drank  his  poor  godship  as  deep  as  the  sea, — 
No  tide  of  the  Baltic  e'er  drunker  than  he. 


*  See  Ossian's  Caruc-thura,— (E.  B.  1792.) 
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Thus  Robert,  victorious,  the  trophy  has  gain'd, 
Which  now  in  his  house  has  for  ages  remain'd ; 
Till  three  noble  chieftains,  and  all  of  his  blood, 
The  jovial  contest  again  have  renew'd. 

Three  joyous  good  fellows — with  hearts  clear  of  flaw : 
Craigdarroch,  so  famous  for  wit,  worth,  and  law ; 
And  trusty  Glenriddel,  so  vers'd  in  old  coins ; 
And  gallant  Sir  Robert,  deep-read  in  old  wines. 

Craigdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue  smooth  as  oil, 
Desiring  Glenriddel  to  yield  up  the  spoil ; 
Or  else  he  would  muster  the  heads  of  the  clan. 
And  once  more,  in  claret,  try  which  was  the  man. 

*  By  the  gods  of  the  ancients !  *  Glenriddel  rephes, 

*  Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  prize, 

I'll  conjure  the  ghost  of  the  great  Rorie  More,* 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times  o'er ! ' 

Sir  Robert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  would  pretend, — 
But  he  ne'er  turn'd  his  back  on  his  foe — or  his  friend, 
Said,  Toss  down  the  whistle,  prize  of  the  field. 
And  knee-deep  in  claret,  he'd  die  or  he'd  yield. 

To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair. 

So  noted  for  drowning  of  sorrow  and  care ; 

But  for  wine  and  for  welcome  not  more  known  to  fame, 

Than  the  sense,  wit,  and  taste  of  a  sweet  lovely  dame. 

A  bard  was  selected  to  witness  the  fray. 
And  tell  future  ages  the  feats  of  the  day, — 
A  bard  who  detested  all  sadness  and  spleen. 
And  wish'd  that  Parnassus  a  vineyard  had  been. 

The  dinner  being  over,  the  claret  they  ply. 

And  every  new  cork  is  a  new  spring  of  joy, 

In  the  bands  of  old  friendship  and  kindred  so  set. 

And  the  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they  were  wet. 


•  See  Johnson's  tour  through  Scotland.— (B.  B.  1792.) 
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Gay  Pleasure  ran  riot  as  bumpers  ran  o'er, 
Bright  Phoebas  ne'er  witness'd  so  joyous  a  corps, 
And  vow'd  that  to  leave  them  he  was  quite  forlorn, 
Till  Cynthia  hinted  he'd  find  them  next  morn. 

Six  bottles  a  piece  had  well  wore  out  the  night, 
When  gallant  Sir  Robert,  to  finish  the  tight, 
Turned  o'er  in  one  bumper,  a  bottle  of  red, 
And  swore  'twas  the  way  that  their  ancestors  did. 

Then  worthy  Glenriddel,  so  cautious  and  sage, 
No  longer  the  warfare  ungodly  would  wage ; 
A  high  ruling-elder  to  wallow  in  wine  ! 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  less  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  to  the  end  ; 
But  who  can  with  fate  and  quart  bumpers  contend  ? 
Tho'  Fate  said,  a  hero  should  perish  in  light, — 
So  up  rose  bright  Phoebus — and  down  fell  the  Knight. 

Next  uprose  our  Bard,  like  a  prophet  in  drink : 
*  Craigdarroch,  thou'lt  soar  when  creation  shall  sink  ! 
But  if  thou  wouldst  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme, 
Come,  one  bottle  more,  and  have  at  the  sublime  ! 

Thy  line,  that  have  struggled  for  freedom  with  Br.ice. 
Shall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  produce  : 
So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  the  bay, — 
The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  of  day  !' 


*  The  editor  may  be  blamed  for  having  ignored  the  "affidavit"  by  William 
Hunter,  who,  in  December,  1841,  deponed  that  he,  in  1789,  saw  Burns  sitting 
in  Glenriddel's  house  as  "witness  of  the  contest,"  and  in  the  act  of  composing 
the  ballad.  The  story  bears  its  own  lie  in  its  face,  and  moreover,  is  contradic- 
ted by  M'Murdo'3  certificate  in  1793,  which  tells  us  that  he  (M'Murdo)  was 
selected  as  Judge,  and  two  other  gentlemen  (neither  of  them  Burns)  as 
Witnesses  of  the  contest.  The  old  blacksmith  saw  none  present  except  the 
poet  and  the  three  champions.   His  account  is  derived  from  the  Ballad. 
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THERE'LL  NEVER  BE  PEACE  TILL  JAMIE 
COMES  HAME. 

[The  poet.  In  a  letter  to  Alexander  Cunningham,  dated  from  Ellisland,  12th 
March,  1791,  transcribes  this  beautiful  lyric,  and  writes  to  him  thus : — "  I  shall 
fill  up  my  page  by  giving  you  a  song  of  my  late  composition,  which  will  appear 
perhaps  in  Johnson's  work.  You  must  know  a  beautiful  Jacobite  air — There'll 
never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame.  When  political  combustion  ceases  to  be  the 
object  of  princes  and  patriots,  it  theu,  you  know,  becomes  the  lawful  prey  of 
historians  and  poets.  If  you  like  the  air,  and  if  the  stanzas  hit  your  fancy,  you 
cannot  Imagine,  my  dear  friend,  how  much  you  will  oblige  me  if,  by  the  charms 
of  your  delightful  voice,  you  will  give  my  honest  effusion  to  '  the  memory  of 
joys  that  are  past '  to  the  few  friends  whom  you  indulge  in  that  pleasure."] 

By  yon  castle  wa',  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
I  heard  a  man  sing,  tho'  his  head  it  was  grey ; 
And  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  down  came — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  J  amie  comes  hame. 
The  Church  is  in  ruins,  the  State  is  in  jars : 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars ; 
We  darena  weel  say't,  but  we  ken  wha's  to  blame. 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

My  seven  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  sword. 

And  now  I  greet  round  their  green  beds  in  the  yerd  ; 

It  brak  the  sweet  heart  of  my  faithfu'  auld  dame, — 

There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

Now  hfe  is  a  burden  that  bows  me  down. 

Sin'  I  tint  my  bairns,  and  he  tint  his  crown ; 

But  till  my  last  moments  my  words  are  the  same — ■ 

There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 
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WHAT  CAN  A  YOUNa  LASSIE  DO  Wr  AN 
AULD  MAN. 

p3nms'  name  is  given  in  the  Museum  eb  the  author  of  this  racy  production. 
It  is  very  much  of  a  piece  with  the  old  set  of  Avid  Rob  Morris,  as  given  in  the 
Tea  Table  Miscellany:  the  mother,  in  that  ballad,  does  not  certainly  recommend 
such  hard  measures  as  "  Auntie  Katie"  does  in  the  present  song;  but  thus  she 
urges  her  daughter  to  accept  Bob  Morris  as  her  bridegroom:— 

"  Rob  Morris,  I  grant,  is  an  elderly  man. 
But  then,  his  auld  brass,  it  will  buy  a  new  pan; 
Sae  dochter,  ye  shouldna  be  fashious  to  shoe. 
And  auld  Eob  Morris  is  the  maun  ye  maun  lo'e.*^ 

What  can  a  young  lassie,  what  shall  a  young  lassie, 
What  can  a  young  lassie  do  wi'  an  auld  man  ? 

Bad  luck  on  the  penny  that  tempted  my  minnie, 
To  sell  her  poor  Jenny  for  siller  an'  Ian' ! 

He's  always  compleenin  frae  mornin'  to  e'enin'. 

He  hoasts  and  he  hirples  the  weary  lang  day ; 
He's  doyl't  and  he's  dozin,  his  blude  it  is  frozen, 

0  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  crazy  auld  man ! 

He  hums  and  he  hankers,  he  frets  and  he  cankers, 

1  never  can  please  him,  do  a'  that  I  can ; 
He's  peevish,  and  jealous  of  a'  the  young  fellows, 

0  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man ! 

My  auld  auntie  Katie  upon  me  taks  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  follow  her  plan ; 

I'll  cross  him,  and  wrack  him,  until  I  heart-break  him, 
And  then  his  auld  brass  w«M  buy  me  a  new  pan. 
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THE  BONNIE  LAD  THAT'S  FAR  AW  A'. 

[Biirns'  name  is  not  given  as  the  author  of  this  pathetic  song,  but  with  the  ex- 
ception of  the  opening  line,  every  word  is  his.  There  can  he  no  doubt  that  in 
composing  it  his  thoughts  were  on  poor  Jean  Armour's  position  in  the  early  part 
of  1788,  when  thrust  out  of  doors  in  mid-winter  by  her  stern  father,  in  con- 
sequence of  being  visibly  a  second  time  "  under  a  cloud  "  through  her  recklessly 
renewed  intimacy  with  the  poet  On  3rd  March,  1788,  Burns  wrote  thus  to 
Ainslie,  from  Mauchline: — "Jean  I  found  banished  like  a  martyr,  forlorn, 
destitute,  and  friendless — all  for  the  good  old  cause.  I  have  reconciled  her  to 
her  fate :  I  have  reconciled  her  to  her  mother :  I  have  taken  a  room  for  her : 
I  have  taken  her  to  my  arms :  I  have  given  her  a  mahogany  bed :  I  have  given 
her  a  guinea,"  &c. 

The  song  in  the  Museum  is  not  complete,  for  he  afterwards  introduced  as  verse 
second  the  following  beautiful  stanza : — 

•'It's  no'  the  frosty  winter  wind, 

It's  no'  the  driving  drift  and  snaw; 
But  aye  the  tear  comes  in  my  e'e. 
To  think  on  him  that's  far  awa'."] 

0  HOW  can  I  be  blythe  and  glad, 
Or  how  can  I  gang  brisk  and  braw ; 

When  the  bonie  lad  that  I  lo'e  best, 
Is  o'er  the  hills  and  far  awa'  ? 

My  father  pat  me  frae  his  door, 

My  friends  they  hae  disown'd  me  a' ; 

Bnt  there  is  ane  will  tak  my  part — 
The  bonie  lad  that's  far  awa'. 

A  pair  o'  gloves  he  bought  to  me, 
And  silken  snoods  he  gae  me  twa, 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sake — 
The  bonie  lad  that's  far  awa'. 

0  weary  winter  soon  will  pass. 

And  spring  will  deed  the  birken  shaw ; 
And  my  young  babie  will  be  born. 

And  he'll  be  hame  that's  far  awa'. 
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I  DO  CONFESS  THOU  ART  SAE  FAIR. 


[This  is  marked  with  the  letter  "  Z  "  in  the  Museum — indicating  that  it  is  an 
old  song  with  alterations.  In  his  notes,  the  poet  says : — "  This  song  is  altered 
from  a  poem  by  Sir  Robert  Aytoun,  private  secretary  to  Mary  and  Anne,  Queens 
of  Scotland.  I  do  think  that  I  have  improved  the  simplicity  of  the  sentiments 
by  giving  them  a  Scots  dress."  In  comparing  the  original  with  the  more  com- 
pressed composition  given  in  the  text,  the  reader  will  be  apt  to  say,  "  I  do  confess 
there  is  an  old-fashioned  quaintness  and  charm  about  the  old  verses  which  Bums 
has  scarcely  caught."   Take  the  following  two  verses  for  instance : — 


"  I  do  confess  thee  sweet,  yet  find 

Thee  such  an  unthrif t  of  thy  sweets ; 
Thy  favours  are  but  like  the  wind. 

That  kisseth  every  thing  it  meets ; 
And  since  thou  canst  with  more  than  one, 
Thou'rt  worthy  to  be  kiss'd  by  none. 

The  morning  rose,  untouch'd  that  stands, 
Arm'd  with  her  briers,  and  sweetly  smells : 

Once  pluck'd  and  strain'd  through  ruder  hands, 
No  more  that  sweetness  with  her  dwells : 

Her  leaves  fall  from  her  one  by  one, 

And  scent  and  beauty  both  are  gone."] 


I  DO  confess  thou  art  sae  fair, 

I  wad  been  o'er  the  lugs  in  luve, 
Had  I  na  found  the  slightest  prayer 

That  lips  could  speak  thy  heart  could  muve : 
I  do  confess  thee  sweet,  but  find 

Thou  art  sae  thriftless  o'  thy  sweets— 
Thy  favors  are  the  silly  wind 

That  kisses  ilka  thing  it  meets. 

See  yonder  rose-bud,  rich  in  dew, 

Amang  its  native  briers  sae  coy  ; 
How  sune  it  tines  its  scent  and  hue 
When  pu'd  and  worn  a  common  toy ! 


Tho'  thou  may  gaily  bloom  a  while ; 
Yet  sune  thou  shalt  be  thrown  aside, 
Like  ony  common  weed  and  vile. 
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SENSIBILITY,  nOW  CHARMING. 

[About  the  beginning  of  December,  1791,  just  after  he  came  to  reside  perma- 
nently in  Dumfries,  in  a  letter  to  ClaiHnda,  he  transcribes  these  verses.  He 
writes, — "I  have  just,  since  I  had  yours,  composed  the  following  stanzas:  let 
me  know  your  opinion  of  them : — 

'  Sensibility,  how  charming, 

Thou,  my  friend,  canst  truly  tell,' "  &c. 
On  15th  of  same  month,  he  wrote  again  to  her  thus : — "  I  have  sent  your  hair,  a 
part  of  the  parcel  you  gave  me,  with  a  measure,  to  Mr.  Bruce  the  jeweller,  to  get 
a  ring  done  for  me.   I  have  likewise  sent  in  the  verses  on  Sensibility,  altered  to — 
•  Sensibility,  how  charming, 

Dearest  Nancy,  thou  canst  tell,'  &c., 
to  the  musical  editor  of  the  Scots  Songs,  of  which  you  have  three  volumes,  to  set 
to  a  most  beautiful  air,  out  of  compliment  to  the  first  of  women,  my  ever- 
beloved,  my  ever-sacred  Clarinda." 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  the  poet  enclosed  the  verses  also  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  with 
the  title — "  On  Sensibility. — To  my  dear  and  mtich  honoured  friend,  Mrs.  Bunlcp 
0/ Zyurdop."} 

Sensibility,  how  charming. 

Dearest  Nancy,  thou  canst  tell ; 
But  distress,  with  horrors  arming, 

Thou  hast  also  known  too  well. 
Fairest  flower,  behold  the  hly. 

Blooming  in  the  sunny  ray  ; 
Let  the  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley, — 

See  it  prostrate  on  the  clay. 

Hear  the  wood-lark  charm  the  forest, 

Telling  o'er  his  httle  joys  : 
Hapless  bird !  a  prey  the  surest 

To  each  pirate  of  the  skies. 
Dearly  bought  the  hidden  treasure. 

Finer  feelings  can  bestow  : 
Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasure, 

Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 
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YON  WILD,  MOSSY  MOUNTAINS. 

[No  amount  of  conjecture  will  ever  ascertain  the  subject  or  occasion  Of  this 
wonderfully  life-like  composition;  yet,  notwithstanding  the  bard's  protest 
against  the  world's  interest  in  details  of  his  private  history,  the  very  individ- 
uality of  this  litte  song  prompts  that  curiosity  which  his  brief  comment 
upon  it  was  intended  to  check.  Only  on  one  occasion  was  Burns  known  to 
visit  the  locality  here  painted  so  distinctly:  that  was  on  Monday,  the  27th 
November,  1786,  when  he  left  Mossgiel  on  a  borrowed  horse  with  his  face 
towards  Edinburgh — the  Jerusalem  of  his  fondest  hopes — in  the  prospect  of 
publishing  there  to  all  the  world  the  inspired  musings  which  had  created 
such  a  commotion  in  Ayrshire.  He  proceeded  no  farther  that  day  than  to 
Covington  Mains,  near  Biggar,  where  he  was  entertained  by  the  worthy 
farmer  there,  Mr  Archibald  Prentice.  Composing  on  horseback  was  a 
favourite  occupation  for  his  mind  a  few  years  afterwards,  when  passing 
through  wild,  sequestred  scenery;  and  it  may  reasonably  be  supposed  that 
the  muse  accompanied  him  during  this  solitary  ride  through  those  moors, 
where  the  infant  Clyde  meanders,  and  is  fed  by  rills  from  Tintock  and  the 
Culter  Fells.  Dr.  Waddell,  on  this  subject  observes  that — "Death  had  by 
this  time  dissolved  the  bond  between  him  and  JUary,  and  circumstances  for  a 
time  had  alienated  his  affections  from  Jean.  Some  country  beauty  in  the 
moors  of  Tintock  must  have  attracted  his  attention  there,  and  he  has  im- 
mortalised the  nameless  beauty  accordingly." 

The  Poet's  own  note  on  this  production  is  as  follows: — "This  song  alludes 
to  a  part  of  my  private  history,  which  it  is  of  no  consequence  to  the  world  to 
know."  Mr.  Stenhouse  adds  the  remark  that  "the  reader  on  turning  to  the 
notes  on  song  (p.  208)  entitled  The  Highland  Lassie,  0,  will  have  no  difficulty  in 
understanding  that  part  of  the  bard's  private  histury  to  which  he  alludes." 
Allan  Cunningham  also  ventures  to  agree  with  Mr.  Stenhouse  in  supposing 
that  "Highland  Mary"  was  the  theme  of  the  soug. 

Misled,  perhaps,  by  deference  to  these  authorities,  we  rambled  into  some 
rather  vague  speculations  here,  in  our  former  edition,  conceiving  that  if  we 
are  correct  in  assuming  that  "Highland  Mary"  was  really  the  poet's  theme  in 
the  song  of  "Sweet  Afton,"  whose  banks  she  was  never  known  to  traverse, 
she  was  just  as  likely  to  have  formed  the  subject  of  the  present  lyric.  The 
chief  difficulty  in  the  way  of  that  conclusion  lies  in  the  second  line  of  the  song 
which  so  distinctly  paints  a  locality  that  has  no  connection  with  the  West 
Highlands,  the  residence  of  her  parents.  We  have  no  ground  for  supposing 
that  Mary  ever  resided — in  service  or  otherwise — near 

"Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide. 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  of  the  Clyde; 

BO  wethrew  out  the  suggestion  that  Burns,  in  sending  this,  as  one  of  his  early 
productions,  to  Johnson  for  insertion  in  the  Museum,  might  have  disguised  the 
locality  somewhat,  by  a  very  slight  alteration  of  line  second.  We  ventured  to 
suppose  that,  as  originally  written,  the  opening  lines  may  have  read  thus: — 

•'Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide. 
That  swell  with  their  torrents  the  might  of  the  Clyde. 

With  a  reading  like  this,  all  that  follows  would  be  a  true  picture  of  scenery  in 
the  district  of  Cowall,  on  the  Argyle  side  of  the  ClydeJ 

Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide, 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  o'  the  Clyde, 
Where  the  grouse  lead  their  coveys  thro'  the  heather  to  feed, 
And  the  shepherd  tends  his  flock  as  he  plays  on  his  reed. 
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Not  Gowrie's  rich  yalley,  uor  Forth's  sunny  shores, 
To  me  hae  the  charms  o'  yon  wild,  mossy  moors ; 
For  there,  by  a  lanely,  sequestered  stream. 
Resides  a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my  dream. 

Amang  thae  wild  mountains  shall  still  he  my  path, 
Ilk  stream  foaming  down  its  ain  green,  narrow  strath 
For  there,  wi'  my  lassie,  the  day  lang  I  rove. 
While  o'er  us  unheeded  flee  the  swift  hours  o'  love. 

She  is  not  the  fairest,  altho'  she  is  fair, 
0'  nice  education  but  sma'  is  her  share. 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be ; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'es  me. 

To  beauty  what  man  but  maun  yield  him  a  prize, 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  blushes,  and  sighs ; 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  hae  poUsh'd  her  darts, 
They  dazzle  our  een,  as  they  flee  to  our  hearts. 

But  kindness,  sweet  kindness,  in  the  fond  sparklmg  e'e, 
Has  lustre  outshining  the  diamond  to  me ; 
And  the  heart  beating  love  as  I'm  clasp'd  in  her  arms, 
O,  these  are  my  lassie's  all-conquering  charms  ! 


IT  IS  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONIB  FACE. 

[Bnrns*  name  is  attached  to  this  lyric  in  the  Museum,  but  he  says  himself 
regarding  it-^" These  ■were  originally  English  verses:  I  gave  them  their  Scots 
dresB."] 

It  is  na,  Jean,  thy  bonie  face 

Nor  shape  that  I  admire ; 
Altho'  thy  beauty  and  thy  grace, 

Might  weel  awauk  desire : 
Something,  in  ilka  part  o'  thee, 

To  praise,  to  lore,  I  find ; 
But  dear  as  is  thy  form  to  me, 

Still  dearer  is  thv  ^nind. 

j  T 
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Nae  mail*  ungen'rous  wish  I  hae, 

Nor  stronger  in  my  breast, 
Than,  if  I  canna  mak  thee  sae, 

At  least  to  see  thee  blest. 
Content  am  I,  if  Heaven  shall  give 

But  happiness  to  thee : 
And  as  wi'  thee  I'd  wish  to  live, 

For  thee  I'd  bear  to  dee. 


EPPIE  M'NAB. 

[The  poet's  note  on  this  clever  sketch  is  as  follows : — "  The  old  song  with  this 
title  has  more  wit  than  delicacy."  In  October,  1794,  Burns  remodelled  this 
song  for  George  Thomson,  who  set  it  to  a  different  air:  the  title  of  the  new 
song  is — "  Saw  ye  my  Phely?  "] 

O  SAW  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
0  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
She's  down  in  the  yard,  she's  kissin'  the  Laird, 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  ain  Jock  Rab. 
O  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  M'Nab ; 
O  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  M'Nab ; 
Whate'er  thou  has  done,  be  it  late,  be  it  soon, 
Xhou's  welcome  again  to  thy  ain  Jock  Rab. 

What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab? 
She  lets  thee  to  wit,  that  she  has  thee  forgot, 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  ain  Jock  Rab. 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  I 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  I 
As  hght  as  the  air,  and  fause  as  thou's  fair, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  ain  Jock  Rab 
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WHA  IS  THAT  AT  MY  BOWER  DOOR. 

[This  remarkably  clever,  although  rather  licentious  production,  is  given  in 
the  Museum  with  the  poet's  name  attached.  It  is  adapted  to  a  good  old  air 
called — III  gar  a'  your  ribbons  reel,  lass,  an  I  come  near  ye;  but  it  is  more  general  ly 
sung  to  a  finer  tune — I  had  a  horse.  The  bard  included  this  song  in  a  certain 
MS.  collection  of  "Merry  Lays  of  Caledonia,"  referred  to  by  him  in  a  letter  to 
John  M'Murdo,  Esq.,  dated  December,  1793,  of  which  he  says — "A  very  few  of 
them  are  my  own:  there  is  not  another  copy  of  the  collection  in  the  world,"] 

Wha  is  that  at  my  bower  door  ? 

O  wha  is  it  but  Findlay ! 
Then  gae  your  gate,  ye'se  nae  be  here ; 

Indeed  maun  I !  quo'  Findlay : 
What  mak  ye,  sae  hke  a  thief? 

0  come  and  see !  quo'  Findlay  : 
Before  the  morn  ye'U  work  mischief ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Findlay. 

Gif  I  rise  and  let  you  in ; 

Let  me  in  !  quo'  Findlay  : 
Ye'll  keep  me  wauken  wi'  your  din ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Findlay: 
In  my  bower  if  ye  should  stay  ; 

Let  me  stay !  quo'  Findlay : 
I  fear  ye'll  bide  till  break  o'  day ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Findlay. 

Here  this  night  if  ye  remain ; 

I'll  remain !  quo'  Findlay : 
I  dread  ye'll  learn  the  gate  again ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Findlay. 
What  may  pass  within  this  bower  ; 

Let  it  pass !  quo'  Findlay  : 
Ye  maun  conceal  till  your  last  hour ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Findlay. 
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THE  TEARS  I  SHED. 

[The  song  in  tlie  Museum  under  this  title  is  by  Mrs.  Dugald  Stewart,  Bums, 
finding  that  it  required  four  lines  to  make  the  last  verse  suit  the  muBic,  added 
the  first  half  of  the  last  stanza,  which  now  reads  as  follows :] — 

No  cold  approach,  no  alter'd  mien, 
Just  what  would  make  suspicion  start ; 
No  pause,  the  dire  extremes  between, 
He  made  me  blest — and  broke  my  heart ! 
From  hope,  the  wretched*s  anchor,  torn. 
Neglected,  and  neglecting  all. 
Friendless,  forsaken,  and  forlorn. 
The  tears  I  shed  must  ever  fall. 


THE  BONIE  WEE  THING. 

[The  sweet  air  of  this  song  has  tended  to  help  its  popularity :  at  same  time, 
it  is  a  most  successful  Ijrric — full  of  love  and  languishment,  expressed  by  a  true 
poet  towards  a  worthy  object  of  poetic  idolatry.  The  note  he  penned  in  re- 
ference to  it  is  as  follows : — "Composed  on  my  little  idol,  'the  charming,  lovely 
Davies.' "  Miss  Davies  was  a  connection  of  Captain  Eiddel,  and  the  poet  was 
introduced  to  her  at  Friars'  Carse.  She  was  of  small  stature,  but  so  exquisitely 
handsome  that  she  was  welcomed  to  the  Nith  as  "  one  of  the  Graces  in  minia- 
ture." She  formed  a  love-attachment  to  a  Captain  Delany,  who  proved  un- 
worthy of  her  affection.  He  went  abroad  with  his  regiment,  and  neglected  to 
correspond  with  her.  She  took  his  forgetfulness  so  much  to  heart  that  she  fell 
into  a  decline,  and  died  a  victim  of  ill-requited  love.  Her  hopeless  passion — 
too  open  for  concealment — was  the  "worm  i'  the  bud"  that  "fed  on  her 
damask  cheek,"  until  her  gentle  spirit  was  released  from  its  clay  environment, 
and  escaped  to  its  native  heaven. 

Bums  was  still  at  Ellisland  when  he  composed  and  presented  to  her  the  follow- 
ing song,  as  well  as  another  beginning — 0  how  shall  I  unskilful  try.  In  sending 
the  present  verses  to  her,  he  says : — "The  bagatelle  is  not  worth  presenting:  so 
strongly  interested  am  I  in  Miss  Davies'  fate  and  welfare,  that  to  make  her  the 
subject  of  a  silly  ballad  seems  downright  mockery  of  feeling — 'tis  like  an  im- 
pertinent jest  to  a  dying  friend."  He  concludes  his  letter  thus "  Woman  is  the 
blood  royal  of  life :  let  there  be  slight  degrees  of  precedency  among  them ;  but 
let  them  be  all  sacred,"] 

CHORUS. 

Bonie  wee  thing.,  cannie  wee  thing., 
Lovely  wee  thing.,  wert  thou  7mne, 

I  would  wear  thee  in  my  bosorn^ 
Lest  my  jewel  I  should  tine  ! 

Wishfully  I  look  and  languish. 

In  that  bonie  face  of  thine ; 
And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish. 

Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 
Bonie  wee^ 
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Wit,  and  Grace,  and  Love,  and  Beauty, 

In  ae  constellation  shine ; 
To  adore  thee  is  my  duty. 

Goddess  o*  this  soul  o'  mine ! 
Bonie  wee^  ^c. 


THE  TITHER  MORN. 

[There  Is  no  mark  in  the  Museum  to  indicate  the  authorship  of  these  lively 
verses :  Stenhouse  says,  he  believes  they  are  by  Burns.  The  poet,  in  his  notes, 
merely  says — "  The  tune  is  originally  from  the  Highlands.  I  have  heard  a 
Gaelic  song  to  it,  which  I  was  told  was  very  clever ;  but  not  by  any  means  a 
lady's  song."  Professor  Wilson  quotes  the  present  song  with  admiration,  at 
full  length,  in  his  warm-hearted  Essay  on  Burns.  He  says — "  Reader,  believing 
you  feel  as  we  do,  we  do  not  fear  to  displease  you  by  quoting — The  tither  i/orw."] 

The  tither  morn,  when  I  forlorn, 

Aneath  an  aik  sat  moaning ; 
I  did  na  trow,  Fd  see  my  jo 

Beside  me,  gin  the  gloaming ; 
But  he  sae  trig,  lap  o'er  the  rig, 

And  dawtingly  did  cheer  me ; 
When  I,  what  reck,  did  least  expect, 

To  see  my  lad  sae  near  me. 

His  bonnet  he,  a  thought  ajee, 

Cock'd  sprush  when  first  he  clasp'd  me ; 
And  I,  I  wat,  wi'  fainness  grat, 

While  in  his  grips  he  press' d  me  : 
Deil  tak'  the  war !  I  late  and  air, 

Hae  wish'd,  since  J ock  departed  ; 
But  now  as  glad  Tm  wi'  my  lad. 

As  short  syne  broken-hearted. 

Fu'  aft  at  e'en  wi'  dancing  keen. 

When  a'  were  blythe  and  merry ; 
I  car'dna  by,  sae  sad  was  I, 

In  absence  o'  my  deary ; 
But,  praise  be  blest,  my  mind's  at  rest, 

I'm  happy  wi'  my  Johnny : 
At  kirk  and  fair,  Ise  ay  be  there. 

And  be  as  canty's  ory. 
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AE  FOND  KISS,  AND  THEN  WE  SEVER. 
Tune — Rory  DalVs  Port. 

[This  most  remarkable  lyric  has  Burns'  name  attached  to  it  in  the  Museum, 
in.  November,  1791,  Olarinda  had  -written  to  him — after  a  long  pause  in  her  cor- 
respondence— ^intimating  her  resolution  to  accept  an  invitation  from  her  husband 
to  join  him  in  Jamaica.  The  poet  made  a  run  through  to  Edinburgh  to  enjoy 
a  parting  interview  with  her,  which  took  place  on  6th  December,  1791 ;  and  that 
meeting  he  seems  to  have  celebrated  in  an  off-hand  effusion,  to  be  afterwards 
given,  beginning—. 

"  0  May,  thy  mom  was  ne'er  so  sweet 
As  the  mirk  night  o'  December." 
On  returning  to  Dumfries  he  wrote  to  that  lady  on  27th  December,  enclosing  the 
present  exquisite  parting  song,  and  two  others, — the  one  beginning — Ance  mair 
I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December ;  and  the  other — Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive. 
His  letter  is  short,  and  reads  thus : — "  I  have  yours,  my  ever-dearest  madam,  this 
moment  I  have  just  ten  minutes  before  the  post  goes,  and  these  I  shall  employ 
in  sending  you  some  songs  I  have  just  been  composing  to  different  tunes  for  the 
Collection  of  Songs,  of  which  you  have  three  volumes,  and  of  which  you  shall  have 
the  fourth." 

In  the  following  effusion — the  story  of  the  mutual  passion  between  Bums  and 
Olarinda — ^is  concentrated  in  a  wild  gush  of  eloquence  which  no  reader  could 
imagine  to  be  artificial.  The  fourth  stanza,  Byron  has  selected  as  the  motto  for 
his  poem — The  Bride  ofAbydos,  and  Sir  Walter  Scott  has  remarked  that  "that 
one  verse  is  worth  a  thousand  romances."  To  this  testimony  Mrs.  Jamieson 
elegantly  adds, — "They  are  not  only  'worth  a  thousand  romances,'  but  they  am 
in  themselves,  a  complete  romance :  they  are  the  aJpha  and  omega  of  feeling,  and 
contain  the  essence  of  an  existence  of  pain  and  pleasure  distilled  into  one  burn- 
ing drop."  Olarinda  sailed  for  Jamaica  from  Leith  in  Feb.,  1792,  in  "The 
Eoselle  " — the  same  ship  which  Burns  had  intended  to  sail  in  from  the  Clyde  in 
1786.  Meeting  with  unkindness  from  her  husband,  she  returned  to  Scotland  in 
the  same  vessel,  arriving  in  Edinburgh  in  August,  1792.  Burns  never  saw  her 
again,  although  a  few  letters  passed  between  them.  Olarinda  was  born  in  the 
same  year  with  the  poet,  and  survived  him  45  years,  dying  in  1841,  aged  82.  At 
the  age  of  72  she  penned  the  following  memorandum,  found  among  her  papers 
after  her  death : — "6th  Dec,  1831.  This  day  I  never  can  forget.  Parted  with 
Burns  in  the  year  1791,  never  more  to  meet  in  this  world.  Oh,  may  we  meet  in 
Heaven ! "] 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever, — 
Ae  fareweel,  and  then — for  ever 
Deep  in  heart- wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee ! 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee ! 

Who  shall  say  that  fortune  grieves  him. 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him 
Me,  nae  chearfu'  twinkle  lights  me, — 
Dark  despair  around  benights  me. 

I'll  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy, 
Naething  could  resist  my  Nancy  ; 
But  to  see  her,  was  to  love  her — 
Love  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. 
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Had  we  never  lov'd  sae  kindly — 
Had  we  never  lov'd  sae  blindly — 
Never  met — or  never  parted, 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted  ! 

Fare-thee-weel,  thou  first  and  fairest ! 
Fare-thee-weel,  thou  best  and  dearest ! 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure, 
Peace,  Enjoyment,  Love,  and  Pleasure ! 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever  ! 

Ae  fareweel,  alas !  for  ever  ! 

Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  Pll  pledge  theo 

Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee. 


AS  I  WAS  A  WAND'RING, 
Tune — Rinn  m'  eudial  mo  mhealladh. 

flhere  is  no  mark  of  autliorship  attached  to  this  song  in  the  Museum,  and 
Stenhouse  has,  unfortunately,  misled  several  editors  of  Bums,  who  have  given 
it  as  his  composition.  The  original  song,  which  is  far  superior  to  the  version 
in  Johnson,  was  recovered  by  David  Herd,  in  whose  second  volimie  it  is  given, 
at  page  165.  Ritson  also  published  it  with  high  commendation.  Burns  added 
a  verse,  which  we  give  in  the  text  along  with  the  old  song,  and  an  exquisite 
stanza  it  is.  Stenhouse  tells  us,  in  his  observations,  that  the  beautiful  Gaelic 
melody  to  which  the  song  is  set,  was  obtained  by  Burns  during  his  Highland 
tour  in  1787,  and  that  the  verses  are  said  to  be  a  correct  Scottish  metrical  version 
of  the  Gaelic  song,  from  an  English  translation  communicated  to  Burns  with 
the  music.   This  is  a  mistake,  as  the  following  old  version  proves :] — 

i'll  never  lay  a'  my  love  upon  ane. 

(From  Herd's  Collection.  1776._) 

As  I  was  walking  ae  May  morning, 

The  fiddlers  and  youngsters  were  making  their  game ; 
And  there  I  saw  my  faithless  lover, 

And  a*  my  sorrows  returned  again. 
Weel,  since  he's  gane — may  joy  gae  wi'  him ! 

It's  never  be  he  that  shall  gar  me  complain : 
I'll  cheer  up  my  heart,  and  I  will  get  another, — 

I'll  never  lay  a'  my  love  upon  ane. 
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I  couldna  get  sleepin'  yestreen  for  weepin', 

The  tears  trickled  down  like  showers  o'  rain ; 
An'  had  I  no'  got  greetin,  my  heart  wad  ha'  broken, — 

And  0  !  but  love's  a  tormenting  pain ! 
But  since  he's  gane — may  joy  gae  wi'  him ! 

It's  never  be  he  shall  gar  me  complain : 
I'll  cheer  up  my  heart,  and  I  will  get  another, — 

I  never  will  lay  a'  my  heart  upon  ane. 

STANZA  ADDED  BY  BURNS. 

Although  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o*  the  siller, 

I  dinna  envie  him  the  gains  he  can  win ; 
I  rather  wad  bear  a'  the  lade  o'  my  sorrow, 

Than  ever  hae  acted  sae  faithless  to  him. 
Weel,  since  he's  left  me,  may  pleasure  gae  wi'  him! 

I  may  be  distress'd,  but  I  winna  complain ; 
I'll  flatter  my  fancy  I  may  get  another, — 

My  heart  it  shall  never  be  broken  for  ane. 


LOYELY  DAYIES. 
Tune — Miss  Muir. 

[This  was  composed  in  honour  of  the  lady  who  inspired  the  song  given  at 
page  292,  entitled — "The  Bonie  Wee  Thing"  (see  note  thereto.)  Professor 
Wilson  says,  in  his  generous  "  Essay,"  "  We  know  not  much  about  the  Lovely 
Davies ;  but,  in  Burns'  stanzas,  she  is  the  very  sovereign  of  Nature."  The  poet, 
in  his  letter  enclosing  the  present  poem  to  Miss  Davies,  remarks  thus : — "When 
I  meet  with  a  person  '  after  my  own  heart,'  I  positively  can  no  more  desist 
from  rhyming  on  the  impulse,  than  an  .ffiolian  harp  can  refuse  its  tones  to  the 
streaming  air.  A  distich  or  two  would  be  the  consequence,  though  the  object 
which  hit  my  fancy  were  gray-headed  age ;  but  where  my  theme  is  youth  and 
beauty— a  young  lady  whose  personal  charms,  wit,  and  sentiment,  are  equally 
striking  and  unaffected — by  Heavens!  though  I  had  lived  threescore  years  a 
married  man,  and  threescore  years  before  I  was  a  married  man,  my  imagination 
would  hallow  the  very  idea.  I  am  truly  sorry  that  the  enclosed  stanzas  have 
done  such  poor  justice  to  such  a  subject"] 

0  HOW  shall  I,  unskilfu',  try 

The  poet's  occupation — 
The  tunefu'  powers,  in  happy  hours, 

That  whisper  inspiration  ? 
Even  they  maun  dare  an  effort  mair, 

Than  aught  they  ever  gave  us, 
Ere  they  rehearse,  in  equal  verse. 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Davies. 
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Each  eye  it  cheers  when  she  appears, 

Like  Phoebus  in  the  morning — 
When  past  the  show'r,  and  every  flower 

The  garden  is  adorning. 
As  the  wretch  looks  o'er  Siberia's  shore, 

When  winter-bound  the  wave  is ; 
Sae  droops  our  heart  when  we  maun  part 

Frae  charming,  lovely  Davies. 

Her  smile's  a  gift  frae  'boon  the  lift, 

That  maks  us  mair  than  princes — 
A  scepter'd  hand — a  king's  command. 

Is  in  her  darting  glances : 
The  man  in  arms  'gainst  female  charms. 

Even  he  her  willing  slave  is ; 
He  hugs  his  chain,  and  owns  the  reign 

Of  conquering,  lovely  Davies. 

My  Muse  to  dream  of  such  a  theme. 

Her  feeble  powers  surrender ; 
The  eagle's  gaze  alone  surveys 

The  sun's  meridian  splendour : 
I  wad  in  vain  essay  the  strain, 

The  deed  too  daring  brave  is  ; 
I'll  drap  the  lyre,  and  mute,  admire. 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Davies. 


THE  WEARY  FUND  0'  TOW. 

[There  is  no  mark  of  authorship  to  this  clever  song  ia  the  olden  style ;  but 
it  is  undoubtedly  by  Burns,  whose  MS.  of  it  is  still  preserved.   There  have  been 
many  verses  on  the  same  subject  in  sundry  collections,  and  none  more  effective 
than  the  following,  from  Laurie  &  Symington's  edition  of  Herd's  Songs  (1792) 
"  If  my  wife  and  thy  wife  were  in  a  boat  thegither, 
And  yon  honest  man's  wife  were  there  to  steer  the  ruther ; 
And  if  the  boat  were  bottomless,  and  seven  miles  to  row ; 
1  think  my  wife  wad  ne'er  come  back  to  spin  her  pund  o'  tow."] 

CHORUS. 

The  weary  pund^  the  weary  pund. 

The  weary  pund  o'  tow  ; 
I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  life 

Before  she  spin  her  tow. 
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I  BOUGHT  my  wife  a  stane  o'  lint, 
As  gude  as  e'er  did  grow ; 

And  a'  that  she  has  made  o'  that, 
Is  ae  poor  pund  o'  tow. 
The  weary ^  ^c. 

There  sat  a  bottle  in  a  bole, 

Beyont  the  ingle  lowe ; 
And  ay  she  took  the  tither  souk. 

To  drouk  the  stourie  tow. 
The  weary ^  ^'c. 

Quoth  I,  for  shame,  ye  dirty  dame, 
Gae  spin  your  tap  o'  tow ! 

She  took  the  rock,  and  wi*  a  knock, 
She  brak  it  o'er  my  pow. 
The  weary,  ^c. 

At  last  her  feet — I  sang  to  see't — 
Gaed  foremost  o'er  the  knowe ; 

And  'or  I  wad  anither  jad, 
I'll  wallop  in  a  tow. 
The  weary,  ^-c. 


I  HAE  A  WIFE  0'  MY  AIN. 

[The  author's  name  is  attached  to  this.  It  is  composed  on  the  model  of  an 
older  ditty,  but  his  production  is  quite  original  in  its  way.  He  was  then  at 
EUisland;  but,  he  tells  a  friend  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  I  am  generally  about  half 
my  time  in  Ayrshire  with  my  '  darling  Jean ; '  and  then,  at  lucid  intervals,  I 
throw  my  homy  fist  across  my  be-cobwebbed  lyre,  much  in  the  same  manner 
as  an  old  wife  throws  her  hand  across  the  spokes  of  her  spinning-wheel.  You 
do  not  tell  me  if  you  are  going  to  be  married.  Depend  upon  it,  unless  you  make 
some  foolish  choice,  it  will  be  a  great  improvement  on  the  dish  of  life.  I  can 
speak  from  experience,  though  God  knows  my  choice  was  as  random  as  blind- 
man's  buff."  He  wrote  thus  to  Ainslie,  on  15th  June,  1788 : — "  I  can  fancy  how, 
but  have  never  seen  where  I  could  have  made  a  better  choice."  In  similar  words 
he  wrote  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  on  August  10th,  same  year, — "  I  can  easily  fanq/  a  more 
agreeable  companion  for  my  journey  of  life ;  but,  upon  my  honour,  I  have  never 
seen  the  IndiAddual  instance."] 

I  HAE  a  wife  o'  my  ain, 

I'll  partake  wi'  naebody ; 
I'll  tak  cuckold  frae  nane, 

I'll  gie  cuckold  to  naebody. 
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I  hae  a  penny  to  spend — 
There — thanks  to  naebody; 

I  hae  naething  to  lend, 
I'll  borrow  frae  naebody. 

I  am  naebody's  lord, 
I'll  be  slave  to  naebody ; 

I  hae  a  gude  braid  sword, 
I'll  tak  dunts  frae  naebody. 

ril  be  merry  and  free, 
I'll  be  sad  for  naebody ; 

Naebody  cares  for  me, 
I  care  for  naebody. 


WHEN  SHE  CAM  BEN  SHE  BOBBED. 

[Of  this  piece,  Stenhouse  says: — "The  fragment  of  this  ancient  ditty,  which 
is  preserved  in  Herd's  collection,  required  some  bm-nishing  before  it  could  be 
presented  to  the  subscribers  for  the  Museum.  Burns  undertook  to  make  it 
passable ;  and,  considering  the  dLEaculties  he  had  to  encounter,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  he  has  performed  the  task  with  great  skill  and  dexterity."  The  air 
1b  one  of  our  very  oldest,  being  the  same  as  that  to  which  Lady  Nairn's  "Laird 
o'  Oockpen  "  is  sung.] 

O  WHEN  she  cam  ben  she  bobbed  fu'  law, 
0  when  she  cam  ben  she  bobbed  fu'  law ; 
And  when  she  cam  ben  she  kiss'd  Cockpen, 
And  syne  deny'd  she  did  it  at  a'. 

And  wasna  Cockpen  right  saucy  with  a', 
And  wasna  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha', 
In  leaving  the  dochter  of  a  lord, 
And  kissin'  a  collier  lassie,  an'  a'. 

0  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a', 
O  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a ; 
Thy  lips  are  as  sweet,  and  thy  figure  complete. 
As  the  finest  dame  in  castle  or  ha'. 

Tho'  thou  has  nae  silk  and  holland  sae  sma', 
Tho'  thou  has  nae  silk  and  holland  sae  sma ; 
Thy  coat  and  thy  sark  are  thy  ain  handy  wark — 
And  Lady  Jean  was  never  sae  braw. 
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O  FOR  ANE-AND-TWENTY,  TAM. 
Tune — The  MoudieworU 


[This  is  one  of  the  poet's  gems  of  nature,  which  speedily  foand  its  way  into 
every  fireside  in  Scotland,  and  far  beyond  these.  It  is  understood  to  be  sung  by 
a  lass  of  eighteen  with  some  tocher  waiting  for  her  when  she  arrives  at  the  age 
of  ane-andrtwenty,  which  she  would  rather  share  with  "Tarn,"  than  increase  by 
an  alliance  to  a  "  wealthy  coof  "  who  seeks  her  hand.  It  is  the  "  old,  old  story." 
"  I'd  rather  tak  him  wi'  his  staff  in  his  hand. 
Before  I'd  hae  Sandy  wi'  siller  and  land."] 


CHORUS. 

ArC  0  for  ane-and-twenty^  Tarn  I 

And  hey^  sweet  ane-and-twenty^  Tarn  I 

ril  learn  my  kin  a  rattlirC  sang^ 
An  I  saw  ane-and-twenty^  Tarn, 

Thet  snool  me  sair,  and  baud  me  down, 
And  gar  me  look  like  bluntie,  Tarn ; 

But  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  roun' — 
And  then  comes  ane-and-twenty,  Tam. 
ArC  0  for^  ^c. 

A  gleib  o'  Ian',  a  claut  o'  gear. 
Was  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam ; 

At  kith  or  kin  I  need  na  spier. 
An  I  saw  ane-and-twenty,  Tam. 
An'  0  for,  ^c. 

They'll  hae  me  wed  a  wealthy  coof, 

Tho'  I  mysel'  hae  plenty,  Tam  ; 
But  hear'st  thou,  laddie — ^there's  my  loof — 

I'm  thine  at  ane-and-twenty,  Tam ! 
An'  0  for,  ^c. 
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0  KENMXJRE'S  ON  AND  AW  A',  WILLIE. 

[This  is  a  Jacobite  song  In  honour  of  William  Gordon  (Viscount  Kenmure), 
who  was  beheaded  on  Tower-hill  in  1716,  for  his  share  in  the  rebellion  of  the 
previous  year.  The  song  may  have  an  old  foundation,  but  it  derives  its  principal 
charms  from  having  passed  through  the  hands  of  our  poet] 

O  KENaiURE's  on  and  awa',  Willie ! 

0  Kenmure's  on  and  awa' ; 
An'  Kenmure's  lord's  the  bravest  lord 

That  ever  Galloway  saw. 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band,  Wilhe ! 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band ; 
There's  no'  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig, 

That  rides  by  Kenmure's  hand. 

Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine,  Willie ! 

Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine ; 
There  ne'er  was  a  coward  o'  Kenmure's  blude. 

Nor  yet  o'  Gordon's  hue. 

O  Kenmure's  lads  are  men,  Willie  ! 

0  Kenmure's  lads  are  men; 
Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  true, 

And  that  their  faes  shall  ken. 

They'll  Hve  or  die  wi'  fame,  Wilhe ! 

They'll  hve  or  die  wi'  fame ; 
But  soon,  wi'  sounding  victorie, 

May  Kenmure's  lord  come  hame. 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa',  Willie ! 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa' ; 
And  here's  the  flower  that  I  lo'e  best, — 

The  rose  that's  hke  the  snaw ! 
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BESS  AND  HER  SPINNING-WHEEL. 

[Burns'  name  is  given  as  the  author  of  this  pleasing  song  of  industry  and  rural 
contentment :  the  two  central  verses  are  beautifully  descriptive ;  indeed,  there 
is  nothing  finer  of  its  kind  in  any  language.] 

O  LEEZE  me  on  my  spinning-wheel, 
And  leeze  me  on  my  rock  and  reel, 
Erae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  bien. 
And  haps  me  fiel  and  warm  at  e'en ! 
I'll  set  me  down  and  sing  and  spin. 
While  laigh  descends  the  simmer  sun : 
Blest  wi'  content,  and  milk  and  meal, — 
0  leeze  me  on  my  spinning-wheel ! 

On  ilka  hand  the  burnies  trot, 
And  meet  below  my  theekit  cot ; 
The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  white, 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  unite, 
AUke  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest, 
And  httle  fishes'  caller  rest : 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  biel', 
Where  blythe  I  turn  my  spinning  wheel. 

On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats  wail. 
And  echo  cons  the  doolfu'  tale ; 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hazel  braes, 
Dehghted,  rival  ither's  lays : 
The  craik  amang  the  clover  hay, 
The  paitrick  whirrin'  o'er  the  ley, 
The  swallow  jinkin'  round  my  shiel, 
Amuse  me  at  my  spinning-wheel. 

Wi'  sma'  to  sell,  and  less  to  buy, 
Aboon  distress,  below  envy  ; 
O  wha  wad  leave  this  humble  state. 
For  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great  ? 
Amid  their  flaring,  idle  toys. 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinsome  joys, 
Can  they  the  peace  and  pleasure  feel 
Of  Bessy  at  her  spinning-wheel  ? 
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MY  COLLIER  LADDIE. 

[This  is  unclaimed  by  the  poet,  who  says  regarding  it  in  his  notes,  "  I  do  not 
IvTiow  a  blj'ther  old  song  than  this: "  yet  it  was  never  seen  in  print  until  he  pro- 
duced it  in  the  Museum,  therefore  we  may  safely  say  his  hand  has  been  at  work 
on  it] 

Whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass  ? 

And  tell  me  what  they  ca'  ye  ? 
My  name,  she  says,  is  Mistress  Jean, 

And  I  follow  the  Collier  Laddie. 

See  you  not  yon  hills  and  dales 

The  sun  shines  on  sae  brawlie ; 
They  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  be  thine, 

Gin  ye'U  leave  your  ColUer  Laddie. 

Ye  shall  gang  in  gay  attire, 

Weel  buskit  up  sae  gaudy ; 
And  ane  to  wait  on  every  hand. 

Gin  ye'U  leave  your  ColUer  Laddie. 

Tho'  ye  had  a'  the  sun  shines  on, 

And  the  earth  conceals  sae  lowly ; 
I  wad  turn  my  back  on  you  and  it  a', 

And  embrace  my  ColUer  Laddie. 

I  can  win  my  five  pennies  in  a  day, 

And  spen't  at  night  fu'  brawUe ; 
And  make  my  bed  in  the  collier's  neuk, 

And  Ue  down  wi'  my  ColUer  Laddie. 

Love  for  love  is  the  bargain  for  me, 

Tho'  the  wee  cot-house  should  hand  me, 

And  the  warld  before  me  to  win  my  bread, 
And  fair  fa'  my  ColUer  Laddie ! 


(    304  ) 


NITHSDALE'S  WELCOME  HAME. 

[This  was  produced  aa  a  welcome  to  Lady  Winifred  Maxwell,  descended  from 
the  forfeited  Earl  of  Nithsdale,  on  her  returning  to  Scotland  and  re-building 
the  old  Castle  of  Terreagles,  the  ancient  seat  of  her  family.  The  mansion  is  in 
the  Btewartry  of  Kirkcudbright,  about  three  miles  from  Dumfries,  in  the  parish 
of  Terreagles.  Captain  Riddel  supplied  the  music  for  this  lyric.  It  has  not  been 
before  noticed  by  any  annotator  or  editor  of  the  poet,  that  the  second  stanza  of 
this  lyric  is  just  a  kind  of  paraphrase  of  that  "fragment  in  imitation  of  an  old 
Scotch  song,"  one  verse  of  which  he  sets  down  in  his  early  Commonplace  Book, 
under  date  September,  1784,  "to  mark  the  song  I  mean,  and  likewise  as  a 
debt  I  owe  to  the  author,  because  the  repeating  of  that  verse  has  lighted  up 
my  flame  a  thousand  times": — 

"  When  clouds  in  skies  do  come  together. 
To  hide  the  brightness  of  the  sun; 
There  will  surely  be  some  pleasant  weather 
When  a'  their  storms  are  past  and  gone : " 

and  in  one  of  his  letters,  dated  23rd  July,  1787,  he  quotes  a  verse  having  a  like 
turn  of  sentiment:— 

"  Though  in  the  mom  comes  sturt  and  strife, 
Yet  joy  may  come  at  noon ; 
And  I  hope  to  live  a  merry,  merry  life, 
When  a'  thir  days  are  done,"—- 

remindingus  very  much  of  that  joyous  rhyme  which  he  was  so  fond  of  repeating  :— 

"  As  I  came  in  by  Glenap,  I  met  wi'  an  aged  woman ; 
She  bade  me  cheer  up  my  heart,  for  the  best  o'  my  days  were  a-comin'."] 

The  noble  Maxwells  and  their  powers, 

Are  coming  o'er  the  border ; 
And  they'll  gae  big  Terreagles  towers, 

And  set  them  a'  in  order : 
And  they  declare  Terreagles  fair, 

For  their  abode  they  chnse  it ; 
There's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  land, 

But's  lighter  at  the  news  o't. 

Tho'  stars  in  skies  may  disappear. 

And  angry  tempests  gather ; 
The  happy  hour  may  soon  be  near 

That  brings  us  pleasant  weather : 
The  weary  night  o'  care  and  grief 

May  hae  a  joyfu'  morrow ; 
So  dawning  day  has  brought  relief — 

Fareweel  our  night  o'  sorrow. 
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COUNTRY  LASSIE. 

[The  authorship  of  this  Is  stated  in  the  Museum-.   It  is  one  of  Bnms'  happ 
efforts,  and  repeats      old  story  so  often  told  in  minstrelsy,  and  always  so  fresh 
and  welcome: — 

"  Ae  blink  o'  Bab  I  wadna  gie 

For  Buskie-glen  and  a'  his  gear."] 

In  simmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawn, 

And  corn  wav'd  green  in  ilka  field ; 
While  clover  blooms  white  o'er  the  lea, 

And  roses  blaw  in  ilka  bield ; 
Blythe  Bessie  in  the  milking  shiel. 

Says,  '  I'll  be  wed,  come  o't  what  will.  * 
Out  spak  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild  : 

'  0'  gude  advisement  comes  nae  ill. 

'  It*s  ye  hae  wooers  mony  ane. 

And,  lassie,  ye're  but  young,  ye  ken ; 
Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale, 

A  routhie  butt,  a  routhie  ben : 
There's  Johnny  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

Fu'  is  his  barn,  fu'  is  his  byre ; 
Tak  this  frae  me,  my  bonie  hen. 

It's  plenty  beets  the  luver's  fire.' 

'  For  Johnny  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie ; 
He  lo'es  sae  weel  his  craps  and  kye, 

He  has  nae  love  to  spare  for  me ; 
But  blythe's  the  blink  o'  Robie's  e'e, 

And  weel  I  wat  he  lo'es  me  dear : 
Ae  blink  o'  him  I  wadna  gie 

For  Buskie-glen  and  a'  his  gear.' 

*  0  thoughtless  lassie,  hfe's  a  faught, 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  sair ; 
But  ay  fu'-han't  is  fechtin  best, — 

A  hungry  care's  an  unco  care : 
But  some  will  spend,  and  some  will  spare. 

An'  wilfu'  folk  maun  hae  their  will ; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill.' 
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'  0,  gear  will  buy  me  rigs  o'  land, 

And  gear  will  buy  me  sheep  and  kye ; 
But  the  tender  heart  o'  leesome  luve, 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy : 
We  may  be  poor — Robie  and  I — 

Light  is  the  burden  luve  lays  on  ; 
Content  and  luve  brings  peace  and  joy, — 

What  mair  hae  queens  upon  a  throne  ? ' 


FAIR  ELIZA. 
A  Gaelic  Air. 

LThe  poet's  name  is  affixed  to  this  exquisite  effusion.  On  15th  November, 
1788,  he  wrote  to  Johnson,  the  publisher  of  the  Museum,  thus: — "Have  you 
never  a  fair  goddess  that  leads  you  a  wild-goose  chase  of  amorous  devotion  ? 
Let  me  know  a  few  of  her  qualities,  such  as  whether  she  be  black  or  fair,  plump 
or  thin,  short  or  tall,  &c. ;  and  choose  your  air,  and  I  shall  task  my  muse  to 
celebrate  her." 

The  kind-hearted  poet,  it  will  be  remembered,  made  a  similar  offer  to  George 
Thomson.    It  would  appear  that  the  present  song  is  really  a  fulfilment  of  his 
promise  made  to  Johnson:  the  first  line  was  originally  written — 
"  Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eabina." 

In  the  original  MS.  the  poet  has  a  note  annexed  to  the  song,  thus: — "So 
much  for  your  Eabina — how  do  you  like  the  verses  ?  I  assure  you  I  have  tasked 
my  muse  to  the  top  of  her  performing.  However,  the  song  will  not  sing  to 
your  tune;  but  there  is  a  Perthshire  tune  in  Macdonald's  collection  which  is 
much  admired  in  this  country :  I  intended  the  verses  to  be  sung  to  that  air." 

The  closing  verse  of  this  song  is  not  surpassed  by  any  stanza  in  the  whole 
range  of  lyric  poetry,  and  is  a  fair  match  for  that  one  so  highly  commended  at 
page  123,  ante.} 

Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza, — 

Ae  kind  blink  before  we  part ; 
Rue  on  thy  despairing  lover ! 

Canst  thou  break  his  faithf u'  heart  ? 
Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza  : 

If  to  love  thy  heart  denies, 
For  pity  hide  the  cruel  sentence 

Under  friendship's  kind  disguise ! 

Thee,  dear  maid,  hae  I  offended, — 

The  offence  is  loving  thee ; 
Canst  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  thine  wad  gladly  die  ? 
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0,  while  the  life  beats  in  my  bosom, 
Thou  shalt  mix  in  ilka  throe : 

Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden, 
Ae  sweet  smile  on  me  bestow. 

Not  the  bee  upon  the  blossom, 

In  the  pride  o'  sunny  noon ; 
Not  the  little  sporting  fairy, 

All  beneath  the  simmer  moon ; 
Not  the  poet,  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  in  his  e'e, 
Kens  the  pleasure,  feels  the  rapture, 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me. 


YE  JACOBITES  BY  NAME. 

[This  is  undoubtedly  by  Burns,  although  it  is  not  claimed  for  him  by  name 
or  mark  in  the  Museum.  It  has  all  the  nerve  of  the  hand  that  wrote  The 
Kirk's  Alarm  and  Honest  Poverty.  The  poet's  original  MS.  is  now  in  the 
hands  of  Mr.  David  Dunbar,  Dumfries.] 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  give  an  ear, — 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear ; 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name, 
Y^our  fau'ts  I  will  proclaim, 
Your  doctrines  I  maun  blame — 
Y^ou  shall  hear. 

What  is  right,  and  what  is  wrang,  by  the  law,  by  the  law? 
What  is  right,  and  what  is  wrang,  by  the  law  1 
What  is  right,  and  what  is  wrang 
A  short  sword,  and  a  lang, 
A  weak  arm,  and  a  Strang 
For  to  draw. 

What  makes  heroic  strife,  fam'd  afar,  fam'd  afar  ? 
What  makes  heroic  strife,  fam'd  afar  ? 
What  makes  heroic  strife  1 — 
To  whet  th'  assassin's  knife, 
Or  hunt  a  parent's  life, 
Wi'  bluidie  war. 
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Then  let  your  schemes  alone,  in  the  state,  in  the  state  ; 
Then  let  your  schemes  alone,  in  the  state ; 
Then  let  your  schemes  alone : 
Adore  the  rising  sun, 
And  leave  a  man  undone 
To  his  fate. 


THE  POSIE. 

p[?his  charming  song  was  never  surpassed  by  its  author  in  originality,  com- 
bined with  tenderness  and  truth  to  nature:  not — ^as  Professor  Wilson  observes— 
that  the  lover  could  actually  all  at  once  cull  those  various  flowers  and  wildlings 
of  nature  to  form  into  one  posie  to  place  in  the  bosom  of  his  ain  dear  May: 
nevertheless,  Burns  can  pu'  a  posie  in  spite  of  the  seasons  and  critical  sticklers 
for  "the  unities; "  and  he  comingles  the  hours  of  the  day  as  well  as  the  seasons  of 
the  year:  the  rose-bud  bathed  in  the  dew  of  early  mom,  and  the  woodbine, 
dropping  diamonds  reflected  from  the  evening  star, — both  go  into  the  same 
posie ;  for  the  space  of  time,  "from  mom  till  dewy  eve,"  is  but  a  moment  It) 
"love's  young  dream." 

This  lyric  was  suggested  by  a  doggerel  ballad  which  his  wife  used  t-o  sing  to 
him,  beginning — There  was  a  pretty  May,  and  a-milkin'  she  went.  He  was  particu- 
larly struck  with  the  beauty  of  the  tune,  which  he  got  taken  down  from  her 
singing,  and  forwarded  to  the  Museum  with  these  verses.  He  is  quite  right  in 
saying  that  this  fine  air  is  the  progenitor  of  that  known  as  "Roslia  Castle."] 

O  LUVE  will  venture  in  where  it  daurna  weel  be  seen; 
0  luve  will  venture  in  where  wisdom  ance  has  been ; 
But  I  will  down  yon  river  rove,  amang  the  woods  sae  green — 
And  a'  to  pu'  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  primrose  I  will  pu',  the  firstling  o'  the  year, 
And  I  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear  ; 
For  she  is  the  pink  o' womankind,  and  blooms  without  a  peer — >■ 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  pu'  the  budding  rose,  when  Phoebus  peeps  in  view. 
For  it's  like  a  baumy  kiss  o'  her  sweet,  bonie  mou' ; 
The  hyacinth's  for  constancy  wi'  its  unchanging  blue — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  is  fair. 
And  in  her  lovely  bosom  I'll  place  the  lily  there ; 
The  daisy's  for  simpHcity  and  unaffected  air — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 
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The  hawthorn  I  will  pu',  wi'  it's  locks  o'  siller  grey, 
Where,  hke  an  aged  man,  it  stands  at  break  o'  day ; 
But  the  songster's  nest  within  the  bush  I  winna  tak  away — 
And  a*  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu'  when  the  e'ening  star  is  near. 
And  the  diamond  draps  o'  dew  shall  be  her  een  sae  clear; 
The  violet's  for  modesty,  which  weel  she  fa's  to  wear — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  tie  the  posie  round  wi'  the  silken  band  o'  luve. 
And  I'll  place  it  in  her  breast,  and  I'll  swear  by  a'  above, 
That  to  my  latest  draught  o'  life  the  band  shall  ne'er  remove, 
And  this  will  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


The  "  doggerel  ballad  "  above  referred  to  as  a  favourite  song  of  BonieJean,  we 
find,  even  as  these  sheets  are  passing  through  the  press,  has  become  the  subject 
of  enquiry  in  "Notes  and  Queries  "  for  June  26, 1870;  therefore,  we  hesitate  not 
to  present  it  to  the  reader : — 

WHERE  AEB  YB  GOING  TO,  ETC. 

"  There  was  a  pretty  May,  and  a-milkin'  she  went, 
Wi'  Tier  redProsy  cheeks,  and  her  coal-black  hair; 
And  she  has  met  a  young  man  comin'  o'er  the  bent, 
With  a  dovble  and  adieu  to  thee,  my  dear! 

O  where  are  ye  going,  my  ain  pretty  maid, 

WV  thy  red-rosy  cheeks,  and  thy  coal-black  hairt 
Unto  the  yowes  a-milkin',  kind  sir,  she  said, 

With  a  double  and  adieu  to  thee,  my  dear. 

What  if  I  gang  along  wi'  thee,  my  ain  pretty  maid  ?  wf  thy,  &c. 
Wad  I  be  aught  the  warse  o'  that,  kind  sir?  she  said,  with  a,  &e. 

O  what  is  your  fortune,  my  ain  pretty  maid  ?  tci'  thy,  &c. 

My  face  it  is  my  fortune,  and  quite  enough,  she  said,  with  a,  Jcc. 

"  Then  I  fear  I  cannot  marry  thee,  my  ain  pretty  maid,  wV  thy,  <fcc. 

You'll  wait  until  I  ask  you  I  kind  sir,  she  said, — 

0  its  rolling  on  the  dew  makes  the  milk-maids  fair !" 


*  This  line  is  an  unmeaning  corruption  of  the  real  catch-line. 

*•  And  its  rolling  on  the  dew  makes  the  milk-maids  fair  I" 
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THE  BANKS  O'  DOOX. 


[No  song  that  Burns  ever  composed  enjoys  a  greater  range  of  popularity  than 
this.  A  portion  of  its  success  must,  in  fairness,  he  attributed  to  its  beautiful  air, 
which  was  produced  by  an  ama^ewr  musician  in  Edinburgh — Mr.  James  Miller — 
with  a  few  helping  touches  from  Stephen  Clarke  the  organist. 

The  reader,  by  referring  to  our  head-note  to  Young  Peggy  blooms,  page  199,  will 
find  some  notice  of  the  lady  who  formed  the  subject  of  this  affecting  song :  she 
was  (according  to  Mrs.  Begg's  memoranda)  a  neice  of  Mrs.  Gavin  Hamilton  of 
Mauchline.  Although  born  heiress  of  a  considerab^  estate  in  Carrick— to  which 
she  ultimately  succeeded — she,  at  the  tender  age  of  seventeen,  proved  herself  to 
be  one  of  many  frail  daughters  of  Eve  who  have  "  loved  not  wisely,  but  too 
well."   But,  as  we  learn  in  the  preceding  song, 

"Luve  will  venture  in  where  it  daurna  weel  be  seen  ; 
Luve  will  venture  in  where  wisdom  ance  has  been." 

Her  lover,  Captain  M  ,  was  the  son  of  a  wealthy  Wigtonshire  proprietor, 

and  M.P.  for  that  county,  although  himself  only  25  years  old.  In  the  song,  some 
blame  is  thrown  on  the  "  fause  lover ;  "  but,  from  an  investigation  of  all  the  cir- 
cumstances, it  does  not  appear  that  any  charge  of  this  kind  could  be  brought 
against  him.  About  ten  years  after  this  lyric  was  composed,  and  when  the 
minstrel's  hand  was  motionless  for  ever,  the  lady  was  advised,  in  behalf  of  her 
child,  to  raise  against  the  father  an  action  of  declarator  of  marriage  and  legitimacy, 
with  an  alternative  claim  of  damages  in  case  of  failure.  She  died  shortly  after 
the  process  was  instituted,  probably  the  victim  of  anguished  feelings;  but  the 
case  continued  in  her  daughter's  behalf.  In  1798,  the  judges  pronounced  in 
favour  of  the  marriage;  but  the  Court  of  Session,  on  review,  reversed  the 
judgement,  and  ordered  a  payment  of  £3,000  to  the  daughter,  who  was,  in  1851, 
a  married  lady  resident  in  Edinburgh. 

Shortly  after  Burns'  arrival  in  Edinburgh,  he  sent  the  present  lyric,  in  its 
original,  and  perhaps  its  best  form,  to  Mr.  Ballantyne.  We  here  present  both 
sets  to  our  readers,  in  order  that  they  may  compare  them  together :  the  earlier 
set  is  in  the  common  ballad-stanza,  and  is  certainly  preferable  to  the  other  in 
natural  simplicity.  The  poet,  in  his  second  version,  was  forced  to  throw  every 
Becond  line  into  eight  syllables,  in  order  to  flt  the  air  selected  for  it.  He  was 
most  anxious  to  print  this  lyric,  and  also  his  beautiful  verses  in  praise  of  Miss 
W.  Alexander  (the  Lass  o'  Ballochmyle)  in  his  Edinburgh  edition ;  but  in  a  letter 
to  Gavin  Hamilton,  dated  March  8th,  1787,  he  says: — "My  two  songs  on  Miss 
Alexander  and  Miss  Peggy  Kennedy  were  tried  yesterday  by  a  jury  of  literati, 
and  found  defamatory  libels  against  the  fastidious  powers  of  Poesy  and  Taste, 
and  the  author  forbidden  to  print  them  under  pain  of  forfeiture  of  character.  I 
cannot  help  shedding  a  tear  to  the  memory  of  two  songs  that  had  cost  me  some 
pains,  and  that  I  valued  a  good  deal ;  but  I  must  submit  Damn  the  pedant, 
frigid  soul  of  criticism  for  ever  and  ever ! "] 

[earlier  version.] 

Ye  flowery  banks  o'  bonie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  blume  sae  fair ! 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

And  I  sae  fu'  o'  care ! 

Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  bonie  bird. 

That  sings  upon  the  bough ; 
Thou  minds  me  o'  the  happy  days 

When  my  fause  luve  was  true. 
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Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  bonie  bird, 

That  sings  beside  thv  mate ; 
For  sae  I  sat,  and  sae  I  sang, 

And  wist  na  o'  my  fate. 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonie  Doon, 

To  see  the  Avoodbine  twine  ; 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  it's  kive, 

And  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 

Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Frae  aff  its  thorny  tree  ; 
And  my  fause  layer  staw  the  rose, 

But  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 

[later  version.] 
Tune — Caledonian  Hunts  deligld. 

Ye  banks  and  braes  o'  bonie  Doon, 
How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair ! 

How  can  ye  chant,  ye  httle  birds, 
And  I  sae  weary  fu'  o'  care  ! 

Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird, 
That  wantons  thro'  the  flowering  thorn ; 

Thou  minds  me  o'  departed  joys, 
Departed  never  to  return. 

Oft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonie  Doon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine ; 

And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  luve, 
And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'mine. 

Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 
Fu'  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree ; 

And  my  fause  luver  staw  my  rose, 
But,  ah !  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 
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SIC  A  WIFE  AS  WILLIE  HAD. 

[This  broadly  humorous  song  has  Burns'  name  given  to  it  in  the  Museum,  It 
has  yet  to  be  settled  by  annotators  who  was  its  amiable  and  loveable  heroine. 
Linkumdoddie  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  map,  and  the  history  of  Willie  Wastle  is 
to  be  foimd  nowhere  but  in  nursery  rhyme-books.  Lagan  Water  is  the 
purest  of  streams  celebrated  in  old  minstrelsy,  and  said  by  some  to  be  in 
Lanarkshire,  near  Muirkirk ;  while  others  contend  that  the  real  Logan  Water  ia 
among  the  Pentland  Hills,  near  Edinburgh — 

"  Where  bonie  lasses  bleach  their  claeg— 
By  Logan  bum,  on  Logan  braes."] 

Willie  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed, 

The  spot  they  ca'd  it  Linkumdoddie ; 
Willie  was  a  wabster  gude, 

Cou'd  stown  a  clue  wi'  ony  bodie ; 
He  had  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 

O,  Tinkler  Maidgie  was  her  mither, — 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

She  has  an  e'e — she  has  but  ane — 

The  cat  has  twa  the  very  colour ; 
Five  rusty  teeth,  forbye  a  stump, 

A  clapper- tongue  wad  deave  a  miller ; 
A  whiskin'  beard  about  her  mou'. 

Her  nose  and  chin  they  threaten  ither, — 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wad  na  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

She's  bow-hough'd,  she's  hein-shin'd, 

Ae  limpin'  leg  a  hand-breed  shorter ; 
She's  twisted  right,  she's  twisted  left. 

To  balance  fair  in  ilka  quarter : 
She  has  a  hump  upon  her  breast. 

The  twin  o'  that  upon  her  shouther, — 
Sic  a  wife  as  WilUe  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

Auld  baudrons  by  the  ingle  sits. 
An'  wi'  her  loof  her  face  a-washin' ; 

But  Willie's  wife  is  nae  sae  trig, 

She  dights  her  grunzie  wi'  a  hushion : 


(    313  ) 


ITcr  walie  nieves  like  midden-creels, 
Her  face  wad  fyle  the  Logan- water ; 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, — 
I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 


LADY  MARY  ANN. 

[The  poet's  name  is  not  at  this  production,  nor  is  there  any  external  mark  to 
indicate  that  it  is  his;  at  same  time  it  appears  in  his  hand- writing  among  the 
copy  supplied  by  him  for  the  Museum.  There  is,  in  truth,  an  old  ballad  of  no 
great  delicacy,  with  the  refrain — "  My  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growin 
yet :  "  that  ballad  supplied  the  materials  from  which  the  present  one  is  composed. 
Who  can  doubt  that  the  third  and  fourth  stanzas  are  entirely  by  Bums  ?J 

0,  LiLDY  Mary  Ann  looks  o'er  the  castle  wa' ; 
She  saw  three  bonie  boys  playing  at  the  ba' ; 
The  youngest  he  was  the  flower  amang  them  a', — 
My  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growin'  yet. 

0  father!  O  father!  an  ye  think  it  fit. 
We'll  send  him  a  year  to  the  college  yet ; 
We'll  sew  a  green  ribban  round  about  his  hat. 
And  that  will  let  them  ken  he's  to  marry  yet. 

Lady  Mary  Ann  was  a  flower  in  the  dew. 
Sweet  was  its  smell,  and  bonie  was  its  hue. 
And  the  langer  it  blossom'd,  the  sweeter  it  grew ; 
For  the  hly  in  the  bud  will  be  bonier  yet. 

Young  Charlie  Cochran  was  the  sprout  of  an  aik, 
Bonie,  and  bloomin'  and  straught  was  its  make  : 
The  sun  took  deUght  to  shine  for  its  sake, 
And  it  will  be  the  brag  o'  the  forest  yet. 

The  simmer  is  gane,  when  the  leaves  they  were  green, 
And  the  days  are  awa'  that  we  hae  seen  ; 
But  far  better  days  I  trust  will  come  again. 

For  my  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growin'  yet. 
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SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROttTJES  IN  A  NATION. 

[Neither  the  poet's  name  nor  mark  are  attached  to  this  piece ;  but  there  can- 
not be  any  doubt  that  he  is  its  author.  The  last  line  of  each  verse  forms  the 
title  of  a  tune  which  the  bard  found  in  old  "Musical  Eepositories,"  and  he, 
believing  it  to  apply  to  the  national  indignation  expressed  in  regard  to  the  ques- 
tion of  The  Union,  conceived  and  executed  the  present  lyric  accordingly.] 

Fareweel  to  a'  our  Scottisli  fame, 

Fareweel  our  ancient  glory ; 
Fareweel  even  to  the  Scottish  name, 

Sae  fam'd  in  martial  story. 
Now  Sark  rins  o'er  the  Solway  sands, 

And  Tweed  rins  to  the  ocean, 
To  mark  where  England's  province  stands — . 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation ! 

What  force  or  guile  could  not  subdue 

Thro'  many  warlike  ages, 
Is  wrought  now  by  a  coward  few, 

For  hireling  traitors'  wages. 
The  English  steel  we  could  disdain. 

Secure  in  valour's  station ; 
But  English  gold  has  been  our  bane — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation ! 

O  would,  'or  I  had  seen  the  day 

That  treason  thus  could  sell  us. 
My  auld  grey  head  had  lain  in  clay, 

Wi'  Bruce  and  loyal  Wallace ! 
But,  pith  and  power,  till  my  last  hour, 

I'll  mak  this  declaration, — 
We're  bought  and  sold  for  Enghsh  gold — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation ! 
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KELLYBIJRN  BRAES. 

[The  poet  has  put  his  name  to  this  witty  production :  the  old  ballad  on  which 
it  is  founded  is  common  in  England,  under  the  title  of  The  Fanner's  old  Wife. — 
(See  No.  62,  Percy  Society's  publications.)  When  Allan  Cunningham  was  an  ap- 
prentice mason-lad  of  eighteen  years  old,  he  foisted  on  Cromek  spurious  sets  of 
this  and  other  popular  songs  and  ballads,  passing  them  off  as  "  the  pure  gold  of 
antiquity ; "  and  that  not  over-acute  editor  gave  them  to  the  world  in  1810,  under 
the  title  of  "  Eemains  of  Nithsdale  and  Galloway  Song ;  "  but  they  were  soon 
detected  as  puerile  forgeries.  Honest  Allan,  however,  could  not,  to  his  latest 
hour,  resist  the  habit  of  corrupting  the  test  of  the  minstrelsy  of  his  country, 
both  ancient  and  modern :  his  Songs  of  Scotland  (4  vols.,  1825)  are  most  in- 
accurate ;  and  in  the  notes  to  his  edition  of  Burns,  1834,  and  of  later  dates,  his 
"  quotations  "  from  alleged  "  old  songs  "  are  to  be  received  with  as  mucli  caution 
as  Peter  Buchan's  "  traditionary  "  renderings,  and  "  old  stall-copies  "  of  ballads 
alleged  by  Mm  to  be  the  originals  of  some  of  Burns'  best  productions.] 

There  lived  a  carl  in  Kellyburn  braes, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  plague  of  his  days : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Ae  day  as  the  carl  gaed  up  the  lang  glen, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

He  met  wi'  the  devil ;  says,  '  How  do  ye  fen  ?  ' 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

'  I've  got  a  bad  wife,  sir,  that's  a'  my  complaint ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
For,  saving  your  presence,  to  her  ye're  a  saint : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 

'  It's  neither  your  stot  nor  your  staig  I  shall  crave ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
But  gie  me  your  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  have ; 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 

'  0  welcome  most  kindly  ! '  the  blythe  carl  said, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

'  But  if  ye  can  match  her,  ye're  waur  than  ye're  ca'd : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 

The  devil  has  got  the  auld  wife  on  his  back, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi  thyme,) 

And,  like  a  poor  pedlar,  he's  carried  his  pack : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 
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He's  carried  her  hame  to  his  ain  hallan-door ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
Syne  bade  her  gae  in,  for  a  b  and  a  w  : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  withered,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Then  straight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o'  his  band, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

Turn  out  on  her  guard,  in  the  clap  of  a  hand : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  pr^me. 

The  carlin  gaed  thro'  them  Uk€5  ony  wud  bear, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

Whae'er  she  gat  hands  on  cam  near  her  nae  mair : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

A  reekit  wee  deevil  looks  over  the  wa' ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
'  0,  help !  master,  help !  or  she'll  ruin  us  a' : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 

The  devil  he  swore  by  the  edge  o'  his  knife, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

He  pitied  the  man  that  was  ty'd  to  a  wife : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

The  devil  he  swore  by  the  kirk  and  the  bell, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  Heaven,  but  in  hell : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Then  Satan  has  travell'd  again  wi*  his  pack, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

And  to  her  auld  husband  he's  carried  her  back : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

'  I  hae  been  a  devil  the  feck  o'  my  life ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
But  ne'er  was  in  hell  till  I  met  wi'  a  wife : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 
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JOCKEY  FOTJ  AND  JENNY  PAIN. 

[This  song— No.  381  in  the  Museum— is  from  the  Tea  Table  Miscellany  (1726). 
Bums,  in  glancing  over  it,  seems  to  have  been  struck  with  the  couplet  which 
says — 

"  Gie  me  love  in  her  I  court ; 
Love  to  love  maks  a'  the  sport : " 
reminding  him  of  his  own  blythe  verse  in  the  Collier  Laddie — 
"Love  for  love  is  the  bargain  for  me, 

Tho'  the  wee  cot-house  should  baud  me ; 
And  the  warld  before  me  to  win  my  bread, 
And  fair  fa'  my  Collier  Laddie ; " 
so  he  immediately  added  the  following  lines:] — 

Let  love  sparkle  in  her  e'e, 
Let  her  lo'e  nae  man  but  me ; 
That's  the  tocher  gude  I  prize, 
There  the  luver's  treasure  hes. 


THE  SLATE'S  LAMENT. 

[Both  words  and  music  of  this  African  lyric  were  communicated  to  the 
Museum  by  Burns.  Mr.  0.  K.  Sharpe  has  given  what  appears  to  be  the  older 
ballad,  from  a  stall-copy;  but  no  part  of  it  can  approach  in  sentiment  to  the 
present  production.   The  following  will  serve  as  a  sample : — 

"  Our  lady  goes  to  meat,  and  they  give  us  nought  to  eat, 
In  the  land  of  Virginio ; 
And  we  dare  not  move  a  lip  when  they  lash  us  with  a  whip ; 

And,  alas  I  I  be  weary,  weary,  0 ! 
Our  lady  goes  to  walk,  and  we  must  be  at  her  back, 

Jn  the  land  of  Virginio ; 
And  when  the  babe  doth  weep,  we  must  lull  it  off  to  sleep ; 

And,  alas !  I  be  weary,  weary,  0 ! 
We  are  yoked  to  the  plough,  and  wearied  sore  enough, 

In  the  land  of  Virginio ; 
With  the  yoke  about  my  neck,  my  back  is  like  to  break; 
And,  alas!  I  be  weary,  weary,  O!] 

It  was  in  sweet  Senegal  that  my  foes  did  me  enthral, 

For  the  lands  of  Yirginia-ginia,  0  ; 
Torn  from  that  lovely  shore,  and  must  never  see  it  more^ 

And,  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary,  0 ! 

All  on  that  charming  coast  is  no  bitter  snow  and  frost, 

Like  the  lands  of  Yirginia-ginia,  O ; 
There  streams  for  ever  flow,  and  there  flowers  for  ever  bloWy 

And,  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary,  0 ! 
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The  burden  I  must  bear,  while  the  cruel  scourge  I  fear, 

In  the  lands  of  Yirginia-ginia,  0 ; 
And  I  think  on  friends  most  dear,  with  the  bitter,  bitter  tear, 

And,  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary,  0  ! 


THE  SONG  OF  DEATH. 
Tune — Or  an  an  Aoig. 

[This  would  appear  to  be  the  last  effort  of  Burns'  muse  before  leaving  for  ever 
the  pleasant  holms  of  Ellisland,  in  December,  1791.  On  the  17th  of  that  month, 
he  transcribed  this  patriotic  lyric  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  in  which  he  says : — 
"  I  have  just  finished  the  following  song,  which,  to  a  lady,  the  descendant  of 
"Wallace,  and  many  heroes  of  his  illustrious  line — ^and  herself  the  mother  of 
several  soldiers — needs  neither  preface  nor  apology. 

SONG  OF  DEATH. 

Scene — A  Field  of  Battle — Time  of  the  day,  Evening — The  wounded  and  dying 
of  the  victorious  army  are  supposed  to  join  in  the  following  song." 
Having  transcribed  the  piece,  he  adds : — "  The  circumstance  that  gave  rise  to 
the  foregoing  verses  was — looking  over,  with  a  musical  friend,  McDonald's  col- 
lection of  Highland  airs,  I  was  struck  with  one,  an  Isle  of  Skye  tune,  entitled — 
Oran  an  Aoig;  or,  The  Song  of  Death,  to  the  measure  of  which  I  have  adapted  my 
stanzas." 

Dr.  Ourrie  has  pronounced  this  song  to  be  worthy  of  the  Grecian  Muse,  whan 
Greece  was  most  conspicious  for  wisdom  and  valour.  In  a  foot-note,  this  great 
biographer  adds — "  The  poet  had  an  intention  of  printing  it  separately,  set  to 
music,  but  was  advised  against  it.  This  noble  song  seems  to  the  editor  more 
calculated  to  invigorate  the  spirit  of  defence  in  a  season  of  real  pressing  danger, 
than  any  production  of  modern  times."] 

Farewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye  skies, 

Now  gay  with  the  broad  setting  sun ; 
Farewell  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender  ties — 

Our  race  of  existence  is  run ! 

Thou  grim  King  of  Terrors,  thou  life's  gloomy  foe ! 

Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave ; 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant !  but  know, 

No  terrors  hast  thou  to  the  brave ! 

Thou  strik'st  the  dull  peasant — he  sinks  in  the  dark, 

Nor  saves  e'en  the  wreck  of  a  name  : 
Thou  strik'st  the  young  hero — a  glorious  mark! 

He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame ! 

In  the  field  of  proud  honor — our  swords  in  our  hands, 

Our  king  and  our  country  to  save — 
While  victory  shines  on  life's  last  ebbing  sands, 

0 !  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave  ? 
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AFTON  WATER. 


[This  traly  ecstatic  IjTic,  so  sweetly  pastoral,  and  so  tender  in  its  devotion 
towards  the  "theme  of  his  lays,"  undoubtedly  is  one  of  the  most  noteworthy  of 
all  the  productions  of  Burns.  It  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  become  wedded 
to  one  of  the  most  heavenly  melodies  that  ever  emanated  from  musical  taste 
and  genius :  we  refer,  of  course,  to  the  air  which  was  composed  for  it  by  the 
late  Alexander  Hume  of  Edinburgh.  The  words  and  melody  together,  really 
seem  to  realize  the  old  classic  fancy  of  the  marriage-union  between  Cupid  and 
Psyche.  In  this  piece,  perhaps  more  than  any  other  of  his  compositions,  we 
behold  the  5^outhful  poet,  with  his  "garland  and  singing  robes  about  him,"  as 
he  has  poi'traj'ed  himself  in  his  own  "  Vision,"  listening  to  the  words  of  OOILA — 
"  Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongue — th'  adored  name 
I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  Song,  to  soothe  thy  flame." 
And  where  does  the  adored  nam*  of  Mary  appear  in  a  more  glorious  setting 
than  in  this  lyric?  Even  the  inspired  "Singer  of  Israel"  has  contributed 
something  to  heighten  the  effect  of  the  poet's  rapturous  song  in  her  praise ! — 
"  I  charge  you,  0  ye  daughters  of  Jerusalem,  that  ye  stir  not,  nor  awake  my 
love — my  dove,  my  undeflled! — The  flowers  appear  on  the  earth,  the  time  of 
the  singing  of  the  birds  is  come,  and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  our  land!" 

Mr.  George  Thomson,  in  1850.  forwarded  to  Mr.  Robert  Chambers  a  memo- 
randum of  several  songs  by  Burns  which,  in  the  3-ear  1819,  had  been  sent  by 
him  to  Mr.  Gilbert  Burns,  with  the  request  that  he  would  kindly  insert  the 
names,  with  some  account  of  their  respective  heroines,  and  return  the  paper  to 
him;  all  which  was  cheerfully  complied  with  by  the  poet's  brother.  Mr. 
Chambers  obligingly  communicated  to  the  writer  of  this  note,  the  result  of  the 
enquiries  made  regarding  the  pi  esent  song,  and  a  few  others.  The  memorandum 
regarding  Afton  Water  is  as  follows : — 

"Mr.  T. — ^Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  &c. — ^Who  was  the  Mary  of  this  Song? ' 

"G.  B. — 'The  poet  s  Highland  Mary ;  but  Dr.  Currie  gives  a  different  account 
of  it,  at  page  332,  Vol.  IV.,  7th  edition,  where  he  says — "Afton  Water  is  the 
stream  on  which  stands  Afton  Lodge,  to  which  Mrs.  Stewart  removed  from 
Stair.  Afton  Lodge  was  Mrs.  Stewart's  property  from  her  father:  the  song 
was  presented  to  her  in  return  for  her  notice — the  first  he  ever  received  from 
any  person  in  her  rank  of  life." 

"  'G.  B.  thinks  Dr.  0.  was  misinformed  in  several  of  the  above  particulars; 
but  Dr.  Currie  must  not  be  contradicted! ' " 

Mr.  Chambers  remai'ks  in  his  MS.  note  to  the  present  writer — "It  is  interest- 
ing to  find  Gilbert  Burns  alluding,  as  from  personal  knowledge,  to  the  mysterious 
Mary  Campbell:  he,  undoubtedly,  could  have  thrown  much  light  on  that  matter." 
That  careful  biographer  and  editor  of  Burns,  in  his  subsequent  edition  (1851-52), 
refers  to  the  foregoing  remarks  of  Gilbert  Burns  regarding  Afton  Water,  and 
dismisses  the  difficulty  thus: — "It  may  be  doubted  if  Mr.  Gilbert  Burns  was 
rightly  informed  on  the  subject."  In  another  passage,  however,  Mr.  Chambers 
pays  more  regaid  to  Gilbert's  opinion;  for  he  says — "  The  averment  of  the 
brother  and  bosom-friend  of  Burns  must  be  next,  in  a  case  of  this  kind,  to  his 
own." 

In  order  to  test  this  little  affair,  we  lately  wrote  to  "William  Allason  Cuning- 
hame,  Esq.,  of  Afton  and  Logan  House,  the  grandson  of  Mrs,  Stewart  of  Stair 
and  Afton,  enclosing  a  copy  of  the  foregoing  memorandum  of  Gilbert  Burns, 
and  begging  to  be  favoured  with  his  reply  to  a  few  queries  concerning  the 
subject  of  it.  That  gentleman,  by  a  letter  dated  24th  June,  1870,  has  politely 
furnished  the  following  particulars . — 

"Afton  Lodge  is  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  and  was  built  by  my  grandmother, 
Mrs.  General  Stewart,  on  parting  with  Stair.  Her  paternal  estate  of  Afton  is 
in  the  parish  of  New  Cumnock,  and  has  no  residence  on  it ;  so  she  built  Afton 
Lodge  near  Tarbolton,  and  named  it  after  the  Afton  estate.  It  does  not  appear 
that  the  song  called  "  Afton  Water  "  is  among  the  poems  sent  to  her  by  Burns. 
Before  her  marriage,  her  name  was  Katherine  Gordon,  heiress  of  Afton,  which 
estate  I  now  possess." 

Here,  then,  we  have  the  most  direct  testimony  tending  to  confirm  the  above 
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statement  of  Gilbert  Burns ;  and,  after  a  lapse  of  seventy  years,  revealing  the 
fact  that  the  poet's  first  biographer,  either  knowingly  or  innocently,  dished  up 
to  his  readers  misleading  information  concerning  this  most  interesting  and 
sacred  of  all  his  love  attachments — by  whom  so  cooked,  it  is  now  of  little  use 
to  hint  our  suspicions.  It  may,  indeed,  have  been  the  case,  that  the  literary 
executors  of  the  poet  imagined  that  by  so  doing  they  but  followed  the  example, 
and  carried  out  the  wishes  of  the  deceased,  in  suppressing  and  distorting  facts 
regarding  the  date  of  his  passion  for  the  living  Mary ;  for  even  amid  his  con- 
fidential imbosomings  to  Olarinda  (little  more  than  a  year  after  Mary's  death), 
he  seems  to  have  "set  a  seal  upon  his  heart,"  at  a  time  when  he  must,  in 
thought,  if  not  in  words,  have  been  referring  to  her.  Those  of  our  readers  who 
have  perused  the  "Olarinda  Correspondence"  will  recollect  his  strangely 
"  blabbing "  letter,  written  to  her  one  night  when  in  his  cups.  He  had  sent 
her  a  copy  of  his  famous  auto-biographical  letter  to  Moore,  and  he  thus  writes : 
—"I  am  fiattered  by  the  entertainment  you  tell  me  you  have  foimd  in  my 
packet.  You  see  me  as  I  have  been,  you  know  me  as  I  am,  and  may  guess  at  what 
I  am  likely  to  be.  I  too  may  say,  'Talk  not  of  love,'  for  indeed  he  has  '  plunged 
me  deep  in  woe  I '  Not  that  I  ever  saw  a  woman  who  pleased  unexceptionably,  as 
my  Clarinda  elegantly  says,  'in  the  companion,  the  friend,  and  the  mistress.' 
One  indeed  I  could  except — One,  before  passion  threw  its  mists  over  my  discern- 
ment, I  knew  the  first  of  women !  *  Her  NAME  is  indelibly  written  in  my  heart's 
core — ^but  I  dare  not  look  in  on  it — a  degree  of  agony  would  be  the  consequence. 
Oh!  thou  perfidious,  cruel,  mischief-making  demon,  who  presidest  over  that 
frantic  passion — thou  may'st,  thou  dost  poison  my  peace,  but  thou  shalt  not 
taint  my  honour !   Don't  guess  at  these  ravings !  " 

Olarinda  tried  hard  to  guess  at  these  ravings,  but  failed ;  and  Sylvander  never 
satisfied  her.  There  cannot  now  be  a  reasonable  doubt  that  Mary  was  ihe 
subject  of  "  Afton  Water,"  and  that  it  was  composed  while  she  was  yet  alive. 
Strange,  indeed,  that  while  a  very  little  care  on  the  part  of  the  poet's  nmnerou? 
editors  might  have  revealed  this  long  ago,  it  should  have  been  left  to  be  dis- 
covered by  one  who,  although  heretofore  unknown  as  an  editorial  expounder  of 
Burns,  was  (twenty-one  years  ago)  privileged  to  be  hailed  as  the  discoverer  of 
much  more  important  facts  in  the  history  of  his  mysterious  attachment  to 
Highland  Mary. — See  note  to  "  Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains,"  page  288.] 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes, 
Flow  gently,  I'll  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  stock-dove  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the  glen. 
Ye  wild  whistling  blackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den. 
Thou  green-crested  lapwing  thy  screaming  forbear,  f 
I  charge  you  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fair. 

How  lofty,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hills. 
Far  mark'd  with  the  courses  of  clear,  winding  rills ; 
There  daily  I  wander  as  noon  rises  high. 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 


*  The  only  other  of  his  earlier  loved  ones  to  whom  this  passage  could 
possibly  apply,  is  Ellison  Begbie— circa,  1781-82,  just  before  he  went  to  Irvine 
(and  she,  like  Mary,  is  never  referred  to  in  the  poet's  autobiography.)  But  why 
the  "  heart's  core,"  and  the  "  agony"  ?  and  why  the  poisoning  of  his  peace"  ? 
We  have  already  seen,  in  the  note  to  "  Mary  in  Heaven,"  page  261,  that  remorsa 
must  have  entered  largely  into  his  "  brooding"  recollections  of  her  image. 

t  The  lapwing  is  what  we  in  Scotland  call  the  "  peaseweep"  or  "  pewit'* 
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How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleys  below, 
Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses  blow ; 
There  oft  as  mild  ev'niug  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet  scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides, 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides ; 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave. 
As  gathering  sweet  flowerets  she  stems  thy  clear  wave. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmnring  stream. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 


BONIE  BELL. 

[The  poet's  name  is  given  to  this  beautifully  descriptive  lyric :  it  has  a  fresh 
and  delightful  buoyancy  about  it,  and  a  happy  flow  of  measure.   The  variations 
of  morning  and  evening,  and  the  changes  of  spring,  summer,  autumn,  and 
winter,  are  touched  of!  in  a  masterly  manner,  and  every  fluctuation  of  the 
rolling  year,  carries  its  own  influence  to  the  lover's  heart.   In  Spring — 
"  All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning, 
And  I  rejoice  in  my  bonie  Bell :  " 
and  even  as  old  Time  and  Nature  tell  their  changes,  the  lover  seems  to  feel  the 
contrast  in  his  individual  case,  for — 

"Never  ranging,  still  unchanging 
I  adore  my  bonie  Bell !  "] 

The  smiling  spring  comes  in  rejoicing, 

And  snrly  winter  grimly  flies ; 
Now  crystal  clear  are  the  falling  waters. 

And  bonie  blue  are  the  sunny  skies. 
Fresh  o'er  the  mountains  breaks  forth  the  morning, 

The  ev'ning  gilds  the  ocean's  swell ; 
All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning. 

And  I  rejoice  in  my  bonie  Bell. 

The  flowery  spring  leads  sunny  summer, 

And  yellow  autumn  presses  near. 
Then  in  his  turn  comes  gloomy  winter. 

Till  smihng  spring  again  appear. 
Thus  seasons  dancing,  life  advancing. 

Old  Time  and  Nature  their  changes  tell; 
But  never  ranging,  still  unchanging, 

I  adore  my  bonie  Bell. 
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THE  GALLANT  WEAYER. 

[We  have,  at  page  239,  The  Tailors'  March;  at  page  242,  The  Gardeners''  March; 
and  here  we  have  the  old  tune  known  as  The  Weavers'  March,  honoured  with 
words  by  Burns.  It  will  afterwards  be  found  that  he  has  written  beautiful 
words  for  The  Cordiners'  March  also.  It  has  been  pointed  out  to  our  readers, 
that  the  poor  Qurdeners,  in  consequence  of  the  fastidiousness  of  George  Thom- 
son, who  could  not  allow  the  sweetheart  of  a  Free  Gardener  to  make  any  allusions 
to  his  "paidle,"  lost  the  honours  originally  bestowed  on  them  by  the  poet; 
and  here,  also,  the  ill-starred  genius  of  Thomson  has  interposed  to  mar  the 
delight  of  the  Weavers/  It  would  seem  that  Thomson,  whatever  ailed  him  at 
the  Gardeners,  could  see  nothing  short  of  absurdity  in  a  bonie  lass  giving  her 
heart  to  "  a  creeshie  weaver ! "  forgetting  all  the  time  that  Bums  had  already 
made  a  girl  thus  sing — 

"  A  bonie  westlin  weaver  lad  sat  working  at  his  loom ; 
He  took  my  heart,  as  wi'  a  net,  in  every  knot  and  thrum." 
So,  in  printing  the  present  song  in  his  own  collection,  he  boldly  substituted 
"sailor"  for  "weaver." — My  certes!  as  "my  father,  the  Deacon,  before  me," 
would  have  said — We'll  hae  to  take  the  sow's  tail  to  Geordie,  and  whip  nonsense 
like  that  out  o'  his  head  I  A  "gallant  sailor"  is  one  thing — and  all  very  well 
in  its  way;  but  a  "gallant  weaver"  is  quite  another  thing,  and  just  the  thing 
the  poet  intended  and  ordered.  Who  knows  how  the  heart  of  poor  Tannahill 
was  affected  by  this  cruel  maltreatment  of  the  Paisley  Weavers,  at  the  hands  of 
this  "  paidlin  body  "  of  an  Edinburgh  clerk  ? 

The  truth  is.  Burns  appears  to  have  had  a  peculiar  object  in  writing  this  song : 
it  is  quite  clear  he  framed  it,  and  had  it  set  to  music,  specially  for  the  pleasure 
of  hearing  "  bonie  Jean  "  sing  it  to  him.  It  will  be  recollected  that  in  the  early 
spring  of  1786,  when  Jean's  parents  broke  off  the  private  marriage  between  the 
poet  and  her,  she  was  packed  off  to  Paisley ;  and,  in  the  course  of  a  month  or 
two,  news  reached  Mauchline  that  she  had  been  dancing  the  "Weavers'  March" 
wili  a  certain  Bobie  Wilson,  "a  wabster  gude,"  to  whom  she  was  soon  to  be 
married.  This  rumour  nearly  drove  the  poet  distracted ;  and  now  when  all  had 
been  mollified  in  the  lapse  of  years,  he  had  his  quiet  revenge  in  putting  the 
following  song  into  Jean's  mouth.] 

Where  Cart  rins  rowin'  to  the  sea, 
By  mony  a  flow'r  and  spreading  tree, 
There  lives  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me, 
He  is  a  gallant  weaver. 

Oh,  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine, 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine ; 
And  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  would  tine, 
And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 

My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher-band, 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  land ; 
But  to  my  heart  I'll  add  my  hand. 
And  give  it  to  the  weaver.* 


*  "  But  now  the  day  was  come — the  day — the  hour; 
And  in  the  lustre  of  her  youth,  she  gave 
Her  hand,  with  her  heart  in  it,  to  Francesco." 

EOGBRS'  Italy. 

Rogers  must  have  read  Burns:  in  the  first  line  we  have  a  quotation  from 
"  Bruce's  Address,"  and,  in  the  latter  two,  we  have  almost  the  same  fine  thought 
which  appears  in  the  text. 
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While  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers ; 
While  bees  delight  in  opening  flowers ; 
While  corn  grows  green  in  simmer  showers, 
I  love  my  gallant  weaver. 


HEY,  CA'  THRO'. 

[This  highly  philosophical  ditty — far  superior  in  its  way  to  "  Paddle  your  own 
canoe  " — was  picked  up  or  invented  by  Burns :  if  the  former,  it  must  have  been 
during  some  Saturday  afternoon  excursion  from  Edinburgh,  along  the  Fife 
coast,  in  1787 ;  if  the  latter,  then  simply  from  the  text  suggested  to  him  in  some 
old  collection  of  music  where  he  would  read  the  name  of  the  tune — "Carls  o' 
Dysart."   The  song  was  never  seen  in  print  before  it  appeared  in  Johnson's 
volume,  and  tradition  has  supplied  another  excellent  verse  as  follows : — 
"Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  love : 
Just  turn  the  boat  about : 
There's  as  gude  fish  i'  the  sea 
As  ever  yet  cam  out. 
Hey,  ca'  thro\  &c. 

Peter  Buchan,  who  supplied  some  drivelling  notes  for  Hogg  &  Motherwell's 
edition  of  Burns,  has  the  assurance  to  attack  Allan  Cunningham  for  stating  that 
this  song  was  unknown  before  its  appearance  in  the  Museum;  and,  in  order  to 
satisfy  the  reader  of  "  the  pertinacity  with  which  some  editors  foist  their  ignor 
ance  upon  the  public  as  gospel  truth,"  he  gives  three  verses — of  his  usual 
trashy  kind — which  we  will  not  disgust  the  reader  by  quoting,  and  he  declares 
that  they  are  the  original !] 

Up  wi'  the  carls  of  Dysart, 

And  the  lads  o'  Buckhaven, 
And  the  kimmers  o'  Largo, 

And  the  lasses  o'  Leven. 

CHORUS. 

Hey^  cd  tliro\  cd  thro\ 

For  we  hae  micMe  ado ; 
Hey^  ca'  thro\  ccH  tliro\ 

For  we  hae  mickle  ado. 

We  hae  tales  to  tell, 

And  we  hae  sangs  to  sing  ; 
We  hae  pennies  to  spend, 

And  we  hae  pints  to  bring. 
Hey.,  ccH  ihro\  ^c. 

We'll  live  a'  onr  days. 

And  them  that  comes  behin'. 
Let  them  do  the  like ; 

And  spend  the  gear  they  win. 
Hey,  cd  thro\  ^c. 
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0  CAN  YE  LABOUR  LEA,  YOUNG  MAN. 


[It  is  quite  impossible  to  Bay  what  part,  if  any,  Bums  had  in  these  verses, 
indeed  it  is  imnaaterial ;  for  they  have  little  value,  and  we  would  not  have  in- 
cluded them  in  this  edition,  had  it  not  been  to  give  us  the  opportunity  of  stating 
that  the  old  air  to  which  the  song  is  set,  is  the  very  same  to  which  the  poet's 
immortal  "  Auld  Langssme "  is  now  sung.  The  meaning  of  the  ploughman's 
phrase — "  to  labour  lea  " — applies  to  the  plougtiing  and  cultivating  of  soft, 
Bheltered  ground  which  has  been  for  some  years  m  grass,  and  it  is  reckoned 
rather  a  tough  job  to  "  labour  lea."  Therefore  we  may  be  certain  that  the 
phrase  has  a  covert  meaning  in  the  song,  as  one  of  its  omitted  verses  more 
plainly  indicates  :— 

"A  stibble  rig  is  easy  ploughed, 
And  fallow  land  is  free; 
But  what  a  silly  coof  is  he 
That  caima  labour  lea.'^ 


CHORUS. 

0  can  ye  labour  lea^  young  man  ? 

0  can  ye  labour  lea  ? 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  came  again^ 

Ye^se  never  scorn  me. 

I  fee'd  a  man  at  Martinmas, 

Wi'  airle  pennies  three ; 
But  a'  the  faute  I  had  to  him, 

He  couldna  labour  lea. 
0  can  ye^  ^c. 

0  clappin's  gude  in  Febarwar, 

An'  kissin's  sweet  in  May ; 
But  what  signifies  a  young  man's  love, 

An't  dinna  last  for  ay. 
0  can  ye^  ^c. 

0  kissin'  is  the  key  o'  love, 

An'  clappin'  is  the  lock ; 
An'  makin'  of 's  the  best  thing, 

That  e'er  a  young  thing  got. 
0  can  ye^  ^c. 
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THE  DEUKS  DANG  O'ER  MY  DADDIE  * 

[The  poet  has  affixed  his  name  to  this  racy  production.  The  title,  and  a  few- 
phrases  preserved  in  the  song  are  old ;  yet  it  must  be  admitted  he  has  very  con- 
Bistently — if  somewhat  too  freely — worked  out  the  picture  of  senile  frailty 
suggested  by  the  fact  that  a  waddling  duck  had  overthrown  the  daddie  of  the 
aold  wife's  bairns.] 

The  bairns  gat  out  wi'  an  unco  shout, 

The  deuks  dang  o'er  my  daddie,  0 ! 
The  fien-ma-care,  quo'  the  feirrie  auld  wife, 

He  was  but  a  paidhn  body,  0 ! 
He  paidles  out,  and  he  paidles  in, 

An'  he  paidles  late  and  early,  0 ! 
This  seven  lang  years  I  hae  lain  by  his  side. 

An'  he  is  but  a  fusionless  carlie,  O ! 

0  hand  your  tongue,  my  feirrie  auld  wife, 

0  hand  your  tongue,  now,  Nansie,  O : 
I've  seen  the  day,  and  sae  hae  ye. 

Ye  wadna  been  sae  donsie,  O. 
I've  seen  the  day  ye  butter'd  my  brose. 

And  cuddled  me  late  and  early,  0 ; 
But  downa  do's  come  o'er  me  now. 

And,  oh,  I  find  it  sairly,  0 ! 


*  Charles  Kirkpatrick  Sharpe  supplies  the  original  words  of  this  song  from  an 
old  quarto  MS.  collection  ia  his  possession. 

"  The  nine-pint  bicker's  f a'n  aff  the  biuk, 

And  broken  the  ten-pint  cannie ; 
The  wife  and  her  cummers  sat  down  to  drink, 

But  ne'er  a  drap  gae  the  gudemannie. 
The  bairns  they  a'  set  up  the  cry, 

The  deuks  hae  dung  o'er  my  daddie! 
There's  no*  muckle  matter,  quo'  the  gudewif^ 

He's  aye  been  a  daidlin'  bodie! " 
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SHE'S  FAIR  AND  FAUSE. 

[This  is  what  Hogg  would  liave  termed,  "  a  bitter  sang  against  the  women  " 
— just  as  bitter  as  the  author's  "  Q-reen  grow  the  Eashes  "  is  meet.  It  is  thought 
that  Bums,  when  he  penned  this  song,  made  reference  to  the  case  of  his  friend 
and  correspondent,  Alexander  Cunningham,  Writer  to  the  Signet  in  Edinburgh, 
and  who  afterwards  took  up  the  trade  of  a  goldsmith  and  jeweller,  on  the  death 
of  a  brother  in  that  line.  About  the  date  of  its  composition  (1790)  that  gentleman 
had  wooed  a  young  lady  of  great  personal  attractions,  who,  when  another  lover 
presented  himself,  with  superior  pretensions  of  a  material  kind,  deserted  the 
poet's  friend  with  astonishing  coolness,  after  being  aflaaneed  to  him^  and  took  the 
highest  bidder.  Bums  seems  to  have  taken  to  few  or  none  of  his  Edinburgh  as- 
sociates with  more  fondness  than  Cunningham,  whose  taste  and  judgement  were 
of  sterling  quality,  while  his  susceptibilities  were  of  the  tenderest  fabric  On 
being  thus  jilted  by  the  "  fair  and  fause"  one  that  caused  his  smart ;  instead  of 
saying,  like  heroic  Duncan  in  the  song,  "  She  may  gae  to  France  for  me  1"  he 
suffered  himself  to  sink  intotheSpiteous  predicament  of  the  B&mQDuncan^  in  that 
hour  of  his  weakness,  when  he 

 "  Sighed,  baith  out  an'  in, 

G-rat  his  een  baith  bleert  an'  blin', 

And  spak  o'  loupin  o'er  a  linn." 
He  attemped  to  mend  matters  by  getting  married,  on  13th  April,  1792,  to  Miss 
Agnes  Moir,  the  buxom  daughter  of  a  deceased  clergjonan ;  but  all  to  no  purpose 
— ^he  could  never  banish  from  his  thoughts  the  image  of  his  "  pretty,  perjured 
Peggy!"  and  many  an  evening  in  the  gloaming,  he  was  seen  to  traverse  the 
opposite  side  of  Princes  Street,  where  she  resided  as  the  wife  of  Dr.  Dewar — 
pause  for  a  little  as  he  neared  the  house,  and  burst  into  tears  when  he  caught  a 
glimpse  even  of  her  shadow  on  the  window-blind,  and  then  creep  home  absorbed 
in  grief. 

In  August,  1793,  Bums  composed  a  second \jv\q — "  Had  I  a  Cave,"  &c.,  and  in 
the  summer  of  1795  a  third  one — "  Now  Spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green," 
with  reference  to  poor  Cunningham's  story.  "The  present  song,  which  is  of  a 
humorous  cast,  is  a  universal  favourite;  and,  no  doubt,  its  exquisite  air — ^picked 
up  also  by  Burns — ^has  helped  it  greatly.  The  closing  couplet  appears  to  have 
been  borrowed  by  him  from  the  following  verse  of  an  English  song  to  he  found 
In  Tfie  Blackbird,  1764,  and  The  Charmer,  1765  :— 

"  To  bless  is  Heaven's  peculiar  grace,— 
Let  me  a  blessing  find ; 
And  since  you  shew  an  angel's  face, 
Oh,  shew  an  angel's  mind  I "] 

She's  fair  and  fause  that  causes  my  smart, 

I  lo'ed  her  meikle  and  lang ; 
She's  broken  her  vow,  she's  broken  my  heart, 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  hang. 
A  coof  cam  in  wi'  routh  o'  gear, 

And  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear ; 
But  women  is  but  warld's  gear, 

Sae  let  the  bonie  lass  gang. 

Whae'er  ye  be  that  woman  love. 

To  this  be  never  blind, 
Nae  ferlie  'tis  tho'  fickle  she  prove, 

A  woman  has't  by  kind : 
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0  woman,  lovely  woman  fair ! 

An  angel  form's  faun  to  thy  share, 
*Twad  been  o'er  meikle  to  gien  thee  mair — 

I  mean  an  angel  mind. 


THE  DEIL'S  AW  A'  WF  TH'  EXCISEMAN. 

[Mr.  Lockhart  has  supplied  the  following  information  as  to  the  origin  of  this 
celebrated  song.  In  the  early  part  of  1792  a  great  deal  of  contraband  traflfic, 
chiefly  from  the  Isle  of  Man,  was  going  on  along  the  coasts  of  Ayrshire  and 
Galloway,  and  all  the  revenue-officers  from  Gretna  to  Dumfries  were  placed 
under  the  orders  of  a  superintendent  residing  in  Annan,  who  exerted  himself 
zealously  in  intercepting  the  descent  of  the  smuggling  vessels.  On  27th  Feb. 
a  suspicious  looking  brig  was  discovered  in  the  Solway  Frith,  and  Bums  was 
one  of  the  party  whom  the  superintendent  conducted  to  -watch  her  motions. 
Lewars  was  despatched  to  Dumfries  for  a  guard  of  dragoons,  and  Mr.  Crawford, 
the  superintendent,  proceeded  himself  on  a  similar  errand  to  Ecclefechan,  while 
Bums  was  left  with  some  men  to  watch  the  brig  and  prevent  landing  or  escape. 
The  poet  manifested  considerable  impatience  while  thus  kept  waiting  for  several 
hours  in  a  wet  salt-marsh,  with  a  force  which  he  knew  to  be  inadequate  to  the 
purpose  it  was  meant  to  fulfll.  One  of  his  comrades  hearing  Burns  abusing 
Lewars  for  being  so  slow  on  his  mission,  remarked  that  he  wished  the  devil  had 
him  for  his  pains,  and  suggested  that  Burns  should  indite  a  song  upon  the 
sluggard.  Bums  said  nothing ;  but  after  taking  a  few  strides  by  himself  among 
the  reeds  and  shingle,  rejoined  his  party  and  chanted  to  them  the  following 
well-known  ditty. 

This  is  much  better  than  the  common  story,  which  states  that  the  song  was 
first  produced  at  an  Excisemen's  dinner  when  a  toast  was  asked  from  him. 
Lockhart  proceeds  to  tell  that  Lewars  arrived  shortly  after  with  the  dragoons, 
and  Burns  was  one  of  the  first  to  board  the  brig,  sword  in  hand.  The  crew  lost 
heart  and  submitted :  the  vessel  was  condemned,  and  all  her  arms  and  stores 
sold  next  day  in  Dumfries;  upon  which  occasion  the  poet  purchased  four 
carronades  by  way  of  trophy,  for  which  he  paid  £3,  and  sent  them  as  a  present 
to  the  French  Convention,  with  a  letter  testifying  his  admiration  and  respect, 
which  gift  and  letter  were  Intercepted  at  the  custom-house  at  Dover,  aiid  the 
issue  produced  a  good  deal  of  trouble  to  Bums.] 

The  deil  cam  fiddling  thro*  the  town, 
And  danc'd  awa'  wi'  th'  Exciseman ; 

And  ilka  wife  cries,  auld  Mahoun, 
I  wish  you  luck  o'  the  prize,  man. 

CHORUS. 

The  deiVs  awcH^  the  deiVs  awa\ 
The  deiVs  awcH  wV  tK  Exciseman; 

He^s  d/xndd  aivd^  Ms  darned  awd^ 
He^s  danced  awcC  wV  tK  Exciseman. 
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We'll  mak  our  maut,  and  we'll  brew  our  drink, 
We'll  laugh,  sing,  and  rejoice,  man  ; 

And  mony  braw  thanks  to  the  meikle  black  deil, 
That  danc'd  awa'  wi'  th'  Exciseman. 
The  ckiVs  awcC^  ^c. 

There's  threesome  reels,  there's  foursome  reels, 
There's  hornpipes  and  strathspeys,  man. 

But  the  ae  best  dance  e'er  cam  to  the  land. 
Was  the  deil's  awa'  wi'  th'  Exciseman, 
The  deiVs  awcC^  ^c. 


THE  FOREGOINQ  IS  THE  LAST  OF  THE  SONGS  CONTRIBUTED  BY 
BURNS  TO  "JOHNSON'S  MUSEUM"  THAT  THE  AUTHOR 
LIVED  TO  SEE  PUBLISHED. 


ADDITIONAL  POEMS, 

FIBST  INCLUDED  IN  THB 

AUTHOR'S  EDITION,  APRIL,  1793. 


In  April,  1793,  we  find  from  the  correspondence  of  the  poet  that  he  presented 
copies  of  the  handsome  new  edition  of  his  poems  in  two  vols.,  small  8vo.,  to 
several* of  his  influential  friends:  among  these  were  the  Earl  of  Glencaim 
(brother  of  his  deceased  patron) ;  Patrick  Miller,  Esq.,  of  Dalswinton,  his  formoi 
landlord  at  Ellisland;  John  M'Murdo,  Esq.,  of  Drumlanrig  House;  and  John  F. 
Erskine,  Esq.,  of  Mar.  The  note  to  Mr.  M'Murdo  appears  to  be  merely  the  Ie- 
Bcription  written  on  the  fly-leaf  of  the  first  vol.,  thus : — "  Will  Mr.  M'Murdo  do 
me  the  favour  to  accept  of  these  volumes  ? — a  trifling,  but  sincere  mark  of  the 
very  high  respect  I  bear  for  his  worth  as  a  man,  his  manners  as  a  gentleman, 
and  his  kindness  as  a  friend.  However  inferior  now,  or  afterwards,  I  may  rank 
as  a  poet,  one  honest  virtue  to  which  few  poets  can  pretend,  I  trust  I  shall  ever 
claim  as  mine, — ^to  no  man,  whatever  his  station  in  life,  or  his  power  to  serve 
me,  have  I  ever  paid  a  compliment  at  the  expense  of  TEUTBL — ^Thb  Author." 

From  his  letter  to  the  Earl  of  Glencaim,  we  extract  the  following  interesting 
passage:—"  When  you  cast  your  eye  on  the  name  at  the  bottom  of  this  letter, 
and  on  the  title-page  of  the  book  I  do  myself  the  honour  to  send  your  lordship, 
a  more  pleasurable  feeling  than  vanity  tells  me  that  it  must  be  a  name  not  en- 
tirely unknown  to  you.  The  generous  patronage  of  your  late  illustrious  brother 
found  me  in  the  lowest  obscurity:  he  introduced  my  rustic  muse  to  the  partiality 
of  my  country;  and  to  him  I  owe  aE  My  sense  of  his  goodness,  and  the 
anguish  of  my  soul  at  losing  my  truly  noble  protector  and  friend,  I  have  en- 
deavoured to  express  in  a  poem  to  his  memory,  which  I  have  now  published. 
This  edition  is  just  from  the  press ;  and  in  my  gratitude  to  the  dead,  and  my 
respect  for  the  living,  I  had  destined  a  copy  for  the  Earl  of  Glbncaibn." 
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WRITTEN  IN  FRIARS-OARSE  HERMITAGE, 

ON  NITH-SIDE. 

[It  was  the  good  fortune  of  the  poet,  immediately  on  taking  up  his  residence 
at  EUisland,  to  become  intimate  with  Captain  Robert  Riddel  of  Glenriddel  and 
Friars  Oarse,  a  man  of  literary  and  antiquarian  tastes,  and  somewhat  of  a 
musician  besides.  The  mansion  of  this  good  neighbour  was  up  the  Nith,  within 
a  mile's  distance  of  the  poet's  farm,  and  he  had  kindly  given  Burns  a  key 
which  admitted  him  into  the  grounds  of  Friars'  Oarse,  to  wander  there  at 
pleasure,  and  to  muse  when  so  inclined,  in  a  little  hermitage  which  Mr.  Eiddel 
had  erected  there.  "We  lately  visited  this  place,  and  found  it  in  ruins, — a  small 
portion  of  the  walls  only  being  standing,  with  the  name  BURNS  cut  out  on  the 
mantelpiece.  The  poet  had  spent  much  of  his  interval  of  leisure  between 
the  time  of  leaving  Edinburgh  on  18th  February,  1788,  and  his  arrival  a  t  Ellisland 
on  the  13th  of  June  thereafter,  in  studying  the  standard  English  poets,  and 
translations  from  the  classic  authors  of  Greece  and  Rome,  with  some  Italian  and 
French  authors,  to  most  of  which  he  seems  to  have  been  helped  by  his  corres- 
pondent, Mrs.  Dunlop.  His  course  of  instruction  to  qualify  him  for  his  Excise 
duties,  also  occupied  a  considerable  share  of  his  attention;  and,  thus  equipped, 
he  seems  to  have  set  to  the  work  of  drilling  himself  iu  the  composition  of 
English  verses,  which  exercises  we  have  a  sample  of  in  the  following  poem, 
apparently  constructed  on  the  model  of  Gray.  His  learned  correspondent.  Dr. 
Moore,  had  frequently  pressed  on  him  the  advice  to  write  less  in  his  native  Doric 
dialect,  and  gratify  English  ears  with  some  efforts  in  the  standard  language. 
One  of  the  letters  of  that  gentleman  to  the  poet  has  the  following  passage: — "I 
understand  you  intend  to  take  a  farm,  and  make  the  useful  and  respectable 
business  of  husbandry  your  chief  occupation:  this,  I  hope,  will  not  prevent 
your  making  occasional  addresses  to  the  nine  ladies  who  have  shown  you  such 
favour — one  of  whom  visited  you  in  the  '  auld  clay  biggin.'  Virgil,  before  you, 
proved  to  the  world  that  there  is  nothing  in  the  business  of  husbandry  inimical 
to  poetry,  and  I  sincerely  hope  that  you  may  afford  an  example  of  a  good  poet 
being  a  successful  farmer." 

The  first  draught  of  these  verses  bears  date  28th  June,  1788,  and  he  Bcratched 
the  six  opening  lines,  with  his  diamond,  on  a  pane  of  glass  in  the  "  ivied  cot." 
Not  being  quite  satisfied  with  his  effort,  he  re-wrote  the  poem,  retaining  only  a 
few  of  the  opening  lines  and  the  closing  couplet  The  first  of  these  essays  will 
appear  among  the  posthumous  poems  in  our  second  volume:  the  latter  version, 
dated  December,  1788,  is  that  now  presented  to  the  reader.] 

Thotj  wliom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed, 
Be  thou  deckt  in  silken  stole. 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  soul. 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 
Sprung  from  night,  in  darkness  lost ; 
Hope  not  sunshine  every  hour. 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 

As  Youth  and  Love  with  sprightly  dance, 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advance. 
Pleasure  with  her  siren  air 
May  delude  the  thoughtless  pair ; 
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Let  Prudence  bless  Enjoyment's  cup, 
Then  raptured  sip  and  sip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high, 

Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh, 

Dost  thou  spurn  the  humble  vale  ? 

Life's  proud  summits  wouldst  thou  scale  1 

Check  thy  climbing  step,  elate, 

Evils  lurk  in  felon  wait : 

Dangers,  eagle-pinioned,  bold. 

Soar  around  each  cliffy  hold. 

While  chearful  peace,  with  linnet  song, 

Chants  the  lowly  dells  among. 

As  thy  shades  of  evening  close, 

Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose ; 

As  life  itself  becomes  disease. 

Seek  the  chimney-nook  of  ease. 

There  ruminate  with  sober  thought ; 

On  all  thou'st  seen,  and  heard,  and  wrought ; 

And  teach  the  sportive  younkers  round, 

Saws  of  experience,  sage  and  sound. 

Say,  man's  true,  genuine  estimate. 

The  grand  criterion  of  his  fate. 

Is  not,  art  thou  high  or  low  ? 

Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  ? 

Did  many  talents  gild  thy  span  ? 

Or  frugal  Nature  grudge  thee  one  1 

Tell  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind, 

As  thou  thyself  must  shortly  find, 

The  smile  or  frown  of  aweful  Heaven, 

To  Virtue  or  to  Vice  is  given. 

Say,  to  be  just,  and  kind,  and  vrise. 

There  solid  self -enjoyment  lies ; 

That  foolish,  selfish,  faithless  ways. 

Lead  to  be  wretched,  vile,  and  base. 

Thus,  resigned  and  quiet,  creep 
To  the  bed  of  lasting  sleep ; 
Sleep,  whence  thou  shalt  ne'er  awake. 
Night,  where  dawn  shall  never  wake. 
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Till  Future  Life,  future  no  more, 
To  light  and  joy  the  good  restore. 
To  light  and  joy  unknown  beforv3. 

Stranger,  go !  Heaven  be  thy  guide  ! 
Quod  the  Beadsman  of  Nith-side. 


ODE, 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMOKY  OF  MRS.    OF  —  . 

[This  is  a  production  of  January,  1789.  His  own  account  of  it,  addressed  to 
Dr.  Moove  on  23rd  March  thereafter,  is  as  follows: — "You  probably  knew 
her  personally  (Mrs.  Oswald  of  Auchencruive) — an  honour  of  which  I  cannot 
boast;  but  I  spent  my  early  years  in  her  neighbourhood,  and  among  her 
servants  and  tenants.  I  know  that  she  was  detested  with  the  most  heartfelt 
cordiality.  However,  in  the  particular  part  of  her  conduct  which  roused  my 
poetic  wrath,  she  was  much  less  blameable.  In  January  last,  on  my  road  to 
Aj-rshire,  I  had  put  up  at  Bailie  Whigham's  in  Sanquhar — the  only  tolerable  inn 
in  the  place.  The  frost  was  keen,  and  the  grim  evening  and  howling  wind  were 
ushering  in  a  night  of  snow  and  drift.  My  horse  and  I  were  both  much  fatigued 
with  the  labours  of  the  day;  and  just  as  my  friend  the  bailie  and  I  were  bidding 
defiance  to  the  storm,  over  a  smoking  bowl,  in  wheels  the  funeral  pageantry 
of  the  late  Mrs.  Oswald  (she  died  in  London,  on  6th  December,  1788),  and  poor 
I  am  forced  to  brave  all  the  terrors  of  the  tempestuous  night,  and  jade  my 
horse — my  young  favourite  horse,  whom  I  had  christened  Pegasus — twelve  miles 
farther  on  through  the  wildest  hills  and  moors  of  Ayrshire  to  the  next  inn! 
The  powers  of  poetry  and  prose  sink  under  me  when  I  describe  what  I  felt. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  when  a  good  fire  at  New  Cumnock  had  so  far  recovered 
my  frozen  sinews,  I  sat  down  and  wrote  the  enclosed  Ode."  The  poet,  a  few 
years  afterwards,  wrote  more  favourably  of  this  lady's  successors.  Her  son  or 
nephew,  Mr.  E.  A.  Oswald  of  Auchencruive,  married  the  beautiful  and  ac- 
complished Miss  Lucy  Johnston  of  Hilton,  and  he  produced  an  elegant  song  in 
her  honour — 0  wat  ye  who's  in  yon  town.'] 

Dweller  in  yon  dungeon  dark, 
Hangman  of  creation,  mark ! 
Who  in  widow  weeds  appears, 
Laden  with  unhonoured  years, 
Noosing  with  care  a  bursting  purse, 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse  ? 

STROPHE. 

Yiew  the  wither'd  beldam's  face — 

Can  thy  keen  inspection  trace 

Aught  of  Humanity's  sweet  melting  grace? 
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Note  that  eye,  'tis  rheum  overflows. 

Pity's  flood  there  never  rose. 

See  those  hands,  ne'er  stretch'd  to  save, 

Hands  that  took — ^but  never  gave. 

Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 

Lo,  there  she  goes,  unpitied  and  unblest, 

She  goes,  but  not  to  reahns  of  everlasting  rest ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer  of  Armies,  lift  thine  eyes, 
(A  while  forbear,  ye  torturing  fiends), 
Seest  thou  whose  step,  unwilling,  hither  bends  ? 

No  fallen  angel,  hurled  from  upper  skies ; 
"Ks  thy  trusty  quondam  Mate, 
Doomed  to  share  thy  fiery  fate, 

She,  tardy,  hell-ward  plies. 

EPODE. 

And  are  they  of  no  more  avail. 

Ten  thousand  glittering  pounds  a  year  ? 
In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  fail. 

Omnipotent  as  he  is  here  ? 
O,  bitter  mockery  of  the  pompous  hier, 

While  down  the  wretched  vital  part  is  driven! 
The  cave-lodged  beggar,  with  a  conscience  clear. 

Expires  in  rags,  unknown,  and  goes  to  Heaven. 
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ELEGY  ON  CAPT. 


M- 


H- 


A  GENTLEMAN  WHO  HELD  THE  PATENT  FOR  HIS  HONOURS 


[The  name  of  this  gentleman  (Capt  Matthew  Henderson)  is  found  in  the  list 
of  subscribers  to  the  poet's  Edinburgh  edition  of  April,  1787,  thus: — "Matthew 
Henderson,  Esq.,  4  copies."  It  would  appear  that  the  prefix,  "Captain,"  was  a 
mere  bye-name  bestowed  on  him  by  his  familiars  and  club-associates ;  for  he 
was  a  member  of  a  select  society  in  Edinburgh,  called  the  Capillaire  Cliib,  which 
held  its  meetings  in  Fortune's  Tavern,  Writers'  Court,  The  first  notice  we  have 
of  this  beautiful  poem  is  in  a  letter  dated  August  2,  1790,  addressed  to  Mr. 
M'Murdo,  chamberlain  to  the  Duke  of  Queensberry,  in  which  he  ssbjs — "Permit 
a  rustic  muse  of  your  acquaintance  to  do  her  best  to  soothe  you  with  a  song. 
You  knew  Henderson — I  have  not  flattered  his  memory."  In  sending  a  copy  of  it 
along  with  other  poems  to  Dr.  Moore,  he  says — "The  Elegy  on  Captain  Henderson 
is  a  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a  man  I  loved  much.  Poets  have  in  this,  the  same 
advantage  as  Roman  Catholics ;  they  can  be  of  service  to  their  friends  after  they 
have  passed  that  bourne  where  all  other  kindness  ceases  to  be  of  avail.  As 
almost  all  my  religious  tenets  originate  from  the  heart,  I  am  wonderfully  pleased 
with  the  idea  that  I  can  still  keep  up  a  tender  intercourse  with  the  dearly- 
beloved  friend,  or  still  more  dearly-beloved  mistress,  who  is  gone  to  the  woiU 
of  spirits." 

Robert  Chambers  deplores  the  scarcity  of  contemporary  evidence  of 
Henderson's  identity,  and  tells  us  that  he  searched  the  obituaries  in  vain  for 
his  death.  Therefore,  when  even  the  "  Traditions  of  Edinburgh  "  are  silent 
•about  him,  one  may  be  excused  for  holding  that  this  "  rare  Matthew  "  was  of 
'  the  order  of  Melchisedek.  " 

Thus  far  had  we  written  and  printed  in  1871.  However,  on  the  information 
that  Dr.  Oarruthers  of  Inverness,  had  discovered  a  notice  of  his  death  in  the 
Scots'  Magazine  for  November,  1788,  we  made  an  effort  to  ascertain 
where  he  was  buried.  In  April;  1872,  we  addressed  enquiries  on  the 
subject  to  all  the  Burial  Recorders  in  Edinburgh,  and  eventually  had  the 
satisfaction  to  receive  from  the  Recorder  of  Greyf riar's  the  follovring  extract : 
— "  Captain  Matthew  Henderson  of  Tunnochside ;  buried  27th  November, 
1788  :   Place  of  Interment,  6  D.  paces  south  Pitcairlie's  tomb.   Old  A." 

Here  then  we  discovered  that  the  prefix  "  Captain"  was  no  mere  byname 
or  soubriquet,  and  that  although  a  "  poor  man,"  Matthew  was  a  man  of  "  title," 
as  poor  Scotland  will  say  of  any  one  of  her  sons  who  owns  a  bit  of  land.  We 
speedily  made  our  way  to  "  Pitcairlie' s  Tomb,"  a  magnificent  erection  about 
200  years  old,  and  measuring  off  six  double  paces  therefrom  in  a  line  straight 
south  we  stood  on  the  "  honest  turf"  beneath  which  slumbers  ' '  the  ae  best 
fellow  e'er  was  born."  There,  within  sight  of  ambitious  monimients  ranged 
against  the  crumbling  walls,  we  felt  the  full  effect  of  the  poet's  lines — 


IMMEDIATELY  FROM  ALMIGHTY  GOD. 


But  now  his  radiant  course  is  run, 

For  Matthew's  course  was  bright; 
His  soul  was  like  the  glorious  sun. 


A  matchless  Heavenly  Light ! 


"  Go  to  your  sculptured  tombs,  ye  great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state  ! 

But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait,  thou  mansof  worth, 
And  mourn  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate  e'er  lay  in  earth."] 


O  DEATH !  thou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody ! 
The  meikle  devil  wi'  a  woo  die 
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Haurl  thee  hame  to  his  black  smiddie, 
O'er  hurcheon  hides, 

And  like  stock-fish  come  o'er  his  studdie 
Wi'  thy  auld  sides ! 

He's  gane !  he's  gane !  he's  frae  us  torn, 

The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  born ! 

Thee,  Matthew,  Nature's  sel'  shall  mourn 

By  wood  and  wild, 
Where,  haply,  Pity  strays  forlorn, 

Frae  man  exil'd. 

Ye  hills,  near  neebors  o'  the  starns, 
That  proudly  cock  your  cresting  cairns ; 
Ye  chffs,  the  haunts  of  sailing  yearns, 

Where  Echo  slumbers, 
Come  join,  ye  Nature's  sturdiest  bairns, 

My  wailing  numbers. 

Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens ; 
Ye  hazelly  shaws  and  briery  dens  ; 
Ye  burnies,  wimphn  down  your  glens, 

Wi'  toddlm  din. 
Or  foaming,  Strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  hn  to  lin.. 

Mourn  little  harebells  o'er  the  lea ; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves  fair  to  see ; 
Ye  woodlaines  hanging  bonilie. 

In  scented  bowers ; 
Ye  roses  on  your  thorny  tree, 

The  first  o'  flowers. 

At  dawn,  when  every  grassy  blade 

Droops  with  a  diamond  at  his  head. 

At  even',  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed, 

I'  th'  rustling  gale, 
Ye  maukins  whiddin  thro'  the  glade, 

Come  join  my  wail. 
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Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood ; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud ; 
Ye  curlews  calhng  thro'  a  clud ; 

Ye  whistling  plover ; 
And  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitrick  brood ; 

He's  gane  for  ever ! 

Motcrn,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals ; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eels ; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  wheels 

Circling  the  lake : 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reels, 

Rair  for  his  sake. 

Mourn,  clamouring  craiks  at  close  o'  day, 
'Mang  fields  o'  flowering  clover  gay  ; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  cauld  shore, 
Tell  thae  far  warlds,  wha  Kes  in  clay, 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Ye  houlets,  frae  your  ivy  bower, 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tower. 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glowr, 

Sets  up  her  horn. 
Wail  tliro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour 

Till  waukrife  morn. 

0  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains ! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  strains : 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe  ? 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 

Mourn,  Spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year  I 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear : 
Thou,  Simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  its  head, 
Thy  gay,  green,  flowery  tresses  shear. 

For  him  that's  dead. 
e  w 
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Tl  ou,  Autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair, 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear ; 
Thou,  Winter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast, 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we've  lost. 

Mourn  him,  thou  Sun,  great  source  of  light  ! 
Mourn,  Empress  of  the  silent  night ! 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  starnies  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn ; 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta'en  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return. 

0  H******** !  the  man !  the  brother ! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever? 
And  hast  thou  crost  that  unknown  river, 

Life's  dreary  bound  I 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another. 

The  world  around? 

Go  to  your  sculptur'd  tombs,  ye  Great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state ! 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait. 

Thou  man  of  worth  I 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  earth. 


THE  EPITAPH. 

Stop,  passenger ! — my  story's  brief, 
And  truth  I  shall  relate,  man ; 

I  tell  nae  common  tale  o'  grief — 
For  Matthew  was  a  great  man. 

If  thou  uncommon  merit  hast, 

Yet  spurn'd  at  Fortune's  door,  man , 

A  look  of  pity  hither  cast — 
For  Matthew  was  a  poor  man. 
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If  thou  a  noble  sodger  art, 

That  passest  by  this  grave,  man. 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heart — 
For  Matthew  was  a  brave  man. 

If  thou  on  men,  their  works  and  ways, 
Canst  throw  uncommon  light,  man. 

Here  lies  wha  weel  had  won  thy  praise— 
For  Matthew  was  a  bright  man. 

If  thou  at  Friendship's  sacred  ca* 

Wad  hfe  itself  resign,  man. 
Thy  sympathetic  tear  maun  fa' — 

For  Matthew  was  a  kind  man. 

If  thou  art  staunch  without  a  stain, 
Like  the  unchanging  blue,  man, 

This  was  a  kinsman  o'  thy  ain — 
For  Matthew  was  a  true  man. 

If  thou  hast  wit,  and  fun,  and  fire, 
And  ne'er  gude  wine  did  fear,  man, 

This  was  thy  billie,  dam,  and  sire — 
For  Matthew  was  a  queer  man. 

If  ony  whiggish  whingin'  sot. 

To  blame  poor  Matthew  dare,  man, 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  lot! 
For  Matthew  was  a  rare  man. 
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LAMENT  OF  MARY,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS, 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  SPRING. 


[In  February,  1791,  the  poet  enclosed  this  beautiful  composition  to  Mra 
Graham  of  Fintry,  with  the  following  remarks : — "  Whether  it  is  that  the  story 
of  our  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  has  a  peculiar  effect  on  the  feelings  of  a  poet,  or 
whether  I  have  in  the  enclosed  ballad  succeeded  beyond  my  usual  poetic  success,  I 
know  not ;  but  it  has  pleased  me  beyond  any  effort  of  my  Muse  for  a  good  while 
past.  (Reader,  Tarn  o'  Shanter  had  just  been  produced.)  On  that  account, 
I  enclose  it  particularly  to  you."  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  Burns  was 
right  in  estimating  this  exquisite  lyric  as  belonging  to  a  class  of  composition 
higher  in  standard  than  even  his  chef-ctoeuvre  can  aspire  to.  He  never  pretended, 
and  his  wife  never  alleged,  that  he  wrote  stanzas  like  these  "in  one  day:" 
there  are  but  seven  double-verses  in  the  piece,  and  yet,  were  we  to  assume  that 
each  took  him  a  week  to  perfect,  the  calculation  might  not  be  far  astray. 
His  words  to  Moore,  in  regard  to  this  matter,  are  noteworthy: — "The  ballad  on 
Queen  Mary  was  begun  while  I  was  busy  with  Percy's  Reliques  of  English  Poetry.'" 
Allan  Cunningham  tells  us  that  this  ballad  is  written  in  imitation  of  one  called 
— "  Lord  Maxwell's  Goodnight,"  which  the  reader  will  find  recorded  in  Scotfs 
Border  Minstrelsy.  We  have  examined  that  ballad,  and  very  good  it  is  in  its  way, 
yet  the  only  resemblance  we  find  is,  that  they  are  both  in  the  old  8-6  ballad- 
measure.  The  "  Last  Goodnight "  of  Childe  Harold  is  a  professed,  and  excellent 
imitation  of  the  old  ballad  referred  to ;  but  the  present  verses  by  Burns  are  in 
no  way  beholden  to  it. 

Soon  after  the  composition  of  Quern  Mary's  Lament,  Lady  Winifred  Maxwell 
Constable  presented  the  poet  with  an  elegant  snuff-box,  containing  on  the  lid  a 
beautiful  minature  of  Queen  Maiy,  and  this  is  believed  to  have  been  a  compli- 
mentary return  for  the  pleasure  that  lady  had  enjoyed  in  perusing  the  present 
lyric,  and  also  his  verses,  addressed  to  old  Tj^ler,  on  the  same  hapless  Queen, 
of  which  he  had  sent  her  copies.  One  of  the  poet's  sons  in  India,  many  years 
afterwards,  had  the  misfortune  to  suffer  the  destruction  of  that  box  by  an  accident 

Burns  enclosed  these  verses  to  Olarinda,  with  the  following  remarks : — "  Such, 
my  dearest  Olarinda,  were  the  words  of  the  amiable  but  unfortunate  Mary. 
Misfortune  seems  to  take  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  darting  her  arrows  against 
'  honest  men  and  bonie  lasses.'  Of  this  you  are  too,  too  just  a  proof ;  but  may 
your  future  fate  be  a  bright  exception  to  the  rule."] 


Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  green 

On  every  blooming  tree. 
And  spreads  her  sheets  o'  daisies  white 

Out  o'er  the  grassy  lea : 
Now  Phoebus  cheers  the  crystal  streams, 

And  glads  the  azure  skies ; 
But  nought  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

That  fast  in  durance  hes. 

Now  laverocks  wake  the  merry  morn, 

Aloft  on  dewy  wing ; 
The  merle,  in  his  noontide  bower. 

Makes  woodland  echoes  ring ; 
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The  mavis  mild  wi'  many  a  note, 

Sings  drowsy  day  to  rest : 
In  love  and  freedom  they  rejoice, 

Wi'  care  nor  thrall  opprest. 

Kow  blooms  the  lily  by  the  bank, 

The  primrose  down  the  brae ; 
The  hawthorn's  budding  in  the  glen, 

And  milk-white  is  the  slae : 
The  meanest  hind  in  fair  Scotland 

May  rove  their  sweets  amang ; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland, 

Maun  lie  in  prison  Strang ! 

I  was  the  Queen  o'  bonie  France, 

Where  happy  I  hae  been ; 
Fu'  hghtly  rase  I  on  the  morn. 

As  blythe  lay  down  at  e'en : 
And  I'm  the  sovereign  of  Scotland, 

And  mony  a  traitor  there ; 
Yet  here  I  lie  in  foreign  bands, 

And  never-ending  care. 

But  as  for  thee,  thou  false  woman  ! 

My  sister  and  my  fae, 
Grim  vengeance  yet  shall  whet  a  sword 

That  thro'  thy  soul  shall  gae ! 
'  The  weeping  blood  in  woman's  breast 

Was  never  known  to  thee ; 
Nor  th'  balm  that  drops  on  wounds  of  woe 

Frae  woman's  pitying  e'e. 

My  son !  my  son !  may  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine ! 
And  may  those  pleasures  gild  thy  reign. 

That  ne'er  wad  blink  on  mine ! 
God  keep  thee  frae  thy  mother's  faes. 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee : 
And  where  thou  meet'st  thy  mother's  friend, 

Remember  him  for  me ! 


(    342  ) 


O  soon,  to  me,  may  summer  suns 

Nae  mair  light  up  the  morn ! 
Nae  mair,  to  me,  the  autumn  winds 

Wave  o'er  the  yellow  corn ! 
And  in  the  narrow  house  o'  death 

Let  winter  round  me  rave ; 
And  the  next  flowers,  that  deck  the  spring, 

Bloom  on  my  peaceful  grave. 


TO  R*****  Q.*****       pi*****^  Esq. 

[In  the  Qlenriddel  MS.  the  poet  has  dated  this  epistle  "  6th  Oct,  1791."  It 
ought  therefore  to  he  called  the  "  Fourth  "  instead  of  "  Third  "  epistle  to 
Graham,  as  Chambers  has  ranked  it  The  first  is  that  commencing  "  When 
Nature.  &c."  (p.  141,  vol.  2) :  the  second  is  that  given  at  page  155  of  same  voL, 
beginning  "  I  call  no  goddess,  &c.;"  and  the  third  is  in  the  form  of  an  Election 
ballad  (p.  317,  vol.  2),  commencing  "Fintry,  my  stay,  &c."  It  is  certain, 
however  that  several  portions  of  this  fourth  epistle  were  composed  as  early  as 
the  one  ranked  first,  the  apostrophe  to  dullness  and  other  parts  being 
quoted  in  the  poet's  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  of  Ist  January,  1789. 

In  1793,  when  the  poet  was  induced  to  give  to  the  world  some  additional  pieces 
which  he  had  composed  since  the  appearance  of  his  Caledonian  Hunt  edition  of 
1787,  he  selected  the  present  poem  out  of  several,'as  a  sample  of  his  workmanship 
in  English  verse  "after  the  manner  of  Pope's  moral  Epistles."  The  reference 
in  the  opening  line  is  to  a  recent  accident  he  had  sustained  by  his  horse  falling 
with  him.  This  Epistle  is  but  a  fragment  of  an  extensive  poem  which  he  planned 
shortly  after  his  first  arrival  at  EUisland,  under  the  title  of  "  The  Poet's  Progress." 
In  January,  1789,  he  transcribed  some  portions  of  it  to  Professor  Dugald  Stewart, 
with  these  remarks: — " This  poem  is  a  species  of  composition  new  to  me,  but  I 
do  not  intend  it  shall  be  my  last  essay  of  the  kind.  These  fragments,  if  my 
design  fiucceeds,  are  but  a  small  part  of  the  intended  whole :  I  propose  it  shall 
be  the  work  of  my  utmost  exertions,  ripened  by  years." 

Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry  and  Burns  first  met  at  the  table  of  the  Duke  of  Athole, 
in  the  course  of  the  poet's  excursion  to  the  North  Highlands  in  1787.  When  he, 
a  few  months  thereafter,  formed  the  resolution  to  enter  the  Excise,  he  wrote  to 
that  gentleman,  who  was  one  of  the  Commissioners,  and  solicited  his  support 
to  his  application.  Thus  he  writes : — When  I  had  the  honour  of  being  intro- 
duced to  you  at  Athole  House,  I  did  not  think  so  soon  of  asking  a  favour  from 
you.  When  Lear,  in  Shakespeare,  asked  old  Kent  why  he  wished  to  be  in  his 
service,  he  answered:  'Because  you  have  that  in  your  face  which  I  would  fain 
call  master  1 '   For  some  such  reason,  sir,  do  I  now  solicit  your  patronage." 

"  Of  aU  Bums'  friends  (so  writes  Wilson),  the  most  eflBcient  was  Graham  of 
Fintry.  To  him  he  owed  exciseman's  diploma — settlement  as  a  gauger  in  a 
district  of  ten  parishes,  when  he  was  gudeman  at  EUisland — translation  as 
gauger  to  Dumfries — support  against  insidious  foes,  despicable,  yet  not  to  be 
despised,  with  rumour  at  their  head — ^vindication  at  the  Excise  Board — a 
temporal^  supervisorship— and,  though  he  knew  not  of  it,  security  from  dreaded 
degradation  on  his  death-bed."] 

Late  crippled  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg. 
About  to  beg  a  pass  for  leave  to  beg ; 
Dull,  listless,  teased,  dejected,  and  deprest, 
(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest) ; 
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Will  generous  G*****  list  to  his  Poet's  wail  ? 
(It  soothes  poor  Misery,  hearkening  to  her  tale), 
And  hear  him  curse  the  hght  he  first  surveyed, 
And  doubly  curse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade? 

Thou,  Nature,  partial  Nature !  I  arraign ; 

Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain: 

The  Hon  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found, 

One  shakes  the  forest,  and  one  spurns  the  ground : 

Thou  giv'st  the  ass  his  hide,  the  snail  his  shell, 

Th'  envenomed  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  cell ; 

Thy  minions,  kings  defend,  controul,  devour, 

In  all  th'  omnipotence  of  rule  and  power; 

Foxes  and  statesmen,  subtle  wiles  ensure; 

The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure ; 

Toads  with  their  poison,  doctors  with  their  drug, 

The  priest  and  hedgehog  in  their  robes,  are  snug ; 

Even  silly  woman  has  her  warhke  arts, 

Her  tongue  and  eyes,  her  dreaded  spear  and  darts. 

But,  oh !  thou  bitter  step-mother  and  hard, 
To  thy  poor,  fenceless,  naked  child — the  Bard! 
A  thing  unteachable  in  world's  skill. 
And  half  an  idiot  too,  more  helpless  still ; 
No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  opening  dun ; 
No  claws  to  dig,  his  hated  sight  to  shun ; 
No  horns,  but  those  by  luckless  Hymen  worn. 
And  those,  alas !  not  Amalthea's  horn : 
No  nerves  olfact'ry,  Mammon's  trusty  cur, 
Clad  in  rich  Dulness'  comfortable  fur  ; — 
In  naked  feeling,  and  in  aching  pride, 
He  bears  the  unlDroken  blast  from  every  side : 
Vampyre  booksellers  drain  him  to  the  heart, 
And  scorpion  Critics  cureless  venom  dart : — 

Critics ! — appalled,  I  venture  on  the  name — 
Those  cut-throat  bandits  in  the  paths  of  fame : 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Monroes  ! 
He  hacks  to  teach,  thoy  mangle  to  expose  :  — 
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His  heart  by  causeless  wanton  malice  wrung, 

By  blockheads'  daring  into  madness  stung ; 

His  well-won  bays,  than  hfe  itself  more  dear, 

By  miscreants  torn,  who  ne'er  one  sprig  must  wear : 

Foiled,  bleeding,  tortured,  in  the  unequal  strife. 

The  hapless  Poet  flounders  on  thro'  hfe ; 

Till  fled  each  hope  that  once  his  bosom  fired. 

And  fled  each  Muse  that  glorious  once  inspired. 

Low-sunk  in  squahd,  unprotected  age. 

Dead  even  resentment  for  his  injured  page, 

He  heeds  or  feels  no  more  the  ruthless  Critic's  rage  I 

So,  by  some  hedge,  the  generous  steed  deceased, 
For  half-starved  snarling  curs  a  dainty  feast ; 
By  toil  and  famine  wore  to  skin  and  bone. 
Lies,  senseless  of  each  tugging  bitch's  son. 

0  Dulness !  portion  of  the  truly  blest ! 
Calm  sheltered  haven  of  eternal  rest ! 

Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce  extremes 
Of  Fortune's  polar  frost,  or  torrid  beams. 
If  mantling  high  she  fills  the  golden  cup. 
With  sober  selfish  ease  they  sip  it  up : 
Conscious  the  bounteous  meed  they  well  deserve. 
They  only  wonder  "  some  folks  "  do  not  starve. 
The  grave  sage  hern  thus  easy  picks  his  frog. 
And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  disappointment  snaps  the  clue  of  hope. 
And  thro'  disastrous  night  they  darkling  grope. 
With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear. 
And  just  conclude  that  "  fools  are  fortune's  care." 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks. 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  ox. 

No  so  the  idle  Muses'  mad-cap  train, 

Nor  such  the  workings  of  their  moon-struck  brain ; 

In  equanimity  they  never  dwell, 

By  turns  in  soaring  heaven,  or  vaulted  hell. 

1  dread  thee.  Fate,  relentless  and  severe. 
With  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fear ! 
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Already  one  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost, 
Glencairn,  the  truly  noble,  hes  in  dust ; 
(Fled,  like  the  sun  eclips'd  as  noon  appears, 
And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears :) 
0  hear  my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  prayer  ! — 
F*****,  my  other  stay,  long  bless  and  spare ! 
Thro'  a  long  life  his  hopes  and  wishes  crown , 
And  bright  in  cloudless  skies  his  sun  go  down  ! 
May  bliss  domestic^  smooth  his  private  path ; 
Give  energy  to  Hfe ;  and  soothe  his  latest  breath. 
With  many  a  filial  tear  circhng  the  bed  of  death ! 


LAMENT  FOR  JAMES,  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN. 

[Here  we  have  the  poet,  released  from  the  trammels  of  pure  English  verse, 
paying  a  beautiful  tribute  of  sorrow,  gratitude,  and  love,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
death  of  his  noble  young  patron,  who  died  on  30th  January,  1791,  aged  41,  at 
Falmouth,  after  a  vain  effort  to  restore  health  by  a  voyage  to  Lisbon.  It  doea 
not  appear  that  the  poet  felt  himself  in  the  vein  to  produce  this  Lament  at  the 
time  he  first  got  the  announcement  of  his  loss,  which  appears  not  to  have  been 
earlier  than  March.  Sir  John  Whitefoord's  letter  to  the  poet,  acknowledging 
receipt  of  the  finished  poem,  is  dated  16th  October,  1791,  so  we  must  conclud'e 
that  Burns  produced  it  only  after  long  musing ;  and  in  some  of  the  stanzas,  it 
must  be  owned,  he  has  almost  equalled  his  Queen  Mai-y's  Lament  in  pathos  and 
ballad  simplicity.  On  19th  March,  1791,  his  letter  to  Mr.  Dalzell,  the  late  Earl's 
factor,  has  the  following  passage : — "  I  had  a  packet  of  poetic  bagatelles  ready 
to  send  to  Lady  Betty  (his  lorship's  sister)  when  I  saw  the  fatal  tidings  in  the 
newspapers.  I  see,  by  the  same  channel,  that  the  honored  remains  of  my  noble 
patron  are  designed  to  be  brought  to  the  family  burial-place.  Dare  I  trouble 
you  to  let  me  know  privately  before  the  day  of  interment,  that  I  may  cross  the 
country,  and  steal  among  the  crowd,  to  pay  a  tear  to  the  last  sight  of  my  ever- 
remembered  benefactor?   It  will  oblige  me  beyond  expression." 

The  poet  remembered  Glencairn  "after  many  days."  On  August  12,  1794, 
when  his  fourth  son  was  born,  he  named  him  James  Glencairn  Bums.  That 
son  was  afterwards,  like  his  elder  brother  William,  a  Lieut. -Colonel  in  the  East 
India  Company's  service,  and  died  at  Dumfries,  in  1865,  aged  71.] 

The  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills, 

By  fits  the  sun's  departing  beam 
Look'd  on  the  fading  yellow  woods 

That  wav'd  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stream ; 
Beneath  a  craigy  steep,  a  Bard, 

Laden  with  years,  and  meikle  pain, 
In  loud  lament  bewail'd  his  lord, 

Whom  death  had  all  untimely  ta'en. 
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He  lean'd  him  to  an  ancient  aik, 

Whose  trunk  was  mould'ring  down  with  years ; 
His  locks  were  bleached  white  with  time, 

His  hoary  cheek  was  wet  wi'  tears : 
And  as  he  touched  his  trembhng  harp, 

And  as  he  tuned  his  doleful  sang. 
The  winds,  lamenting  thro'  their  caves, 

To  echo  bore  the  notes  alang  ! 

"  Ye  scatter'd  birds  that  faintly  sing 

"  The  rehques  of  the  vernal  quire ; 
"  Ye  woods  that  shed  on  a'  the  winds 

"  The  honours  of  the  aged  year ! 
"  A  few  short  months,  and  glad  and  gay, 

"  Again  ye'U  charm  the  ear  and  e'e ; 
"  But  nocht  in  all  revolving  time 

"  Can  gladness  bring  again  to  me. 

"  I  am  a  bending  aged  tree, 

"  That  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  rain ; 
"  But  now  has  come  a  cruel  blast, 

"  And  my  last  hald  of  earth  is  gane : 
"  Nae  leaf  o'  mine  shall  greet  the  spring, 

"  Nae  simmer  sun  exalt  my  bloom ; 
"  But  I  maun  he  before  the  storm, 

"  And  ithers  plant  them  in  my  room. 

"  I've  seen  sae  mony  changefu'  years, 

"  On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown ; 
"  I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men, 

"  Ahke  unknowing  and  unknown : 
"  Unheard,  unpitied,  unreliev'd, 

"  I  bear  alane  my  lade  o'  care, 
"  For  silent,  low,  on  beds  of  dust, 

"  Lie  a'  that  would  my  sorrows  share. 

"  And  last,  (the  sum  of  a'  my  griefs  I) 

"  My  noble  master  Hes  in  clay ; 
"  The  flower  amang  our  barons  bold, 

"  His  country's  pride,  his  country's  stay: 
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"  In  weary  being  now  I  pine, 

''For  all  the  life  of  life  is  dead, 
"  And  hope  has  left  my  aged  ken, 

"  On  forward  wing  for  ever  fled. 

"  Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp ! 

"  The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  despair ! 
"  Awake !  resound  thy  latest  lay — 

"  Then  sleep  in  silence  evermair ! 
"  And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  friend, 

"  That  fiUest  an  untimely  tomb, 
"  Accept  this  tribute  from  the  Bard 

"  Thou  brought  from  fortune's  mirkest  gloom. 

"  In  Poverty's  low  barren  vale, 

"  Thick  mists,  obscure,  involv'd  me  round ; 
"  Though  oft  I  turned  the  wistful  eye, 

"  Nae  ray  of  fame  was  to  be  found : 
"  Thou  found'st  me,  hke  the  morning  sun 

"  That  melts  the  fogs  in  hmpid  air, 
"  The  friendless  Bard  and  rustic  song 

"  Became  alike  thy  fostering  care. 

"  0  why  has  Worth  so  short  a  date? 

"  While  villains  ripen  gray  with  time ; 
"  Must  thou,  the  noble,  generous,  great, 

"  Fall  in  bold  manhood's  hardy  prime! 
"  Why  did  I  live  to  see  that  day  ? 

"  A  day  to  me  so  full  of  woe ! 
"  0  had  I  met  the  mortal  shaft 

"  Which  laid  my  benefactor  low ! 

"  The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride, 

"  Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen ; 
"  The  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 

"  That  on  his  head  an  hour  has  been ; 
"  The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

"  That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee ; 
"  But  I'll  remember  thee,  Glencairn, 

"  And  a'  that  thou  hast  done  for  me !" 
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LINES, 

SENT  TO  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFOORD  OF  WHITEFOORD,  BART., 
WITH  THE  FOREGOING  POEM. 


[These  eight  beautiful  lines  seem  to  have  been  written  in  October,  179L  Sir 
John's  reply  is  as  follows : — 

"  Near  Maybole,  Oct.  16,  1791. — Sir, — ^Accept  of  my  thanks  for  your  favour, 
vdth  the  Lament  on  the  death  of  my  much  esteemed  friend,  and  your  worthy 
patron,  the  perusal  of  which  pleased  and  affected  me  much.  The  lines  addressed 
to  myself  are  very  flattering.  I  have  always  thought  it  most  natural  to  suppose 
—and  it  is  a  strong  argument  for  a  future  existence — that  worth  and  honour, 
when  neglected  here,  shall,  in  a  happier  state  beyond  the  grave,  meet  with  their 
just  reward,  and  temporal  misfortunes  shall  receive  an  eternal  recompense. 
Let  us  cherish  this  hope  for  our  departed  friend,  and  moderate  our  grief  for 
that  loss  we  have  sustained,  knowing  he  cannot  come  to  us,  but  we  may  go  to 
him." 

We  here  adopt  an  important  correction  in  the  last  line  of  the  following 
piece  which  the  poet  ordered  to  be  made  in  the  course  of  printing  the  edition 
of  1793,  but  which,  unfortunately,  was  not  attended  to,  owing  to  some  mishap  or 
other.  There  exists  an  unedited  letter  of  Burns  to  Alex.  Fraser  Tytler,  Esq. 
(afterwards  Lord  Woodhouselee),  dated  6th  Dec,  1792,  in  which  the  following 
passage  occurs : — 

"  I  am  much  indebted  to  you  for  taking  the  trouble  of  correcting  the  press- 
work.  One  instance,  indeed,  may  be  rather  unlucky,  if  the  lines  to  Sir  John 
Whitefooi'd  are  printed.   They  ought  to  end  thus : — 

'  And  tread  the  shadowy  path  to  that  dark  world  unknown.'  * 
Shadowy,  instead  of  "  dreary,"  as  I  believe  it  stands  at  present.    I  wish  this 
could  be  noticed  in  the  EtTata.   This  comes  of  writing,  as  I  generally  do,  from 
memory.— R.  B."] 

Thou,  who  thy  honour  as  thy  God  rever'st, 

Who,  save  thy  mind^s  reproach,  nought  earthly  fear'st. 

To  thee  this  votive  off'ring  I  impart, 

The  tearful  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 

The  Friend  thou  valued'st,  I  the  Patron  lov'd ; 

His  worth,  his  honour,  all  the  world  approv'd. 

We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  has  gone. 

And  tread  the  shadowy  path  to  that  dark  world  unknown. 


*  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  "  shadowy  "  is  much  to  be  preferred  to  dreary 
in  this  line ;  but  the  poet's  literary  friends  "  of  that  dreary  period  would  detect 
by  counting  the  syllables  on  their  fingers,  that  if  the  poet's  own  word,  "shadowy, 
were  adopted,  the  line  would  be  me  foot  too  long!  There  was  another  oppor- 
tunity of  correcting  this  word  in  the  edition  of  1794,  but  it  was  not  done:  the 
bard,  in  these  minor  matters,  submitted,  although  not  without  wincing  a  little, 
to  the  notions  of  his  straight-laced  friends. 
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TAM  0'  SHANTER. 


A  TALE. 

OfBrovmyis  and  of  Bogillis  full  is  this  buke. 

Gawin  Dottglas. 

[This  is  the  poem  of  wMcli  the  author,  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  dated  April, 
1791,  annonncing  the  birth  of  his  third  son,  William  Nicol  Burns  (still  alive — 
1870),  remarked  as  follows: — "On  Saturday  morning  last,  Mrs.  Burns  made  me 
a  present  of  a  fine  boy — rather  stouter,  but  not  so  handsome  as  your  godson  was 
at  his  time  of  life.  Indeed,  I  look  on  your  little  namesake  to  be  my  chef  d'osuvre 
in  that  species  of  manufacture,  as  I  look  on  Tarn  o'  Shunter  to  be  my  standard 
performance  in  the  poetical  line.  'Tis  true,  both  the  one  and  the  other  discover 
a  spice  of  roguish  waggery,  that  might  perhaps  be  as  well  spared;  but  then  they 
also  shew,  in  my  opinion,  afo-rce  of  genius,  and  a  finishing  polish,  that  I  despair 
of  ever  excelling." 

"  A  finishing  polish!  " — This  is  one  characteristic  of  the  poem  which,  from 
Oromek's  time  downwards,  we  have  been  told,  on  the  authority  of  Mrs.  Burns, 
"was  the  work  of  one  day." — "One  day  between  breakfast  and  dinner,"  accord- 
ing to  some  annotators ;  and,  taking  such  things  for  granted,  the  late  Alexander 
Smith  waggishly  declared  that  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter  is  the  best  day's  work  ever 
produced  in  Scotland^  since  that  day  the  Bruce  won  Bannockburn!  "  The 
poet  never  plumea  himself  on  the  rapidity  of  his  powers  of  composition; 
but  with  much  force,  he  says  in  one  of  his  letters  on  that  subject — "  Though  the 
rough  material  of  fine  writing  is  undoubtedly  the  gift  of  genius,  the  workmanship 
is  as  certainly  the  united  efforts  of  labour,  attention,  and  pains."  It  was  the 
23rd  of  January,  1791,  before  he  announced  the  completion  of  this  marvellous 
poem,  although  we  find  him,  in  the  November  previous,  saying  to  Mrs.  Dunlop, 

I  am  much  flattered  by  yom*  approbation  of  my  Tarn  o'  Shanter."  His  words 
to  Alexander  Cunningham,  in  January,  are  these — "I  have  ]uBt  finished  & -poem. 
— Tarn  o'  Shanter:'  To  the  same  friend  he  writes,  on  12th  March,  1791,  "A 
thing  I  have  just  composed  always  appears  through  a  double  portion  of  that 
partial  medium  in  which  an  author  will  ever  view  his  own  works.  I  believe, 
in  general,  novelty  has  something  in  it  that  inebriates  the  fancy,  and  not  un- 
frequently  dissipates  and  fumes  away  like  other  intoxication,  and  leaves  the 
poor  patient,  as  usual,  with  an  aching  heart."  With  something  of  this  same 
feeling,  in  sending  a  copy,  apparently  of  the  present  poem,  to  Mr.  Dalzell,  on 
19th  March,  1791,  he  says,  "  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  frank  this  letter  to  you, 
as  it  encloses  an  idle  poem  of  mine ;  and,  Q-od  knows,  you  may  perhaps  pay 
dear  enough  for  it  if  you  read  it  through.  Not  that  this  is  my  own  opinion ;  but 
the  author,  by  the  time  he  has  composed  and  corrected  his  work,  has  quite  pored 
away  all  his  powers  of  critical  discrimination." 

These  quotations  in  support  of  the  views  we  are  now  expressing,  certainly 
would  apply  with  more  force  to  the  artistic  skiU  and  laborious  finish  required 
in  the  composition  of  an  effective  lyric,  than  the  production  of  a  metrical  tale 
like  Tam  o'  Shanter;  for  we  would  rather  believe  all  that  has  been  said  of  the 
rapidity  with  which  it  was  composed,  than  credit  the  idle  tale  that  Mary  in 
Heaven  was  written  down  by  the  poet  in  the  presence  of  his  wife,  "  precisely  as 
it  now  stands,"  immediately  after  having  been  composed,  on  a  frosty  harvest 
midnight  in  the  open  field,  where  he  had  been  found  lying  on  his  back  gazing 
at  "  a  star  which  shone  like  another  moon !  " 

Professor  Wilson  argues  thus,  reasonably,  in  favour  of  Tam  o'  Shanter  having 
been  rapidly  composed : — "  The  fact  is  hardly  credible,  but  we  are  willing  to 
believe  it.  Dorset  merely  corrected  his  famous  '  To  all  ye  ladies  now  on  land ' 
the  night  before  an  expected  sea-engagement — a  proof  of  his  self-possession;  but 
he  had  been  working  at  it  for  days.  Dryden  dashed  off  his  '  Alexander's  Feast' 
in  no  time ;  but  the  labour  of  weeks  was  bestowed  on  it  before  it  assumed  its 
present  shape.  Tam  o'  Shanter  is  superior  in  force  and  fire  to  that  Ode.  Never 
did  genius  go  at  such  a  gallop — setting  off  at  score,  and  making  play,  but  with- 
out whip  or  spur,  from  starting  to  winninf-Tiost.   All  is  inspiration.  His  wife 
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with  her  weans,  a  little  way  aside  among  the  broom,  watched  him  at  work  as 
he  was  striding  up  and  down  the  brow  of  the  Scaur,  and  reciting  to  himself  like 
one  demented, — 'Now  Tarn,  O  Tarn  I  had  thae  been  queans,'  &c.,  &c.  His  bonie 
Jean  must  have  been  sorely  perplexed ;  but  she  was  familiar  with  aU  his  moods, 
and,  like  a  good  wife,  left  him  to  his  cogitations." 

All  the  world  knows  that  this  poem  was  produced  by  the  author,  and  presented 
to  Captain  Grose,  as  an  inducement  to  that  antiquary  to  publish  some  account 
and  give  an  engraving  of  Alloway  Kirk  in  his  work,  called  Ch'ose's  Antiquities  of 
Scotland,  published  at  the  end  of  April,  1791.  The  poet  also  supplied  three 
interesting  witch-stories  in  prose,  as  traditions  concerning  Alloway  Kirk,  and 
these  stories  are  found  to  contain  the  groundwork  of  the  narrative  portion  of 
Bums'  inimitable  poem ;  but  little  indeed  do  they  supply  of  what  "  the  poet 
has  unveiled  in  penetrating  the  unsightly  and  disgusting  surfaces  of  things," 
as  Wordsworth  finely  and  philosophically  remarks.] 

When  chapmen  billies  leave  the  street, 
And  drouthy  neebors,  neebors  meet, 
As  market-days  are  wearing  late. 
An'  folk  begin  to  tak  the  gate  ; 
While  we  sit  bousing  at  the  nappy, 
And  getting  fou  and  unco  happy. 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  miles. 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps,  and  styles. 
That  He  between  us  and  our  hame, 
Whare  sits  our  sulky  sullen  dame^ 
Gathering  her  brows  hke  gathering  storm, 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 

This  truth  f and  honest  Tam  d  Shanter^ 
As  he  frae  Ayr  ae  night  did  canter, 
(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  surpasses 
For  honest  men  and  bonie  lasses.) 

O  Tam  !  hadst  thou  but  been  sae  wise. 
As  ta'en  thy  ain  wife  Kalis  advice ! 
She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  was  a  skellum, 
A  blethering,  blustering,  drunken  blellum  ; 
That  frae  November  till  October, 
Ae  market-day  thou  was  nae  sober ; 
That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller, 
Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller ; 
That  every  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on. 
The  smith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on  ; 
That  at  the  L — d's  house,  even  on  Sunday, 
Thou  drank  wi'  Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday. 
She  prophesied  that  late  or  soon, 
Thou  would  be  found  deep  drown'd  in  Doon; 
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Or  catch'd  wi*  warlocks  in  the  mirk, 
By  Alloway's  auld  haunted  kirk. 

Ah,  gentle  dames  !  it  gars  me  greet, 
To  think  how  mony  counsels  sweet, 
How  mony  lengthen' d,  sage  advices, 
The  husband  frae  the  wife  despises ! 

But  to  our  tale : — Ae  market-night, 
Tarn  had  got  planted  unco  right ; 
Fast  by  an  ingle,  bleezing  finely, 
Wi'  reaming  swats,  that  drank  divinely  ; 
And  at  his  elbow,  Souter  Johnny^ 
His  ancient,  trusty,  drouthy  crony ; 
Tarn  lo'ed  him  like  a  vera  brither — 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeks  thegither  ! 
The  night  drave  on  wf  sangs  and  clatter  ; 
And  ay  the  ale  was  growing  better : 
The  landlady  and  Tarn  grew  gracious, 
Wi'  favours,  secret,  sweet  and  precious  : 
The  Souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories  ; 
The  landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus : 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle, 
Tarn  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy, 
E'en  drown'd  himsel'  amang  the  nappy ! 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure. 
The  minutes  wing'd  their  way  wi'  pleasure : 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tarn  was  glorious, 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious ! 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread. 

You  seize  the  flower,  its  bloom  is  shed ; 

Or  like  the  snow  falls  in  the  river, 

A  moment  white — then  melts  for  ever ; 

Or  Mke  the  borealis  race. 

That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 

Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 

Evanishing  amid  the  storm. — 

Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide ; 

The  hour  approaches  2\m  maun  ride ; 
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That  hour,  o'  night's  black  arch  Ine  key-stane, 
That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in ; 
And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in 
As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last ; 
The  rattling  showers  rose  on  the  blast ; 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallow'd  ; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang,  the  thunder  bellow'd  : 
That  night,  a  child  might  understand, 
The  Deil  had  business  on  his  hand. 

Weel  mounted  on  his  gray  mare,  Meg — 
A  better  never  lifted  leg — 
Tarn  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire, 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire ; 
Whiles  holding  fast  his  gude  blue  bonnet ; 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  sonret ; 
Whiles  glowring  round  wi'  prudent  cares, 
Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawares : 
KirJc'Alloway  was  drawing  nigh, 
Whare  ghaists  and  houlets  nightly  cry. 

By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  ford, 
Whare,  in  the  snaw,  the  chapman  smoor'd ; 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  stane, 
Whare  drunken  Chairlie  brak 's  neck-bane  ; 
And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well, 
Whare  Mungo's  mither  hang'd  hersel'. — 
Before  him  Doon  pours  all  his  floods ; 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  the  woods ; 
The  hghtnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll : 
When,  glimmering  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirlc-Alloway  seem'd  in  a  bleeze ; 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing; 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. 

Inspiring  bold  John  Barleycorn  1 

What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn ! 
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"Wf  tippeny,  we  fear  nae  evil ; 

Wf  usqnabae,  we'll  face  the  devil  I — 

The  swats  sae  ream'd  in  Tammie's  noddle, 

Fair  play,  he  car'd  na  deils  a  boddle. 

But  Maggie  stood, right  sair  astonish'd, 

Till,  by  the  heel  and  hand  admonish'd, 

She  ventured  forward  on  the  light ; 

And,  wow  !  Tarn  saw  an  unco  sight ! 

WarlocKs  and  witches  in  a  dance  ; 

Nae  cotillion  brent-new  frae  France^ 

But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspeys,  and  reels, 

Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 

A  winnock-bunker  in  the  east, 

There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o'  beast ; 

A  towzie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large, 

To  gie  them  music  was  his  charge  : 

He  screw'd  the  pipes  and  gart  them  skirl, 

Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  dirl. — 

Coffins  stood  round,  like  open  presses. 

That  shaw'd  the  dead  in  their  last  dresses ; 

And  by  some  devihsh  cantraip  slight, 

Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light. — 

By  which  heroic  Tarn  was  able 

To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 

A  murderer's  banes  in  gibbet-airns ; 

Twa  span-lang,  wee,  unchristen'd  bairns ; 

A  thief,  new-cutted  frae  a  rape, 

Wf  his  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape ; 

Five  tomahawks,  wi'  blude  red-rusted ; 

Five  scymitars,  wi'  murder  crusted ; 

A  garter,  which  a  babe  had  strangled ; 

A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled, 

Whom  his  ain  son  o'  life  bereft, 

The  gray  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft ;  * 


*  Here,  as  originally  printed  in  Grose's  Antiquities  of  Scotland,  are  introduced 
four  lines,  which  were  afterwards  struck  out  by  the  author,  at  the  suggestion  of 
Alexander  Fraser  Tytler,  Esq.,  as  interrupting  the  effect  intended  by  the  poet 
in  the  context   They  are  as  follows :~ 

"  Three  lawyers'  tongues,  turn'd  inside  out, 
Wi'  lies  seam'd  like  a  beggar's  clout; 
Three  priests'  hearts,  rotten,  black  as  muck, 
Lay  stinking,  vile  in  every  neuk." 

X 
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Wi*  mair  o*  horrible  and  awfu', 
Which  even  to  name  wad  be  unlawfu',* 

As  Tammie  glowr'd,  amaz'd,  and  curious, 

The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious : 

The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew ; 

The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew ; 

They  reel'd,  they  set,  they  cross'd,  they  cleekit, 

Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit. 

And  coost  her  duddies  to  the  wark, 

And  Imket  at  it  in  her  sark  ! 

Now  jTam,  0  Tarn !  had  thae  been  queans, 
A'  plump  and  strapping  in  their  teens, 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshie  flannen. 
Been  snaw- white  seventeen  hunder  linnen ! 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair. 
That  ance  were  plush,  o'  gude  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  gi'en  them  off  my  hurdles, 
For  ae  blmk  o'  the  bonie  burdies ! 

But  withered  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Lowping  and  flinging  on  a  crummock, 
I  wonder  didna  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tarn  ken*d  what  was  what  fu'  brawlie, 
There  was  ae  winsome  wench  and  waulie,f 
That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 
(Lang  after  ken'd  on  Carrich  shore ; 
For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot. 
And  perish'd  mony  a  bonie  boat. 
And  shook  baith  meikle  corn  and  bear. 
And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear.) 
Her  cutty-sark,  o'  Paisley  ham, 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn, 


*  "  Sae,  though  the  aith  we  took  was  awfu', 
To  keep  it  now  appears  unlawfu'." 

t  "  She  was  a  winsome  wench  and  waulie, 
And  could  put  on  her  claes  fu'  brawlie." 

Eamsay's  Three  Bonnets. 
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la  longitude  tlio'  sorely  scanty, 
It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  vauntie. — 
Ah  !  little  ken'd  thy  reverend  grannie, 
That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 
Wi'  twa  pund  Scots,  ('twas  a'  her  riches;, 
Wad  ever  grae'd  a  dance  of  witches  I 

But  here  my  Muse  her  wing  maun  cour ; 
Sic  flights  are  far  beyond  her  pow'r ; 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jade  she  was,  and  Strang), 
And  how  Tarn  stood,  hke  ane  bewitch' d. 
And  thought  his  very  een  enrich' d ; 
Even  Satan  glowr'd,  and  fidg'd  fu'  fain, 
And  hotch'd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  maia : 
Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither, 
Tam  tint  his  reason  a'  thegither. 
And  roars  out,  "  Weel  done,  Cutty-sark!" 
And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark : 
And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  ralhed, 
When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied. 

As  bees  bizz  out  wi'  angry  fyke, 

When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke ; 

As  open  pussie's  mortal  foes, 

When,  pop !  she  starts  before  their  nose ; 

As  eager  runs  the  market-crowd, 

When  "  Catch  the  thief  ! "  resounds  aloud ; 

So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 

Wi'  mony  an  eldritch  skriech  and  hollo. 

Ah,  Tam !  ah,  Tam  !  thou'll  get  thy  fairin' ! 
In  hell  they'll  roast  thee  hke  a  herrin' ! 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comin' ! 
Kate  soon  will  be  a  woefu'  woman ! 
Now,  do  thy  speedy  utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stane*  o'  the  brig; 


*  It  is  a  well  known  fact  tliat  witclies,  or  any  evil  spirits,  have  no  power  to 
follow  a  poor  wight  any  farther  than  the  middle  of  the  next  running  stream.— 
It  may  be  proper  likewise  to  mention  to  the  benighted  traveller,  that  when  he 
falls  in  with  hogles,  whatever  danger  maybe  in  his  going  forward,  there  is  mucii 
more  hazard  in  turning  back.— (E.  B.  1793.) 
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There  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  toss, 
A  running  stream  they  dare  na  cross. 
But  ere  the  key-stane  she  could  make, 
The  fient  a  tail  she  had  to  shake ! 
For  Nannie,!  far  ■  before  the  rest, 
Hard  upon  noble'  Maggie  prest. 
And  flew  at  Tam  wi'  furious  ettle ; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle — 
Ae  spring  brought  off  her  master  hale. 
But  left  behind  her  ain  gray  tail : 
The  carhn  claught  her  by  the  rump, 
And  left  poor  Maggie  scarce  a  stump. 

Now,  wha  this  tale  o'  truth  shall  read, 
Ilk  man  and  mother's  son  take  heed : 
Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  incUn'd, 
Or  cutty-sarks  run  in  your  mind. 
Think !  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear — 
Remember  Tam  o'  Shanter's  mare.* 


*  Beference  has  been  made  in  a  foot-note, '"at  page  353,  to  some  opinions- 
expressed  by  Alexander  Fraser  Tytler,  Esq.,  afterwards  Lord  Woodhouselee, 
regarding  this  poem.  It  may  not  be  improper  here  to  quote  a  few  words  from 
the  critical  letter,  dated  12th  March,  1791,  sent  by  him  to  the  poet  after  reading 
the  tale  from  a  proof-sheet  of  Grose's  Antiquities: — "  I  have  seldom  in  my  lifo 
tasted  of  higher  enjoyment  from  any  work  of  genius  than  I  have  received  from 
this  composition ;  and  I  am  much  mistaken  if  this  poem  alone — had  you  never 
written  another  syllable— would  not  have  been  sufficient  to  have  transmitted 
your  name  down  to  posterity  with  high  reputation."  The  critic  then  says  that 
the  introductory  portion  of  the  poem — ^the  scene  in  the  alehouse — reminds  liim  of 
"  the  humour  and  naivete  of  Matthew  Prior,"  and  pronounces  the  description  of 
the  infernal  orgies  of  the  witch's  Sabbath  in  the  old  kirk  to  be  equal  to  anything 
of  the  kind  in  Shakespeare.  The  present  generation  of  readers  know  a  good 
deal  about  the  last  named  author ;  ^ut  few  indeed  are  acquainted  with  the 
writings  of  Matthew  Prior :  and  we  think  it  rather  odd  that  no  annotator  or 
editor  of  Burns  down  to  the  present  time  have  thought  it  worth  while  to  enquire- 
where  he  found  his  model  for  Tam  o'  Shanter.  At  page  354,  in  a  foot-note,  we 
point  out  two  direct  quotations  made  in  Bums'  text  from  a  litt]e-known  poem 
by  Allan  Eamsay,  which  undoubtedly  was  the  piece  Bums  had  in  his  eye  in 
composing  this  tale,  and  also  The  Twa  Dogs — poem  conceived  in  the  same 
vein,  and  written  in  the  same  measure.  We  would  take  this  opportunity  of 
recommending  the  reader  to  peruse  worthy  Allan's  poem  here  referred  to,  which 
is  one  of  the  author's  earliest,  and  was  produced  anonymously  before  being 
published  in  the  first  edition  of  his  poems  in  July,  1721.  Knowing  its  value,  he- 
concluded,  like  a  true  poet  and  a  true  prophet,  in  these  words:— 
"  Thus  I  have  sung  in  hamelt  rhyme, 

A  sang  that  scorns  the  teeth  o'  time; 

Though  modestly  I  hide  my  name. 

Admiring  virtue  mair  than  fame." 
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ON  SEEING  A  WOUNDED  HARE  LIMP  BY  MB, 

WHICH  A  FELLOW  HAD  JUST  SHOT  AT. 


[The  poet  sent  this  production  to  his  friend  Alexander  Cunningham,  in  a  letter 
dated  from  Ellisland,  4th  May,  1789,  making  these  observations: — "I  have  just 
put  the  last  hand  to  a  little  poem,  which  I  think  will  be  something  to  your  taste. 
Cue  morning  lately,  as  I  was  out  pretty  early  in  the  fields,  sowing  some  grass 
seeds,  I  heard  the  burst  of  a  shot  from  a  neighbouring  plantation,  and  presently 
a  poor  little  wounded  hare  came  crippling  by  me.  You  will  guess  my  indigna- 
tion at  the  inhuman  fellow  who  could  shoot  a  hare  at  this  season,  when  all  of 
them  have  young  ones.  Indeed,  there  is  something  in  that  business  of  destroy- 
ing for  our  sport,  individuals  in  the  animal  creation  that  do  not  injure  us 
materially,  which  I  could  never  reconcile  to  my  ideas  of  virtue.  Let  me  know 
how  you  like  my  poem.  I  am  doubtful  whether  it  would  not  be  an  improvement 
to  keep  out  the  last  stanza  but  one  altogether. " 

This  closing  sentence  refers  to  the  following  verse,  which  does  not  appear  in 
the  author's  edition  of  1793 :  perhaps  many  of  our  readers  will  think  it  is  better 
than  any  of  the  retained  stanzas : — 

"  Perhaps  a  mother's  anguish  adds  its  woe : 
The  playful  pair  crowd  fondly  by  thy  side ; 
Ah!  helpless  nurselings,  who  will  now  provide 
That  life  a  mother  only  can  bestow?  " 
The  sentiments  introduced  in  this  little  piece  are  frequently  expressed  in  the 
poet's  writings:  for  instance,  in  the  song — Now  westlin  winds  and  slaughV I'ing 
guns,  we  have  the  following  verse : — 

"  Avaunt,  away !  the  cruel  sway,  tyrannic  man's  dominion ; 
The  sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  cry,  the  flutt'ring  gory  pinion! " 
and  again,  in  the  Brigs  of  Ayr,  is  the  following  fine  passage: — 
"  The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  every  side, 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide ; 
The  feather'd  field-mates,  bound  by  nature's  tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie : 
(What  warm  poetic  heart  but  inly  bleeds. 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds!)  " 
And  even  in  lamenting  the  death  of  a  great  sportsman,  who  was  loved  by  the 
poet  for  other  qualities,  he  cannot  help  imagining  that 

"  On  his  mouldering  br-east,  some  spitefu'  moorfowl  bigs  her  nest" 
The  poet  sent  a  copy  of  the  present  poem,  in  its  original  form,  to  his  friend 
Dr.  Gregory,  who,  in  a  letter  dated  2nd  June,  1789,  astounded  the  author  by 
some  very  rigid,  although  not  unjust  criticisms  on  it,  which  Burns  really  seems 
to  have  profited  by.  In  a  letter  written  soon  after,  he  says,  "  Dr.  Gregory  is  a 
good  man,  but  he  crucifies  me.  I  believe  in  his  iron  justice;  but,  like  the 
devils,  I  believe  and  tremble."] 

Inhuman  man !  curse  on  thy  barb'rous  art, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder- aiming  eye  1 
May  never  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh, 

Nornever pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart! 

Go  live,  poor  wanderer  of  the  wood  and  field, 
The  bitter  little  that  of  life  remains : 
No  more  the  thickening  brakes  and  verdant  plains 

To  thee  shall  home,  or  food,  or  pastime  yield. 
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Seek,  mangled  wretch,  some  place  of  wonted  rest, 
No  more  of  rest,  but  now  thy  dying  bed! 
The  sheltering  rushes  whistling  o'er  thy  head. 

The  cold  earth  with  thy  bloody  bosom  prest.  . 

Oft  as  by  winding  Nith  I,  musing,  wait 
The  sober  eve,  or  hail  the  chearful  dawn, 
I'll  miss  thee  sporting  o'er  the  dewy  lawn,* 

And  curse  the  rufi&an's  aim  and  mourn  thy  hapless  fate. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE  OF  THOMSON, 

ON  CKOWNINa  HIS  BUST  AT  EDNAM,  ROXBURGHSHIRE, 
WITH  BATS. 

[The  Earl  of  Buchan,  about  tlie  end  of  August,  1791,  wrote  to  Bums,  intimating 
that,  on  the  approaching  anniversary  of  the  poet  Thonison's  hirth-day  (Sept.  7th) 
a  temple  which  he  had  erected  to  his  memory  at  Ednam,  near  Kelso,  would  be 
inaugurated.  He  invited  Burns  to  be  present,  and  hinted  that  an  Ode  from 
him  would  be  expected  for  the  occasion.  The  poet  replied  as  follows : — "  A 
week  or  two's  absence,  in  the  very  middle  of  my  harvest,  is  what  I  much  doubt 
I  dare  not  venture  on.  Tour  lordship  hints  at  an  Ode  for  the  occasion ;  but  who 
would  write  after  Collins  ?  I  read  over  his  verses  to  the  memory  of  Thomson, 
and  despaired.  I  got  indeed  to  the  length  of  three  or  four  stanzas,  in  the  way 
of  address  to  the  shade  of  the  bard,  on  crowning  his  bust.  I  shall  trouble  your 
lordship  with  a  copy  of  them,  which,  I  am  afraid,  will  be  but  too  convincing  a 
proof  how  unequal  I  am  to  the  task." 

Any  reader  who  is  familiar  with  the  verses  referred  to  by  Collins,  will  discover 
that  Bums  has  followed  his  predecessor  pretty  closely,  especially  in  these  lines— 
"  While  Spring  shall  pour  his  showers,  as  oft  he  wont, 

And  bathe  thy  breathing  tresses,  meekest  Eve : 
While  Summer  loves  to  sport  beneath  thy  ling'ring  light: 
While  sallow  Autumn  fills  thy  cup  with  leaves. 
Or  Winter,  yelling  through  tiie  troublous  air, 
Affrights  thy  shrinking  train,  and  rudely  rends  thy  robes : 
So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule, 
Shall  Fancy,  Friendship,  Science,  smiling  Peace 
Thy  gentlest  influence  own,  and  love  thy  favourite  name !  "] 

While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood. 

Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green, 
Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolic  mood. 

Or  tunes  Eolian  strains  between : 

*  See  note  to  song,  page  191.  We  can  scarcely  avoid  noticing  here,  that  the 
poet  had  a  well-known  passage  in  dray's  Elegy,  ringing  in  his  ear  when  he 
composed  this  last  stanza  :— 

"  Oft  have  we  seen  him,  at  the  peep  of  dawn. 
Brushing,  with  hasty  steps,  the  dew  away." 

"  One  mom  I  mlss'd  him  on  the  custom'd  hill, 
Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he." 
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While  Summer  with  a  matron  grace 
Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  coohng  shade, 

Yet  oft,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade : 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind. 

By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head. 
And  sees,  with  self-approving  mind, 

Each  creature  on  his  bounty  fed : 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 

The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows, 

Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar, 
Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snows  : 

So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  the  Year  ! 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won ; 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear, 

Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 


[Note. — Practically  the  Bust  was  not  crowned  on  the  occasion. 
From  the  European  Magazine  for  November  1791,  we  learn  that 
in  the  absence  of  the  Bast  the  Earl  of  Buchan  at  the  conclusion  of 
his  speech  laid  a  garland  of  bays  upon  a  copy  of  the  poet's  works 
that  had  been  presented  to  his  father  by  Thomson.  Following 
the  speech  is  given  the  above  poem  which  was  probably  the  first 
occasion  of  its  appearing  in  print.] 
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ON  THE  LATE  CAPTAIN 
GROSE'S  PEREGRINATIONS  THRO'  SCOTLAND, 

COLLECTING  THE  ANTIQUITIES  OF  THAT  KINGDOM. 


[We  are  told  that  this  humorous  poem  was  puWished  so  early  as  4th  Sept, 
1789,  in  the  columns  of  the  Kelso  Chronicle,  with  the  fictitious  signature,  "  Thomas 
A.  Linn,"  appended  to  it  Thus  the  poet  must  have  been  acquainted  with  the 
Captain  for  more  than  a  year  before  he  set  about  the  performance  of  his  promise 
to  furnish  for  him  a  metrical  tale  referring  to  AUoway  Kirk.  The  song  of  Willie 
brewed  a  peck  o'  maut,  was  composed  at  this  very  period ;  and  The  Whistle  was 
produced  shortly  thereafter.  It  is  not  at  all  unlikely,  therefore,  that  the  "  fine, 
fat,  fodgel  wight,  o'  stature  short,  but  genius  bright,"  having  been  in  Nithsdale 
that  season,  may  have  been  a  party  in  similar  symposiums  along  with  the  poet 
and  his  jolly  companions.  The  artist  who  painted  the  picture  of  the  (alleged) 
inauguration  of  Bums  as  poet-laureate  of  the  Canongate  Kilwinning  Lodge  of 
Freemasons  at  Edinburgh  in  March,  1787,  committed  an  absurd  anachronism  in 
introducing  the  portly  figure  of  Grose  in  the  foreground;  for  it  is  certain  that 
he  did  not  visit  Scotland  till  the  following  year,  and  that  Bums  was  first  intro- 
duced to  him  at  Friars  Carse,  in  the  summer  of  1789. 

The  poet  introduced  Grose  to  Professor  Dugald  Stewart  by  letter,  and  we  quote 
the  following  passage  to  show  that  Burns  saw  something  to  appreciate  in  Grose's 
character  beyond  the  mere  elements  of  fun  and  frolic  so  happily  hit  off  in  the 
present  poem.  He  writes  -  to  Grose,  informing  him  that  he  has  acquitted 
himself  of  his  promise  to  communi'^ate  with  the  Professor  and  arrange  a  meet- 
ing between  them,  and  thus  proceeds: — 

"  "When  linform  you  that  Mr.  Stewart's  principal  characteristic  is  your  favourite 
feature — that  sterling  independence  of  mind  which,  though  every  man's  right, 
BO  few  men  have  the  courage  to  claim,  and  fewer  still  the  magnaminity  to  sup- 
port— when  I  tell  you  that,  unseduced  by  splendour,  and  undisgusted  by 
wretchedness,  he  appreciates  the  merits  of  the  various  actors  in  the  great  drama 
of  life  merely  as  they  perform  their  parts, — in  short,  when  I  tell  you  lie  is  a  man 
after  your  own  heart,  and  that  I  comply  with  his  earnest  request  in  letting  you 
know  that  he  wishes  above  all  things  to  meet  you,  is,  I  feel  certain,  recommen- 
dation enough  for  you." 

Not  being  very  sure  of  Grose's  address,  the  poet  enclosed  the  letter  above 
quoted,  under  cover  to  Mr.  Cardonnel,  a  brother  antiquary  in  Edinburgh,  and 
while  in  the  act  of  folding  it  up,  the  quaint  old  song  of  Sir  John  Malcolm  ran 
through  his  mind,  and  under  the  impulse  of  its  humour,  he  inscribed  within  the 
envelope,  his  well-known  Impromtu — "Ken  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose  ?  " 

Francis  Grose,  we  are  told  by  Mr.  R.  Chambers,  was  a  broken-down  English 
gentleman,  who,  under  the  pressure  of  poverty,  took  to  antiquarian  literature, 
and  published  several  works,  embellished  with  etchings  from  his  own  draw- 
ings. One  of  his  works  was  a  very  curious  Slang  Dictionary,  much  sought  after 
by  virtmsoes  of  depraved  taste.  Poor  Grose  died  of  apoplexy  in  Dublin  in  May, 
1791,  at  the  age  of  48,  just  three  weeks  after  the  publication  of  his  Book  con- 
taining Burns'  Tam  o'  ShanterJ] 

Hear,  Land  o'  Cakes,  and  brither  Scots, 
Frae  Maidenkirk  to  Johnny  Groats ! — 
If  there's  a  hole  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  you  tent  it : 
A  chield's  amang  you  taking  notes. 

And,  faith,  he'll  prent  it. 
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If  in  your  bounds  ye  chance  to  light 
Upon  a  fine,  fat,  fodgel  wight, 
O'  stature  short,  but  genius  bright, 

That's  he,  mark  weel — 
And  wow !  he  has  an  unco  slight 

0'  cauk  and  keel. 

By  some  auld,  houlet -haunted,  biggin,* 

Or  kirk  deserted  by  its  riggin. 

It's  ten  to  ane  ye'U  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  part, 
Wi'  deils,  they  say,  L — d  safe's !  colleaguin' 

At  some  black  art. — 

Ilk  ghaist  that  haunts  auld  ha'  or  chamer, 

Ye  gipsy-gang  that  deal  in  glamor, 

And  you,  deep-read  in  hell's  black  grammar, 

A¥arlocks  and  witches ; 
Ye'U  quake  at  his  conjuring  hammer. 

Ye  midnight  b  es. 

It's  tauld  he  was  a  sodger  bred, 
And  ane  wad  rather  fa'n  than  fled  ; 
But  now  he's  quat  the  spurtle-blade, 

And  dog-skin  wallet, 
And  ta'en  the — Antiquarian  trade^ 

I  think  they  call  it. 

He  has  a  fouth  o'  auld  nick-nackets : 
Rusty  airn  caps  and  jinglin  jackets,f 
Wad  hand  the  Lothians  three  in  tackets, 

A  towmont  gude ; 
And  parritch-pats,  and  auld  saut-backets, 

Before  the  Flood. 

Of  Eve's  first  fire  he  has  a  cinder ; 
Auld  Tubalcain's  fire-shool  and  fender ; 
That  which  distinguished  the  gender 

O'  Balaam's  ass ; 
A  broom-stick  o'  the  witch  of  Endor, 

Weel  shod  wi'  brass. 


*  Vide  his  Antiquities  of  Scotland.— (R.  B.  1793.) 
t  Vide  Ms  treatise  on  ancient  armour  and  weapons. — (E.  B.  1793.) 
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Forbye,  he'll  shape  you  aff  fu'  gleg 
The  cut  of  Adam's  philibeg ; 
The  knife  that  nicket  Abel's  craig 

He'll  prove  you  fully, 
It  was  a  faulding  jocteleg, 

Or  lang-kail  gullie. — 

But  wad  ye  see  him  in  his  glee, 
.  For  meikle  glee  and  fun  has  he, 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

Gude  fellows  wi'  him ; 
And  port^  0  port !  shine  thou  a  wee. 

And  THEN  ye'U  see  him! 

Now,  by  the  Powers  o'  Verse  and  Prose ! 
Thou  art  a  dainty  chield,  O  Grose ! — 
Whae  er  o'  thee  shall  ill  suppose, 

They  sair  misca'  thee ; 
I'd  take  the  rascal  by  the  nose. 

Wad  say.  Shame  fa'  thee. 
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TO  MISS  c*********  A  YERY  YOUNG  LADY. 

WRITTEN    ON   THE    BLANK   LEAP    OF    A  BOOK, 
PRESENTED  TO  HER  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

[The  reader  is  referred  to  our  note  on  the  song — A  Rose-hud  hy  my  early  walk 
(page  230),  for  some  information  regarding  the  heroine  of  these  very  sweet 
lines.  The  poet  seems  to  have  held  Mr.  William  Oruikshank,  her  father,  in 
high  estimation ;  for,  in  a  letter  to  Alexander  Cunningham,  dated  4th  May,  1789, 
he  says,  "  Oruikshank  is  a  glorious  production  of  the  Author  of  man.  You,  he, 
and  the  noble  Colonel  of  the  Crochallan  Fencibles  (Dunbar)  are 

'As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops  that  visit  my  sad  heart' 
I  have  a  good  mind  to  make  verses  on  you  all,  to  the  tune  of — Three  gvde fellows 
ayon  t  yon  glen  !  " 

But  Mr.  K.  Chambers,  from  the  information  of  a  gentleman  vs^hohad  been  a  pupil 
and  boarder  w-ith  Cruikshank,  notes  that  in  consequence  of  the  severity  of  his 
discipline,  the  character  of  his  old  master  appeared  to  him  in  a  very  different 
light  from  vrhat  it  did  in  the  eyes  of  his  boon-companion  Burns. 

He  was  appointed  one  of  the  Classical  Masters  in  the  High  School  of  Edin- 
burgh in  1772,  and  died  in  1795.  It  is  worthy  of  remark,  that  his  brother  teacher, 
William  Nicol,  to  whom  Burns  was  also  so  much  attached,  received  his  appoint- 
ment while  a  "Student  of  Divinity,"  just  two  years  after  Cruikshank, namely, 
in  1774 ;  whom  he  survived  only  two  years,  dying  in  1797.  A  late  historian  of 
the  High  School  states  thart  Nicol  also  "  was  very  unpopular  among  the  boys,  by 
his  frequent  use  of  the  lash ;  although  his  pupils  generally  made  an  excellent 
appearance  in  the  rpctor's  class,  and  many  of  them,  in  after  life,  have  been  noted 
for  their  elegant  scholarship." 

The  following  reference  to  "  The  Eose-bud  "  is  found  in  a  letter  from  the  poet 
to  her  father,  written  from  Ellisland,  at  Christmas,  1788 : — "  Many  happy  returns 
of  seasons  to  you,  with  your  dearest  and  worthiest  friend,  and  the  lovely  little 
pledge  of  your  happy  union.  May  the  great  Author  of  life,  and  of  every  enjoy- 
ment that  can  render  life  delightful,  make  her  that  comfortable  blessing  to  you 
both  which  you  so  ardently  vrish  for,  and  which  you  so  well  deserve  1"] 

Beauteous  rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 

Blooming  on  thy  early  May, 

Never  may'st  thou,  lovely  Flower, 

Chilly  shrink  in  sleety  shower ! 

Never  Boreas'  hoary  path, 

Never  Eurus'  pois'nous  breath, 

Never  baleful  stellar  Mghts, 

Taint  thee  with  untimely  blights ! 

Never,  never  reptile  thief 

Riot  on  thy  virgin  leaf ! 

Nor  even  Sol  too  fiercely  view 

Thy  bosom  blushing  still  with  dew !  * 

*  It  humbly  appears  to  us  that  the  only  defect  in  the  foregoing  little  poem  lies 
in  this  line.  The  figure  of  "  The  Eose-bud,"  applied  to  the  young  lady  thus 
addressed,  seems  to  make  an  awkward  halt  here.  The  dewy  rose-bud  expand- 
ing its  blushing  bosom,  is  a  fine  B3Tiibol  of  youthful  beauty ;  but  when  we  look 
from  the  inanimate  flgtire  to  the  snowy  breast  of  the  living  Rose-hud  addressed 
by  the  poet,  we  ask  with  some  surprise — What  is  the  meaning  of  this  expressien — 
"  Thy  boflom  blushing  still  with  deat " 
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May'st  thou  long,  sweet  crimson  gem, 
Richly  deck  thy  native  stem ; 
Till  some  evening,  sober,  calm. 
Dropping  dews  and  breathing  balm, 
While  all  around  the  woodland  rings, 
And  every  bird  thy  requiem  sings ; 
Thou,  amid  the  dirgeful  sound. 
Shed  thy  dying  honours  round. 
And  resign  to  parent  earth 
The  loveliest  form  she  e'er  gave  birth. 


SONQ. 

[Who  this  Anna  was,  none  of  the  annotators  seem  to  have  deemed  it  worth 
while  to  enquire.  In  truth,  had  we  not  met  it  in  the  author's  own  edition, 
we  would  have  been  disposed  to  doubt  its  authenticity;  for  it  bears  scarcely  a 
trace  of  Burns'  manner.  He  must  have  had  some  meaning  in  publishing  this 
epigramatic  trifle,  and  giving  it  a  whole  page  to  itself  in  his  elegant  editions  of 
1793  and  1794.  His  "Anna  with  the  gowden  locks"  died  two  years  before  the 
date  of  its  first  publication,  and  he  never  had  any  reason  to  despair  for  her  love; 
BO  we  must  hold  that  some  haughtier  dame  is  here  referred  to.] 

Anna,  thy  charms  my  bosom  fire. 
And  waste  my  soul  with  care ; 

But  ah  !  how  bootless  to  admire, 
When  fated  to  despair ! 

Yet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  Fair, 

To  hope  may  be  forgiven ; 
For  sure  'twere  impious  to  despair 

So  much  in  sight  of  Heaven. 
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ON  READING,  IN  A  NEWSPAPER, 

THE  DEATH  OF  J         M'L  ,  Esq., 

BROTHER  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY,  A  PARTICULAR  FRIEND  OF 
THE  author's. 

[This  appears  to  have  been  composed  during  the  poet's  short  residence  at 
Mauchline,  in  July,  1787,  after  his  first  sojourn  in  Edinburgh.  The  young 
Countess  of  Loudoun's  mother  was  one  of  the  M'Leods  of  Raasay,  and  through 
that  Ayrshire  connection,  Burns  would  be  introduced  to  the  Laird  of  Eaasay's 
family'in  Edinburgh.  In  the  title  of  the  present  poem,  he  claims  Miss  Isabella 
M'Leod  as  "a  particular  friend  of  the  author's."  The  death  of  her  youngest 
brother,  John  M'Leod,  Esq.,  occurred  on  20th  July,  1787,  and  the  poet  has  seldom 
been  more  successful  than  in  the  present  instance,  in  giving  lyric  utterance  to 
the  language  of  condolence  for  loss  by  death.  It  seems  pretty  plain,  however, 
that  throughout  the  piece  he  takes  more  interest  in  his  "particular  friend" 
Isabella,  than  in  the  fate  of  her  departed  brother.  We  may  farther  note,  that 
in  one  of  his  letters  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  he  quotes  two  lines  of  this  poem,  thus:— 

"Heav'n  often  tears  the  bosom-chords  that  nature  finest  strung. 
You  will  excuse  this  quotation  for  the  sake  of  the  author." 

Eeferring  to  his  visit  to  Edinburgh,  Burns  is  said  to  have  remarked  as  fol- 
lows:— "Between  the  men  of  rustic  life  and  the  polite  world  I  observed  little 
difference  ;  but  a  refined  and  accomplished  woman  was  a  thing  altogether  new 
to  me,  and  of  which  I  had  fonned  but  a  very  inadequate  idea."  And  Professor 
Wilson  on  this  subject  writes  thus: — "One  of  his  biographers  seems  to  have 
believed  that  his  love  for  Jean  Armour,  the  daughter  of  a  Mauchline  mason, 
must  have  died  away  under  these  more  adequate  ideas  of  the  sex,  along  with 
their  corresponding  emotions." 

Here  we  find  Burns  amid  the  society  ot  Edinburgh  belles,  such  as  Isabella 
M'Leod,  and  many  others,  and  it  is  very  curious  to  observe  how,  in  his  letters 
he  expresses  the  customary  emotions  of  his  heart  towards  all  such.  So  early 
as  7th  January,  1787,  he  writes  to  an  Ayrshire  friend — "I  have  met  with  a  very 
pretty  girl— a  Lothian  farmer's  daughter,  whom  I  have  almost  persuaded  to 
accompany  me  to  the  west  country,  should  I  ever  return  to  settle  there.  By 
the  way,  a  Lothian  farmer  is  about  the  same  as  an  Ayrshire  squire  of  the  lower 
kind.  I  had  a  most  delicious  ride  from  Leith  to  her  house  yesternight  in  a 
hackney  coach,  with  her  brother,  and  two  sisters,  and  brother's  wife.  We  had 
dined  altogether  at  a  common  friend's  house  in  Leith,  and  drank,  danced,  and 
sun  g  till  late  enough." 

In  the  course  of  his  mysterious  visit  to  the  West  Highlands,  about  the  end  of 
June,  1787,  he  thus  writes  to  James  Smith: — "I  shall  somewhere  have  a  farm 
soon.  I  was  going  to  say  a  wife  too;  but  that  must  never  bo  my  blessed  lot. 
I  am  but  a  younger  son  of  the  house  of  Parnassus,  and,  like  other  younger 
sons  of  great  families,  I  may  intrigue,  if  I  choose  to  run  all  risks,  but  must 

not  marry.   I  have  only  .   This  last  is  one  of  your  distant  acquaintances, 

has  a  fine  figure,  and  elegant  manners,  and,  in  the  train  of  some  great  folks 
whom  you  know,  has  seen  the  politest  quarters  of  Europe.  I  do  like  her  a 
good  deal,"  &c. 

It  is  not  easy  to  conjecture  what  Ayrshire  lady  of  fashion — known  to  both 
Smith  and  himself — is  here  referred  to.  The  letter  in  his  correspondence 
addressed  to  "My  dear  countrywoman,"  may  apply  to  the  same  lady.  In  the 
Glenriddel  MS.  the  present  poem  is  included,  and  the  poet  has  appended  to  it 
the  following  remark: — "This  poetic  compliment  (what  few  poetic  compli- 
ments are)  was  from  the  heart."] 

Sad  thy  tale,  thou  idle  page. 

And  rueful  thy  alarms  • 
Death  tears  the  brother  of  her  love 

From  Isabella's  arms. 
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Sweetly  deckt  with  pearly  dew 
The  morning  rose  may  blow ; 

But  cold  successive  noontide  blasts 
May  lay  its  beauties  low. 

Fair  on  Isabella's  morn 
The  sun  propitious  smil'd ; 

But,  long  ere  noon,  succeeding  clouds 
Succeeding  hopes  beguil'd. 

Fate  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 
That  Nature  finest  strung : 

So  Isabella's  heart  was  form'd. 
And  so  that  heart  was  wrung. 

Dread  Omnipotence,  alone, 
Can  heal  the  wound  He  gave ; 

Can  point  the  brimful  grief-worn  eyes 
To  scenes  beyond  the  grave. 

Virtue's  blossoms  there  shall  blow, 
And  fear  no  withering  blast ; 

There  Isabella's  spotless  worth 
Shall  happy  be  at  last.* 


*  The  reader  will  find,  at  page  224  another  composition  of  Burns  having: 
reference  to  the  grief  of  Miss  Isabella  M'Leod  for  the  loss  of  relatives  by  deat'i  ; 
thus  affording  another  proof  of  the  intimacy  subsisting  between  the  poet  and 
the  M'Leod  family  about  the  year  1787,  when  both  of  these  poems  were  pto- 
duced.  Flora,  the  eldest  sister  of  Isabella,  had,  in  1779,  been  married  to 
Colonel  Mure  Campbell,  afterwards  the  fifth  Earl  of  Loudoun  (to  which  title 
he  succeeded  in  1782,  after  his  wife's  death.)  She  died  at  Edinburgh,  in  1780 
a  few  hours  after  giving  birth  to  a  daughter,  Flora,  who  became  Countess  of 
Loudoun  by  succession,  and  Marchioness  of  Hastings  by  marriage.  Her 
father's  death  we  have  referred  to  in  a  note  at  page  224. 
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THE  HUMBLE  PETITION  OF  BRUAR  WATER 

TO  THE  NOBLE  DUKE  OF  ATHOLE. 

[This  lively  and  characteristic  production  was  very  rapidly  composed  by  Burns 
in  the  course  of  his  north  tour  in  company  with  Nicol  in  1787.  Be  reached 
Blair  Castle,  the  seat  of  the  Duke  of  Athole,  on  the  night  of  Friday,  the  31st 
of  August,  and  was  a  guest  there  till  Monday  morning,  3rd  September.  On  5th 
September,  on  reaching  Inverness,  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Josiah  "Walker,  tuto  r  to  the 
Duke's  family  (afterwards  Professor  Walker  of  Glasgow  University),  eQclosing 
the  poem,  with  these  remarks: — "I  have  just  time  to  write  the  foregoing,  and 
to  tell  you  that  it  was — at  least  most  part  of  it — the  effusion  of  a  half-hour  I 
spent  at  Bruar.  I  do  not  mean  it  was  extempore,  for  I  have  endeavoured  to 
brush  it  up  as  well  as  Mr.  Nicol's  chat  and  the  jogging  of  the  chaise  would 
allow.  It  eases  my  heart  a  good  deal,  as  rhyme  is  the  coin  with  which  a  poet 
pays  his  debts  of  honour  or  gratitude  " 

The  two  days  Burns  spent  at  Blair  he  afterwards  declared  to  be  among  the 
happiest  days  of  his  life.  Professor  Walker  has  recorded  that  "he  tried  to 
exert  his  abilities,  because  he  knew  that  it  was  ability  alone  that  gave  him  a 
title  to  be  there.  The  Duke's  fine  young  family  attracted  much  of  his  admir- 
ation; he  drank  there  healths  as  honest  men  and  bonie  lasses,  an  idea  which  was 
much  applauded  by  the  company,  and  with  which  he  very  felicitously  closed 
his  poem."] 

My  Lord,  I  know  y  our  noble  ear 

Woe  ne'er  assails  in  vain  ; 
Embolden'd  thus,  I  beg  you'll  hear 

Your  humble  slave  complain. 
How  saucy  Phoebus'  scorching  beams, 

In  flaming  summer-pride, 
Dry-withering,  waste  my  foamy  streams, 

And  drink  my  crystal  tide. 

The  lightly-jumping,  glowrin'  trouts, 

That  thro'  my  waters  play, 
If,  in  their  random,  wanton  spouts, 

They  near  the  margin  stray  ; 
If,  hapless  chance  !  they  linger  lang, 

I'm  scorching  up  so  shallow, 
They're  left  the  whitening  stanes  among, 

In  gasping  death  to  wallow. 

Last  day  I  grat  wi'  spite  and  teen. 

As  Poet  B****  came  by, 
That,  to  a  Bard,  I  should  be  seen 

Wi'  half  my  channel  dry : 


*  Bruar  Falls,  in  Athole,  are  exceedingly  picturesque  and  beautiful:  but 
their  effect  is  much  impaired  by  the  want  of  trees  and  shrubs.— (K.  B.  1793.) 
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A  panegyric  rhyme.  I  ween, 
Even  as  I  was  lie  shor'd  me ; 

But,  had  I  in  my  glory  been. 
He,  kneehng,  wad  ador'd  me. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  skelvy  rocks, 

In  twisting  strength  I  rin ; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smokes, 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn : 
Enjoying  large  each  spring  and  well 

As  Nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  altho'  I  say't  mysel'. 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to  see. 

Would  then  my  noble  master  please 

To  grant  my  highest  wishes. 
He'll  shade  my  banks  wi'  towering  trees. 

And  bonie  spreading  bushes.* 
Delighted  doubly  then,  my  Lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks, 
And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneful  thanks. 

The  sober  laverock,  warbling  wild, 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire ; 
The  gowdspink.  Music's  gayest  child. 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir : 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  clear. 

The  mavis  mild  and  mellow ; 
The  robin  pensive  Autumn  chear. 

In  all  her  locks  of  yellow. 

This  too,  a  covert  shall  ensure, 

To  shield  them  from  the  storm ; 
And  coward  maukin  sleep  secure, 

Low  in  her  grassy  form  : 
Here  shall  the  shepherd  make  his  seat. 

To  weave  his  crown  of  flowers ; 
Or  find  a  sheltering,  safe  retreat, 

Erom  prone-descending  showers. 


*  This  part  of  the  petition  has  been  successful,  and  the  banks  are  now  clothed 
afl  yerdantly  as  the  poet  could  desire. 
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And  here,  by  sweet  endearing  stealth, 

Shall  meet  the  loving  pair, 
Despising  worlds  with  all  their  wealth 

As  empty  idle  care : 
The  flowers  shall  vie  in  all  their  charms 

The  hour  of  heaven  to  grace. 
And  birks  extend  their  fragrant  aruM^ 

To  screen  the  dear  embrace. 

Here  haply  too,  at  vernal  dawn, 

Some  musing  bard  may  stray, 
And  eye  the  smoking,  dewy  lawn, 

And  misty  mountain,  grey ; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam, 

Mild-chequering  thro'  the  trees, 
Rave  to  my  darkly- dashing  stream, 

Hoarse-swelling  on  the  breeze. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool. 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread. 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  the  pool, 

Their  shadows'  wat'ry  bed : 
Let  fragrant  birks,  in  woodbines  drestj 

My  craggy  cliffs  adorn ; 
And,  for  the  httle  songster's  nest, 

The  close  embowering  thorn. 

So  may  Old  Scotia's  darling  hope. 

Your  Httle  angel  band. 
Spring,  like  their  fathers,  up  to  prop 

Their  honour'd,  native  land ! 
So  may,  thro'  Albion's  farthest  kin. 

To  social-flowing  glasses. 
The  grace  be — "  Athole's  honest  men, 

"  And  Athole's  bonie  lasses  I " 


e 


Y 


(    370  ) 


ON  SCARINa  SOME  WATER-FOWL 

IN  LOCH-TDRIT,  A  WILD  SCENE  AMONG  THE  HILLS  OF 
OUGHTERTYKE. 

[This  was  composed  in  October,  1787,  on  the  same  visit  which  produced  the 
beautiful  song — Blythe,  Uythe  and  merry  was  she  (see  page  226.)  Among  the  hills 
behind  Ochtertyre  House  is  a  wild  valley  partly  filled  by  a  loch,  which  visitors 
are  usually  taken  to  see,  and  that  scene  furnished  the  materials  for  this  emanation 
of  fine  feeling  and  excellent  versification.  Wilson  remarks: — "  What  fine  and 
poetical  sjrmpathy  is  there  in  his  address  to  the  startled  fowl  on  Loch  Turit! 
He  speaks  of  'parent,  filial,  kindred  ties;'  and,  in  the  ©losing  lines,  'Or,  if 
man's  superior  might,'  &c.  Who  does  not  feel  that  it  is  Bums  that  speaks  ? 
Whatever  be  his  mood,  grave  or  gladsome,  mirthful  or  melancholy — or  when 
sorrow  smiles  back  to  joy,  or  care  joins  hands  to  folly — ^he  has  always  a  thought 
to  give  to  them  who  many  think  have  no  thought,  but  who  all  seemed  to  him, 
from  highest  to  lowest  in  the  scale  of  being,  to  possess  each  its  appropriate 
degree  of  intelligence  and  love."] 

Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake, 
For  me  your  wat'ry  haunt  forsake? 
Tell  me,  fellow-creatures,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly  ? 
Why  disturb  your  social  joys, 
Parent,  filial,  kindred  ties  ? — 
Common  friend  to  you  and  me, 
Nature's  gifts  to  all  are  free : 
Peaceful  keep  your  dimpling  wave, 
Busy  feed,  or  wanton  lave ; 
Or,  beneath  the  sheltering  rock. 
Bide  the  surging  billow's  shock. 

Conscious,  blushing  for  our  race, 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace : 
Man,  your  proud  usurping  foe, 
Would  be  lord  of  all  below : 
Plumes  himself  in  Freedom's  pride. 
Tyrant  stern  to  all  beside. 

The  eagle,  from  the  cliffy  brow. 
Marking  you  his  prey  below, 
In  his  breast  no  pity  dwells, 
Strong  Necessity  compels. 
But  Man,  to  whom  alone  is  given 
A  ray  direct  from  pitying  Heaven, 
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Glories  in  his  heart  humane — 
And  creatures  for  his  pleasure  slain. 

In  these  savage,  liquid  plains, 
Only  known  to  wandering  swains, 
Where  the  mossy  riv'let  strays, 
Far  from  human  haunts  and  ways ; 
All  on  Nature  you  depend, 
And  life's  poor  season  peaceful  spend. 

Or,  if  man's  superior  might 
Dare  invade  your  native  right. 
On  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  powers  you  scorn ; 
Swiftly  seek,  on  clanging  wings. 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs ; 
And  the  foe  you  cannot  brave, 
Scorn  at  least  to  be  his  slave. 


WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENCIL 

OVER  THE  CHIMNEYPIECE,  IN  THE  PARLOUR  OP  THE  IKN 
AT  KENMORE,  TAYMOUTH. 

[The  date  of  this  very  truthful  description  of  the  scene  presented  to  the  visitor 
at  Kenmore,  and  appropriate  reflections  arising  therefrom,  is  Wednesday,  August 
29. 1787,  as  we  learn  from  the  poet's  journal  of  his  tour.  Nothing  in  descriptive 
poetry  was  ever  more  real  than  that  passage : — 

"  The  Tay,  meandering  sweet  in  infant  pride, 

The  palace  rising  on  its  verdant  side ; 

The  lawns,  wood-fringed  in  Nature's  native  taste; 

The  hillocks,  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste; 

The  arches,  striding  o'er  the  new-born  stream; 

The  village,  glittering  in  the  noontide  beam."] 

Admiring  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace. 
These  northern  scenes  with  weary  feet  I  trace ; 
O'er  many  a  winding  dale  and  painful  steep, 
Th'  abodes  of  coveyed  grouse  and  timid  sheep, 
My  savage  journey,  curious,  I  pursue, 
Till  fam'd  Breadalbaine  opens  on  my  view. — 
The  meeting  cliffs  each  deep-sunk  glen  divides, 
The  woods,  wild-scattered,  clothe  their  ample  sides ; 
Th'  outstretching  lake,  embosomed  'mong  the  hills. 
The  eye  with  wonder  and  amazement  fills; 
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The  Tay,  meandering  sweet  in  infant  pride, 
The  palace,  rising  on  his  verdant  side ; 
The  lawns,  wood-fringed  in  Nature's  native  taste ; 
The  hillocks,  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste ; 
The  arches,  striding  o'er  the  new-born  stream ; 
The  village,  glittering  in  the  noontide  beam — 

*  *  *  * 

Poetic  ardours  in  my  bosom  swell. 

Lone  wand'ring  by  the  hermit's  mossy  cell : 

The  sweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods ; 

The  incessant  roar  of  headlong  tumbhng  floods — 

*  *  *  * 

Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heaven-taught  lyre, 
And  look  through  Nature  with  creative  fire ; 
Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  Fate  half  reconcil'd, 
Misfortune's  Mghtened  steps  might  wander  wild ; 
And  Disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds. 
Find  balm  to  soothe  her  bitter  rankling  wounds  : 
Here  heart-struck  Grrief  might  heavenward  stretch  her  scan^ 
And  injured  Worth  forget  and  pardon  man. 
«  «  « 
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WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENCIL, 

STANDING  BY  THE  FALL  OF  FYERS,  NEAR  LOCH-NESS. 

[This  bold  sketch  was  written  on  the  spot,  on  Wednesday,  5th  Sept.,  1787. 
Wilson,  in  referring  to  the  thoughtless  remarks  of  some  critics  who  have  said 
that  Burns  displayed  no  deep  love  for  external  nature,  and  shewed  no  great 
power  as  a  descriptive  poet,  quotes  several  passages  from  the  poetical  Epistles — 
from  the  Brigs  of  Ayr,  Halloween,  &c.,  which  suffice  to  set  aside  that  assertion.  Ho 
admits  at  same  time  that  Burns'  love  of  Nature  is  always  associated  with  some 
vehement  passion  or  sweet  affection  for  living  creatures ;  but  here  is  a  bit  of 
pure  description  unassociated  with  any  living  soul  except  the  spectator  himself, 
and  he  seems  to  have  taken  pains  to  produce  something  striking.  "  Nevertheless," 
remarks  the  Professor,  "  he  is  ambitious  overmuch,  and,  though  anything  but 
feeble,  he  becomes  bombastic  in  that  couplet : — 

♦  Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  descends, 
And  viewless  Echo's  ear,  astonished,  rends.' " 
We  are  inclined  to  demur  to  the  critic's  opinion  here,  and  fancy  that  if  he 
had  met  that  bold  figure  in  Shakespeare  he  would  have  applauded  it.  But  we 
forgive  Christopher,  in  consideration  of  the  truly  grand  prose  description  of  the 
same  scene  during  a  storm,  which  he  has  given  to  the  world  in  the  pages  of 
Blackwood,  in  his  beautiful  article  on  "  Streams,"  and  which  we  wish  our  space 
would  allow  us  to  reprint  here.  But  more  particularly  do  we  forgive  him  on 
account  of  the  following  observations : — "  The  truth  is  that  Burns  would  have 
utterly  despised  most  of  what  is  now  dignified  with  the  name  of  poetry,  where, 
harmlessly  enough,  '  Pure  description  takes  the  place  of  sense : '  but  far  worse, 
where  the  agonizing  artist  intensifies  himself  with  genuine  convulsions  at  the 
Bhrine  of  Nature,  or  acts  the  epileptic  to  extort  alms.  The  world  is  beginning 
to  lose  patience  with  such  idolaters;  and  insists  on  being  allowed  to  see  the  sun 
set  with  her  own  eyes,  and  with  her  own  ears  to  hear  the  sea.  Why,  there  is 
often  more  poetry  in  five  lines  of  Burns  than  any  fifty  volumes  of  the  versifiers 
who  have  the  audacity  to  criticise  him! "] 

Among  the  heathy  hills  and  ragged  woods 
The  roaring  Fyers  pours  his  mossy  floods ; 
Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds, 
Where,  thro'  a  shapeless  breach,  his  stream  resounds. 
As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow, 
As  deep  recoihng  surges  foam  below. 
Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  descends, 
And  viewless  Echo's  ear,  astonished,  rends. 
Dim-seen,  through  rising  mists  and  ceaseless  showers, 
The  hoary  cavern,  wide-surroundmg,  lowers. 
Still  thro'  the  gap  the  struggling  river  toils, 
And  still,  below,  the  horrid  caldron  boils — 
*  *  *  * 
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ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  A  POSTHUMOUS  CHILD, 

BORN  IN  PECULIAR  CIRCUMSTANCES    OF  FAMILY-DISTRESS. 

[This  was  composed  in  November,  1790,  at  Ellisland,  on  receiving  a  letter 
from  Mrs.  Dunlop,  announcing  tliat  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Henri,  whose  husband 
had  died  about  five  months  previously,  had  borne  a  son.  This  address  to  the 
newly  born  infant  is  in  Burns'  best  manner,  although  he  tells  Mrs.  Dunlop  in  the 
letter  which  contained  the  verses,  that  they  were  "poured  out  almost  extempore" 
in  the  course  of  a  stroll  he  took  along  the  broomy  banks  of  the  Nith  to  muse 
over  the  joy  produced  by  her  news.  The  bard's  subsequent  letters  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop  frequently  make  reference  to  the  "little  floweret"  and  the  "mother 
plant ;  "  but,  in  the  autumn  of  1792,  Mrs.  Henri  was  induced  to  pay  a  visit  to 
her  deceased  husband's  relations  in  France,  where  she  had  not  been  long 
resident,  when  she  herself  was  cut  off  by  death,  leaving  the  orphan  child  to  be 
reared  by  the  paternal  grandfather;  and  it  is  gratifying  to  be  enabled  to  add  that 
so  lately  as  1845,  the  subject  of  these  verses  resided  in  France,  the  proprietor  of 
his  family  estates.] 

Sweet  flow'ret,  pledge  o'  meikle  love, 

And  ward  o'  mony  a  prayer, 
What  heart  o'  stane  wad  thou  na  move, 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  and  fair. 

November  hirples  o'er  the  lea. 

Chill,  on  thy  lovely  form ; 
And  gane,  alas !  the  shelt'ring  tree, 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  storm. 

May  He  who  gives  the  rain  to  pour, 

And  wings  the  blast  to  blaw, 
Protect  thee  frae  the  driving  shower, 

The  bitter  frost  and  snaw. 

May  He,  the  friend  of  woe  and  want. 
Who  heals  hfe's  various  stounds, 

Protect  and  guard  the  mother  plant, 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds. 

But  late  she  flourished,  rooted  fast. 

Fair  on  the  summer  morn : 
Now,  feebly  bends  she,  in  the  blast, 

Unsheltered  and  forlorn. 

Blest  be  thy  bloom,  thou  lovely  gem, 

Unscathed  by  ruffian  hand  1 
And  from  thee  many  a  parent  stem 

Arise  to  deck  our  land. 


SONGS  WRITTEN  BY  BURNS, 

FOR  GEOEGE   THOMSON'S  COLLECTION, 

•WHICH  WERE 

PUBLISHED  DURING  THE  AUTHOR'S  LIFETIME. 


(The  Preface  to  first  half-volume  dated  First  May,  1793J* 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


The  public  had  not — ^beyond  one,  month — enjoyed  the  delight  of  perusing 
the  many  exquisite  songs  by  Burns  in  Johnson's  fourth  volume  (pub- 
lished, August  13,  1792),  when  the  poet  received  a  letter  from  a  gentleman 
whom  he  never  had  seen  in  his  life,  and  likely  never  heard  of  before,  enclosing 
a  note  of  introduction  by  Mr.  Alexander  Cunningham,  an  intimate  Edinburgh 
friend  of  the  poet.  The  person  who  thus  addressed  him  was  Mr.  George  Thom- 
son, a  man  about  Burns'  own  age,  occupying  the  situation  of  clerk  in  the  office 
of  the  Board  of  Trustees  for  the  Encouragement  of  Manufactures  in  Scotland, 
and  the  letter  announced  to  the  poet  that,  with  the  advice  of  a  friend  or  two.  the 
writer  had  projected  a  new  collection  of  the  Songs  of  Scotland,  the  melodies  of 
which  were  to  be  graced  with  harmonies  and  symphonies  by  Pleyel  and  other 
composers,  and  such  songs  of  a  rude  age  as  could  no  longer  be  sung  in  good 
society,  were  to  be  purified  or  removed,  by  introducing  in  their  places  appro- 
priate lyrics  by  qualified  authors.  He  applied  to  "the  author  of  the  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night,"  requesting  his  co-operation,  "for  the  honour  of  Caledonia." 
Such  an  appeal  as  this  could  not  well  be  resisted  by  Burns,  who  in  a  prompt 
reply,  dated  16th  September,  1792,  told  Thomson  that  compliance  with  his 
request  would  positively  add  to  his  enjojrments.  "  I  shall  enter,"  he  says,  "  into 
your  undertaking  with  all  the  small  portion  of  abilities  I  have — strained  to  the 
utmost  exertion  by  the  impulse  of  enthusiasm.  Only,  don't  hurry  me — '  Deil 
tak'  the  hindmost '  is  by  no  means  the  motto  of  my  Muse.  Apropos,  if  you  are 
for  English  verses,  there  is — on  my  part — an  end  of  the  matter.   Whether  in 


*  It  was  the  1st  of  July  before  Thomson  sent  a  copy  to  the  poet.  In  his  letter 
of  that  date,  he  writes  thus : — "  The  fljstbook  of  songs — just  published — will  ba 
despatched  to  you  along  with  this." 
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^  flfmplicity  of  the  ballad,  or  the  pathos  of  song,  I  can  only  hope  to  please 
mjTBelf  in  being  allowed  at  least  a  sprinkling  of  our  native  tongue.  And  as  to 
Bomuneration,  you  may  think  my  songs  either  above  or  below  price ;  for  they 
shall  absolutely  be  the  one  or  the  other.  PS. — I  have  some  particular  reasons 
for  wishing  my  interference  to  be  known  as  little  as  possible." 

Between  that  date  and  the  month  of  March  following,  when  "  Wandering 
Willie  "  was  produced,  the  poet  furnished  for  Thomson's  collection  no  less  than 
a  dozen  of  songs,  for  they  were  not  published  in  that  work  in  the  order  of  their 
composition ;  and,  altogether,  he  furnished  for  that  gentleman  nearly  seventy 
songs,  of  which  a  few  were  sent  simultaneously  to  Johnson :  some  were  merely 
alterations  of  songs  which  had  previously  appeared  in  the  Museum,  and  two  or 
three  were  rejected  by  Thomson,  as  being,  in  his  eyes,  beneath  the  standard  of 
his  collection. 

We  have,  in  preceding  pages,  recorded  Burns'  estimate  of  the  earlier  work 
projected  by  Johnson;  and  it  is  but  fair  that  we  now  do  like  justice  to  Thomson's 
publication.  On  receiving  a  copy  of  the  first  half -volume,  in  July,  1793,  the  poet 
wrote  to  Thomson  as  follows : — 

"  Allow  me  to  congratulate  you  now  as  a  brother  of  the  quill.  You  have  com- 
mitted your  character  and  fame,  which  will  now  be  tried,  for  ages  to  come,  by 
the  illustrious  jury  of  the  Sons  and  Daughters  op  Taste — all  whom  poesy  can 
please,  or  music  charm.  Being  a  bard  of  nature,  I  have  some  pretensions  to 
second-sight ;  and  I  am  warranted  by  the  spirit  to  fortell  and  affirm,  that  your 
great-grandchild  will  hold  up  your  volumes,  and  say,  with  honest  pride,  '  This 
so-much-admired  selection  was  the  work  of  my  ancestor ! ' " 

Few  of  the  public  are  aware  that  the  sons  and  daughters  of  the  late  Charles 
Dickens — ^the  world-renowned  "Boz"— arethe  great-grandchildren  of  George 
Thomson.  A  daughter  of  the  latter  became  the  wife  of  Mr.  Hogarth,  a  composer 
and  musical  author:  their  daughter  was  fated,  "for  better  or  worse,"  to  become 
the  wife  of  Mr.  Dickens,  and  the  mother  of  his  /children.  "  George 
Thomson  survived  long  enough  to  witness  the  literary  triumphs  of 
his  grandson-in-law,  Mr.  Dickens.  He  died  at  Leith,  on  16th  February, 
1751,  aged  nearly  93" — "  in  the  possession  of  all  his  faculties" — as  Mr^ 
Chambers  pleasingly  records,  "  not  less  in  the  enjojonent  of  his  favourite 
music,  and  of  all  the  rational  pleasures  of  society — a  remarkable  proof  of  what 
a  moderate,  cheerful  mind,  not  unduly  tasked  by  business  or  crushed  by  care, 
will  do  in  prolonging  life  ;  and  thus  forming  a  striking  contrast  to  the  haplesf 
"sard  of  Caledonia  with  whom  his  name  has  been  incidentally  associated." 
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WANDERING  WILLIE. 
Tune — Here  awd^  there  awa\ 

[This  song  was  produced  in  March,  1793.  Some  alterations  were  proposed  by 
Mr.  Thomson  and  his  adviser,  the  Hon.  Henry  Erskine;  and  our  poet,  with  his 
usual  judgment,  adopted  some  of  these  suggestions  and  rejected  others.  In 
sending  the  amended  copy  here  given  in  the  text,  he  writes  thus  to 
Thomson: — "  Q-ive  me  leave  to  criticise  your  taste  in  the  only  thing  in  which  it 
is.  iu  my  opinion,  reprehensible.  You  know  I  ought  to  know  something  of  my 
own  trade.  Of  pathos,  sentiment,  and  point,  you  are  a  complete  judge;  but 
there  is  a  quality  more  necessary  than  either  in  a  song,  and  which  is  the  very 
essence  of  a  ballad, — I  mean  simplicity ;  now,  if  I  mistake  not,  this  last  feature 
you  are  a  little  apt  to  sacrrflce  to  the  foregoing." 

We  here  insert  the  first  version  of  the  song,  in  order  that  our  readers  may 
judge  for  themselves  as  to  the  improvements  effected  by  the  revisal  above  re- 
ferred to : — 

"  Here  awa',  there  awa',  wandering  Willie, 

Now  tired  with  wandering,  hand  awa'  hame ; 
Come  to  my  bosom  my  ae  only  dearie, 
And  tell  me  thou  bring' st  me  my  WClie  the  same. 

Loud  blew  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  our  parting ; 

It  wasna  the  blast  brought  the  tear  in  my  e'e : 
Now  welcome  the  simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie, 

The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 

Ye  hurricanes  rest  in  the  cave  o'  your  slumbers ! 

0  how  your  wild  horrors  a  lover  alarms ! 
Awaken  ye  breezes,  row  gently  ye  billows, 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  arms. 

But  if  he's  forgotten  his  faithfullestNannie, 

0  still  flow  between  us  thou  wide-roaring  main ; 
May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it. 
But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain!  " 
The  old  ditty  that  suggested  this  fine  effusion  is  to  be  found  in  David  Herd's 
collection:  it  consists  of  one  verse  and  a  chorus,  repeated  with  a  varia- 
tion, and  is  so  fine  in  feeling,  and  so  natural,  that  it  must  have  kept  its 
ground  until  the  present  day,  had  not  the  genius  of  Burns  intervened  to  supplant 
it.   These  old  words,  with  their  bold  simplicity,  are  so  true  and  good  in  their 
way  that  we  cannot  wonder  how  Burns,  in  submitting  his  never-to-die  verses, 
said  to  Thomson — "  I  leave  it  to  you,  my  dear  sir,  to  determine  whether  the 
above  or  the  old  song,  '  Thro'  the  lang  muir,'  be  theibest."   Let  us,  therefore, 
present  the  reader  with  the  old  song  alluded  to : — 
"  Here  awa\  there  awa',  here  awa\  Willie, 
Here  awa\  there  awa\  here  awa'  hame; 
Lang  have  I  sought  thee,  dear  have  I  bought  thee, 
Now  I  have  gotten  my  Willie  again. 

Thro'  the  lang  muir  I  have  followed  my  Willie, 
Thro'  the  lang  muir  I  have  f  ollow'd  him  hame ; 

Whatever  betide  ub,  nought  shall  divide  us ; 
Love  now  rewards  all  my  sorrow  and  pain. 

Here  awaH,  there  awa\  here  awa\  Willie, 

Here  awa\  there  awa\  here  awa'  hame: 
Come  love,  believe  me,  nothing  can  grieve  me; 
Ilka  thing  pleases  when  Willie's  at  fiame." 
Captain  Gray,  E.M.,  referring  to  an  absurd  observation  of  Allan  Cunningham 
that  Mrs.  Maria  Eiddel  is  understood  to  have  been  the  heroine  of  "  Wandering 
Willie,"  has  left  us  an  excellent  note,  which  we  make  no  apology  for  quoting  :— 
"This  conjecture — for  it  is  nothing  more — appears  to  us  to  be  the  very 
March-hare-madnesB  of  heroine-hunting!    Why  Mrs.  Riddel?  we  would 
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ask.  "Was  the  idea  of  the  fair  mourner  insufScient  for  the  poet's  purpose,  with- 
out having  the  charms  of  the  accomplished  Maria  before  his  eyes  ?  Were  we  to 
set  our  wits  to  work  in  order  to  find  out  a  heroine  for  this  song,  we  think  we 
could  make  a  far  more  probable  conjecture  as  to  the  lady  Bums  might  have  had 
in  his  eye,  than  the  above-named.  We  maintain,  at  same  time,  that  a  heroine 
was  not  wanted  on  the  occasion;  but  if  one  must  be  had,  the  probability  is  that  the 
Nannie '  mentioned  was  Mrs.  Agnes  M'Lehose,  instead  of  Mrs.  Maria  Eiddel. 
It  will  be  recollected  that  when  Burns  was  about  to  leave  Edinburgh  in  Dec, 
1787,  he  got  acquainted  with  Mrs.  M'Lehose  (Olarinda),  who  afterwards,  in  1792, 
went  to  the  West  Indies  to  join  her  husband.  Might  not  Burns  have  glanced  at 
her  history — a  chequered  one — when  writing  this  song  for  Mr.  Thomson's  work 
in  1793?" 

Mr.  Chambers,  improving  on  this  suggestion  of  Captain  Gray,  tells  us  in  his 
last  edition,  that  the  poet  in  composing  the  foUovsdng  song  "  gave  expression  to 
the  supposed  feelings  of  Clarinda,  by  throwing  himself  sympathetically  into  the 
circumstances  of  that  unhappy  lady,  in  seeking  a  reunion  with  her  aberrant 
husband."  All  this  may  be  so ;  but  be  it  remembered  that  the  euphonious  name 
of  Nannie  was  a  favourite  one  with  Burns ;  and  we  rather  think  that  "  Nancy  " 
was  the  form  of  that  christian  name  which  he  always  adopted  when  he  ad- 
dressed or  referred  to  Clarinda.  That  lady,  after  bidding  an  affectionate  and 
(as  she  supposed)  eternal  farewell  to  Burns,  sailed  in  February,  1792,  from  Leith 
to  Jamaica,  in  the  Roselle — the  same  vessel  in  which  Burns  had  resolved  to  sail 
thither  in  1786 ;  but  meeting  with  unkindness  where  she  expected  love,  she  re- 
turned to  this  country  by  the  same  ship — ^landing  in  August  of  same  year.  So 
that  when  we  find  the  poet  producing  "  Wandering  Willie  "  in  March,  1793,  and 
"  My  Nannie's  awa' "  in  December,  1794,  it  does  seem  to  partake  a  little  of 
heroine-hunting  to  affirm  that  Olarinda  was  the  subject  of  these  songs.] 

Herb  awa',  there  awa',  wandering  Willie, 
Here  awa',  there  awa',  hand  awa'  hame ; 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ain  only  dearie. 

Tell  me  thou  bring' st  me  my  Willie  the  same. 

Winter  winds  blew  loud  and  cauld  at  our  parting ; 

Fears  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  e'e : 
Welcome  now  simmer,  and  welcome  my  Wilhe ; 

The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Wilhe  to  me. 

Rest,  ye  wild  storms,  in  the  cave  of  your  slumbers, 
How  your  dread  howHng  a  lover  alarms ! 

Wauken  ye  breezes,  row  gently  ye  billows. 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  arms. 

But  oh,  if  he's  faithless,  and  minds  na  his  Nannie, 
Flow  still  between  us  thou  wide-roaring  main ; 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it. 
But,  dying,  beheve  that  my  Wilhe's  my  ain. 
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GALLA  WATER. 


[This  charming  pastoral  was  produced  in  January,  1793.  The  air  is  one  of 
the  oldest  and  best  of  our  melodies.  Haydn,  who  was  engaged  by  Mr.  White 
of  Edinburgh  to  furnish  accompaniments  to  a  collection  of  Scottish  songs  that 
was  got  up  as  an  opposition  to  Thomson's  publication,  wrote  below  the  score 
of  the  melody,  in  his  best  English,  these  words: — '-This  one,  Dr  .Haydn's 
favourite  song."  It  will  be  recollected  that  Thomas  Moore  composed  his  fine 
lyric  "Mary  I  believed  thee  true, "  to  the  same  air. 

Stenhouse  notices  Burns'  beautiful  verses  as  follows : — "  The  sentiments  are 
natural  and  pleasing;  yet  the  poet  appears  to  have  been  regardless  of  his 
rhyme:  heather  and  better— XocihQv  and  water,  do  not  rhyme  very  well.  But 
he  likely  did  so  in  imitation  of  many  of  the  older  song-composers,  who  were 
not  over  fastidious  on  this  point. "  On  this  subject  Professor  Wilson  well 
remarks: — "  It  is  not  enough  to  say  that  here,  and  in  other  instances  (^Highland 
Mary,  a  remarkable  instance)  Burns  was  imitating  the  manner  of  some  of  the 
old  songs — indulging  in  the  same  license :  for  he  would  not  have  done  so,  had 
he  thought  it  an  imperfection.  He  felt  that  there  must  be  a  reason  in  nature 
why  this  is  sometimes  so  pleasing — why  it  sometimes  gives  a  grace  beyond  the 
reach  of  art.  The  poet  himself,  in  his  early  Scrap-book,  discusses  this  very 
question,  thus: — "There  is  a  wild-warbling  cadence — a  heart  moving  melody 
in  the  greater  part  of  those  old  Scotch  airs  which  end  with  a  hyper-metrical 
syllable,  and  there  is  consequently  a  degree  of  wild  irregularity  in  many  of 
the  compositions  and  fragments  which  are  daily  sung  to  them  by  my  compeers 
— the  common  people — a  certain  happy  arrangement  of  the  Scotch  syllables, 
and  yet  very  frequently  nothing — not  even  like  rhyme  and  sameness  of  jingle 
at  the  end  of  the  lines.  This  has  made  me  sometimes  imagine  that  perhaps 
it  might  be  possible  for  a  Scotch  poet,  with  a  nice  judicious  ear,  to  set  com- 
positions to  many  of  our  most  favourite  airs — particularly  the  classes  of  them 
mentioned  above,  independent  of  rhyme  altogether. " 

The  opening  couplet  of  the  song  was  slightly  altered  at  the  request  of 
Thomson,  to  fit  the  sudden  emphasis  on  the  first  syllable,  peculiar  to  this  and 
other  melodies,  such  as  "  Eoy's  Wife,  *'  which  have  no  preparatory  starting- 
note.  Burns  remarked  thus: — "The  business  of  many  of  our  tunes  wanting 
at  the  beginning  what  fiddlers  call  a  starting-note,  is  often  a  rub  to  us  poor 
rhymers.   You  may  alter— 

There's  braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes. 
That  wander  through  tho  blooming  heather, 

to— 

Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes. 
Ye  wander  through  ) 
or—  V  the  blooming  heather. "] 

They  rove  amang  ) 

Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 

Ye  wander  thro'  the  blooming  heather  ; 

But  Yarrow  braes,  nor  Ettric  shaws, 
Can  match  the  lads  o'  Galla  water. 

But  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 

Aboon  them  a'  I  lo'e  him  better  ; 
And  I'll  be  hfs,  and  he'll  be  mine. 

The  bonie  lad  o'  Galla  water. 
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Altho'  his  daddie  was  nae  laird, 
And  tho'  I  hae  na  meikle  tocher ; 

Yet  rich  in  kindest,  truest  love, 

We'll  tent  our  flocks  by  Galla  water. 

It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth 
That  coft  contentment,  peace,  or  pleasure  ; 

The  bands  and  bliss  o'^mutual  love, 
0  that's  the  chiefest  warld's  treasure  !* 


*  The  ancient  song  of  Galla  Water  wMch  had  to  make  way  for  that  of 
Burns,  was  not  without  its  own  kind  of  merit,  as  the  following  sample  may 
satisfy  the  reader.  In  Ohambers'  collection  of  Scottish  songs,  1829,  it  is  given 
in  a  fuller  form  :— 

CHORUS. 

Braw  lads  o'  Galla  Water! 

Bonie  lads  o' Gkilla  Water  I 
Lothian  lads  will  ne'er  compare 

Wi'  the  braw  lads  o'  Galla  Water 

Though  barley  rigs  are  gude  to  see, 

Yet  flocks  o'  sheep  are  mickle  better ; 
And  oats  will  shake  on  a  windy  day, 

When  the  lambs  will  play  by  Galla  Water. 

Lothian  lads  are  black  wi'  reek, 

And  Teviotdale  lads  are  little  better ; 
Let  them  a'  say  what  they  will. 

The  gree  gaes  ay  doun  Galla  Water. 

There's  Blindylee  and  Torwoodlee, 

And  Galashiels  that  rides  the  water ; 
But  young  Hawtree,  he  bears  the  gree 

Of  a'  the  Pringles  o'  Galla  Water, 

The  curious  thing  in  regard  to  the  old  b^-ag  is  that  Galla  Water  belongs  to 
Midlothian  considerably  more  than  to  Koxburgh  and  Selkirk,  whose  "  braw 
lads"  are  understood  thus  to  sing  so  boastingly.  Pringle  is  the  ancient 
surname  of  the  four  lairds  mentioned  in  the  closing  verse*  -'Galashiels" 
refers  not  to  the  modern  manufacturing  town  of  that  name;  but  to  the 
"  Gudeman  of  Galashiels, "  or  Laird  o'  Galla,  a  "  Pringle  "  also  in  former 
times. 
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AULD  ROB  MORRIS. 

[The  letter  which  encloses  this  fine  song,  along  with  Duncan  Gray,  is  dated 
4th  December,  1792.  Kobert  Chambers  says,  "  The  second  stanza  was  designed 
as  a  description  of  Charlotte  Hamilton.  So  Burns  told  Miss  Dmilop,  who  com- 
municated the  fact  to  Major  Adair  (Charlotte's  son),  who  again  is  my  informant' ' 
The  reader  on  turning  to  the  note  to  song — The  Banks  of  the  Devon,  page  220,  will 
find  a  prose  description  of  the  same  lady,  painted  on  the  spot,  by  the  same  artist 
Charlotte  had  been  Mrs.  Adair  for  some  years  before  the  date  of  the  present  soug. 
The  reader  will  observe  that  Burns'  pictured  lovers,  when  they  set  their  hearts 
on  some  fair  object  beyond  their  reach  in  respect  of  rank,  never  wish  to  be 
raised  to  the  level  of  the  loved  ones ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  regret  that  these 
superior  beings  had  not  been  born  "of  a  lower  degree."  His  muse,  rather  than 
• '  raise  a  mortal  to  the  skies,"  prefers  to  "  draw  an  angel  down."  The  last  verse 
of  the  present  song  is  exactly  parallel  in  that  respect  with  a  corresponding 
stanza  in  The  Lass  d"  Ballochmyle: — 

♦»  0 !  had  she  been  a  country  maid,  and  I  the  happy  country  swain, 

Tho'  sheltered  ia  the  lowest  shade  that  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain, 

Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  raia,  with  joy — with  rapture  I  would  toil; 

And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain  the  bonie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle." 
Indeed,  Burns'  songs  abound  in  similar  thoughts — 

"  How  blji;hely  wad  I  bide  the  stoure — a  weary  slave  frae  sun  to  sun — 

Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure — the  lovely  Mary  Morison." 
WUson  points  out  that  this  principle  in  the  nature  of  Love  does  not  correspond 
with  one  of  the  weighty  sayings  of  "  Old  Hobbes,"  who  records  that,  in  great 
differences  of  persons,  the  greater  have  often  fallen  in  love  with  the  meaner:  but  not 
the  contrary.  Here,  it  is  evident,  "Old  Hobbes"  must  be  referring  to  such 
Instances  as  "  King  Cophetua  and  the  beggar  " — the  love  intrigues  of  Jupiter 
and  Mars,  and  to  those  "  sons  of  God  who  saw  the  daughters  of  men  that  they 
were  fair,  and  took  them  wives  of  all  which  they  choose."  Biit  "  from  the 
beginning  it  was  not  so,"  even  with  Bums,  as  Gilbert,  speaking  of  the  amours 
of  his  brother  in  early  life,  before  he  had  learned  to  appreciate  that  higher 
quality  of  female  loveliness  which  he  became  acquainted  with  after  the  publica- 
cation  of  his  poems,  tells  us  that  "  his  love  rarely  settled  on  persons  who  were 
higher  than  himself,  or  who  had  more  consequence  in  life."  Nay,  even  with 
regard  to  his  "  Nannie,  charming,  sweet,  and  young,"  Gilbert  records  that  her 
charms  were  but  mediocre,  and  what  she  had  were  sexual ;  which  was,  indeed, 
the  characteristic  of  the  greater  part  of  the  poet's  mistresses.  He  was  no 
Platonic  lover,  whatever  he  might  pretend  or  suppose  of  himself."] 

There's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon  glen, 
He's  the  king  o'  gude  fellows,  and  wale  of  auld  men  ; 
He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  he  has  sheep,  he  has  kine, 
And  ae  bonie  lassie,  his  darling  and  mine. 

She's  fresh  as  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  May ; 
She's  sweet  as  the  ev'ning  amang  the  new  hay ; 
As  blythe  and  as  artless  as  the  lambs  on  the  lea. 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  hght  to  my  e'e. 

But  0 !  she's  an  heiress,  auld  Robin's  a  laird, 

And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cot-house  and  yard ; 

A  wooer  hke  me  maunna  hope  to  come  speed ; 

The  wounds  I  must  hide  which  will  soon  be  my  dead. 
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The  day  comes  to  me,  but  delight  brings  me  nane ; 
The  night  comes  to  me,  but  my  rest  it  is  gane  : 
I  wander  my  lane,  like  a  night-troubled  ghaist, 
And  I  sigh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in  my  breast. 

0  had  she  but  been  of  a  lower  degree, 

1  then  might  hae  hop'd  she  wad  smil'd  upon  me ! 
O,  how  past  descriving  had  then  been  my  bhss, 
As  now  my  distraction  no  words  can  express ! 


OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  ME,  OH! 

[This  is  not  an  original  song  by  Burns:  it  is  simply  a  well-known  Irish  ballad 
which  Thomson  had  requested  him  to  amend.  We  regret  that  we  are  unable 
to  furnish  the  reader  with  the  original  words,  in  order  that  it  might  be  seen 
at  a  glance  what  share  Burns  had  in  the  present  piece.  It  argues  some  remiss- 
ness on  the  part  of  the  poet's  editors  that  this  has  never  yet  been  done:  we  did 
intend  to  have  given  the  old  words,  which  we  know  are  lying  somewhere  among 
our  ballad  stores,  but,  after  a  fruitless  search,  we  are  compelled  to  say  that  we 
cannot  at  present  gratify  our  readers  with  a  perusal  of  them.  We  may  state 
that,  in  the  original  MS.  of  the  poet,  the  opening  lines  read  as  follows: — 

•'O  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  shew,  if  love  it  may  na  be,  oh!  " 
But,  in  consequence  of  that  same  sentiment  having  been  put  into  the  mouth  of 
the  distressed  supplicant  in  Lord  Gregory — composed  about  the  same  time — 

"  At  least  some  pity  on  me  shaw,  if  love  it  may  na  be," 
it  was  found  necessary  to  alter  it  as  in  the  text.  We  may  notice  that  the  lovei 
an  Mary  Morison  uses  almost  the  same  words — 

"  If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie,  at  least  be  pity  to  me  shawu."] 

Oh,  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  shew, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh ; 
Tho'  thou  hast  been  false,  I'll  ever  prove  true, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh. 

Oh,  cold  is  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheek. 

But  colder  thy  love  for  me,  oh : 
The  frost  that  freezes  the  life  at  my  breast. 

Is  nought  to  my  pains  from  thee,  oh. 

The  wan  moon  is  setting  behind  the  white  wave. 

And  time  is  setting  with  me,  oh : 
False  friends,  false  love,  farewell !  for  more 

I'll  ne'er  trouble  them,  nor  thee,  oh. 

She  has  open'd  the  door,  she  has  open'd  it  wide, 
She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  oh : 

My  true  love  !  she  cried, — and  sank  down  by  his  side, 
Never  to  rise  again,  oh. 
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WHEN  WILD  WAR'S  DEADLY  BLAST,  &c. 
Am— The  Mill  Mill  0, 

[This  very  popular  ballad  was  furnished  to  Thomson  in  April,  1793,  and  on  the 
26th  of  that  month  he  acknowledged  receipt  of  it  in  these  terms: — "I  will  gladly 
appropriate  your  most  interesting  new  ballad — 'When  wild  war's  deadly  blast,' 
&c.,  to  the  tune  of  Tlie  Mill  Mill  0;  but  the  third  and  fourth  lines  of  the  first 
verse  must  undergo  some  little  alteration  in  order  to  suit  the  music."  The 
alteration  referred  to,  was  the  removal  of  those  beautiful  lines  in  the  text,  and 
substituting  for  them  the  common-place  couplet — 

"And  eyes  again  with  pleasure  beam'd,  that  had  been  blear'd  wi'  mourning: " 
and  the  misfortime  was  that  these  vicarious  lines  were  engraved  on  the  plate, 
and  the  requisite  number  of  impressions  thrown  off  for  publication,  before 
receipt  of  the  following  reply  from  Burns,  dated  Juno^  1793: — "I  cannot  alter 
the  disputed  lines  in  The  Mill  Mill  0.  What  you  think  a  defect,  I  esteem  as  a 
positive  beauty;  so  you  see  how  doctors  differ." 

The  "Banks  o'  Coil,"  the  ♦*  Mill  and  trysting  thorn,"  which  indicate  the  locality 
of  the  ballad,  are  In  Ayrshire.  Annotators  generally  point  out  "  Mill  Mannoch," 
near  Ooylton  Kirk,  as  being  the  very  scene.  An  intelligent  local  correspondent, 
however,  assures  us  that  "Burns  had  no  such  scene  in  his  eye;"  for  his 
grandmother,  who  was  well  acquainted  with  the  poet  before  his  removal  to 
Dumfriesshire,  told  him  that  the  "  Mill  "  of  the  Sodger's  Return  was  the  "  Mill  o' 
Ness,"  which  stood  at  the  Linn,  near  Sundrum  House.  No  trace  of  that  mill 
now  remains,  but  the  mill-lade  or  water-course  is  still  visible,  and  the  "  trysting 
thorn"  blooms  fair  in  early  summer  on  the  brae  above  the  Linn.  A  real  incident 
such  as  that  described  in  the  ballad  is  locally  associated  with  that  neigh- 
bourhood. Our  informant  states  that  his  grandmother  was  nurse  to  Mr. 
Hamilton  of  Sundrum,  and  afterwards  was  housekeeper  to  Mr.  Ounninghame 
of  Enterkine  and  Annbank,  at  the  period  of  the  "  Fete  Champetre." 

Annotators  have  recorded,  in  language  more  or  less  eloquent,  several  occasions 
on  which  Burns  wns  observed  to  fall  into  a  musing  mood  in  the  presence  of 
humble  soldiers  of  the  .line,  and  have  suggested  that  he  then  might 
have  been  in  the  act  of  conceiving  the  idea  of  this  popular  ballad.  But  who 
can  tell  how  frequently  he  had  thus  forgathered  with  interesting  samples  of 
the  defenders  of  royalty,  all  unobserved  by  chiels  who  were  taking  notes,  and 
anxious  to  print  them  ?  When  he  was  23  years  of  age,  and  6  feet 9  inches  high, 
did  he  not  sing — 

"  0  why  the  deuce  should  I  repine  ?  I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger! " 
And  did  he  not  say  to  sweet  Margaret  Chalmers,  in  1788 — at  a  time  when  ill 
news  reached  him — "  Your  friendship  I  think  I  can  count  on,  though  I  should 
date  my  letters  from  a  marching  regiment   Early  in  life,  and  all  my  life,  I 
reckoned  a  recruiting  drum  as  my  forlorn  hope  "  ? 

Cunningham  remarks  regarding  the  present  ballad: — '■'The  Poor  and  Honest 
Sodger  was  sung  in  every  vale,  and  on  every  hill;  in  every  cot-house,  village,  and 
town ;  yet  the  man  who  wrote  it  was  supposed,  by  the  mean  and  spiteful,  to  be 
no  weU- wisher  to  his  country." 

Before  taking  farewell  of  this  celebrated  ballad,  and  the  volume  now  about 
to  close,  wo  cannot  refrain  from  noticing,  that  within  two  years  after  "The 
Soldier's  Return  "  was  given  to  the  world,  a  poem,  by  Hector  M'Neill,  entitled, 
"Scotland's  Scaith;  or,  the  History  of  Will  and  Jean,"  with  a  Supplement  called 
"  The  Waes  o' War,"  was  published,  and  became  very  fashionable — not  popular, 
\)vX  fashionable;  for  it  was  immensely  patronised  by  the  nobility  and"  gentry, 
together  with  clubs  of  benevolent  ladies,  who  hailed  the  production  as  a  moral 
regenerator  of  the  rabble,  and  they  bought  up  many  thousands  of  copies  of  it, 
and  distributed  these  gratuitously  among  the  poor  and  the  wicked  in  town  and 
country,  for  whose  especial  benefit  it  had  been  composed.  Professor  Wilson 
remarks,  that  "  the  argument  illustrated  in  the  History  of  Will  and  Jean  has  no 
foundation  in  nature,  and  proceeds  on  an  assumption  grossly  calumnious  of  the 
Scottish  character.    Burns  would  nsver  have  adopted  the  vulgar  libel  on  the 


British  army,  that  it  was  a  receptacle  for  drunken  husbands  who  had  deserted 
their  wives  and  children.  There  have  been  many  such  recruits ;  but  his  loyal, 
martial,  and  patriotic  spirit  would  ill  have  brooljed  the  thought  of  introducing 
such  an  exceptional  disgrace  to  the  service  into  an  ideal  picture  which  his 
genius  was  at  liberty  to  colour  at  its  own  will,  and  could  have  coloured  brightly 
according  to  truth.  Burns'  ballad  of  The  Soldier's  Return  is  beautiful  and  true  to 
nature  throughout.  It  is  alive  all  over  Scotland,  and  far  beyond  it,  while  that 
other  story  of  The  Waes  o'  War  is  dead,  or  with  suspended  animation ;  not  because 
the  former  is  a  happy  and  the  other  a  miserable  story— for  the  people's  heart  is 
prone  to  pity,  though  their  eyes  are  not  much  given  to  tears;  but  the  people 
were  told  that  Will  and  Jean  had  been  written  for  their  sakes,  by  a  wise  man 
made  melancholy  by  the  sight  of  their  condition — ^that  the  upper  ranks  were 
exceedingly  sorrowful  for  the  lower — ^all  weeping  over  their  wine  for  them 
over  their  whisky,  and  would  not  be  comforted !  These  lower  ranks  read  the 
Lamentation  by  M'Neill  (for  ever  so  many  thousands  were  thrust  into  their 
hands) ;  but,  though  not  insensible  of  their  own  infirmities,  and  not  unwilling 
to  confess  them,  they  rose  up  in  indignation  against  a  charge  that  swept  their 
firesides  of  all  that  was  most  sacredly  cherished  there — asked  who  wrote 
The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  ?  and  declared  with  one  voice,  and  a  loud  one,  that 
if  they  were  to  be  bettered  by  poems,  it  should  be  by  the  poems  of  their  own 
KOBEET  BUENS."] 

When  wild  War's  deadly  blast  was  blawn, 

And  gentle  Peace  returning, 
Wi'  mony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless, 

And  mony  a  widow  mourning : 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field, 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger. 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 

A  leal,  light  heart  was  in  my  breast, 

My  hand  unstain'd  wi'  plunder ; 
And  for  fair  Scotia,  hame  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander. 
I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
I  thought  upon  the  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy : 

At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonie  glen, 

Where  early  life  I  sported ; 
I  pass'd  the  mill,  and  trystmg  thorn, 

Where  Nancy  aft  I  courted : 
Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling ! 
And  turn'd  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  een  was  swelling. 
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Wi'  alter'd  voice,  quoth  I,  sweet  lass, 

Sweet  as  yon  hawthorn's  blossom, 
O !  happy,  happy  may  he  be, 

That's  dearest  to  thy  bosom  : 
My  purse  is  hght,  I've  far  to  gang, 

And  fain  wad  be  thy  lodger ; 
I've  serv'd  my  king  and  country  lang, 

Take  pity  on  a  sodger. 

Sae  wistfully  she  gaz'd  on  me, 

And  lovelier  was  than  ever ; 
Quo'  she,  a  sodger  ance  I  lo'ed. 

Forget  him  shall  I  never ; 
Our  humble  cot,  and  hamely  fare, 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  it, 
That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  cockade, 

Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  o't. 

She  gaz'd — she  redden'd  like  a  rose — 

Syne  pale  Hke  ony  lily,* 
She  sank  within  my  arms,  and  eri^a, 

Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie  ? 
By  Him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky — 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man — and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 

The  wars  are  o'er,  and  I'm  come  hame. 

And  find  thee  still  true-hearted ; 
Tho'  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  in  love. 

And  mair,  we'se  ne'er  be  parted. 
Quo'  she,  my  grandsire  left  me  gowd, 

A  mailin  plenish'd  fairly ; 
And  come,  my  faithful  sodger  lad, 

Thou'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly  ! 


*  In  MS.,  "  Syne  wallow't  like  a  lily/' — The  writer  of  these  notes  pointeti  out, 
some  time  ago,  in  a  "  Chapter  on  Old  Ballads,"  that  this  verse  is  imitated  by 
Burns  from  one  in  a  fine  old  ballad  called  Gmrdie,  which  he  recovered  and  sent 
to  Jolmson's  Museum^  Yol.  IV.   The  stanza  we  refer  to  is  as  follows . — 

"  When  first  she  looked  the  letter  on,  she  was  baith  red  and  rosy: 
But  he  had  na  read  a  word  or  twa,  till  she  wallow't  like  a  lily." 

€  Z 
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For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor ; 
But  glory  is  the  sodger*s  prize, 

The  Bodger*s  wealth  is  honor  : 
The  brave,  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise, 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger — 
Remember  he's  his  country's  stay 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 


THE  POET'S  VALEDIOTOBY  ADDRESS. 


On  7tli  April,  1793,  just  after  he  had  composed  the  affecting  Ballad  which  clcsea 
this  volume— the  very  last  of  his  compositions  which  he  lived  to  see  published 
for  the  first  time,  he  wrote  as  follows  to  Mr  Thomson:— "You  caimot  imagine 
how  much  this  business  of  composing  for  your  publication  has  added  to  my 
enjoyments.  What  with  my  early  attachment  to  ballads,  your  book,  &c,, 
ballad-making  is  now  as  completely  my  hobby-horse  as  ever  fortification  was 
Uncle  Toby's ;  so  I'll  e'en  canter  it  away  till  I  come  to  the  limit  of  my  race.— 
God  grant  that  I  may  take  the  right  side  of  the  winning-post!— and  then, 
cheerfully  looking  back  on  the  honest  folks  with  whom  I  have  been  happy,  I 
shall  say  or  sing— ^Sae  merry  as  we  a'  hae  been!  and,  raising  my  last  looks  to  the 
whole  human  race,  the  last  words  of  the  voice  of  Coila  shall  be — '  Good- 
night, AND  Joy  be  wi'  you  aT 


THE  AUTHOR'S  OWN  GLOSSARIES; 

INCOBPORATINa 

THE  GLOSSARIES  OF  HIS  KILMARNOCK  AND  EDINBURGH  EDITIONS. 


The  words  and  passages  vrithin  brackets  are  given  from  the  Author's  Kilmarnock 
Glossary,  1786. — 


The  ch  and  gh  have  always  the  guttural  sound.  The  sound  of  the  English 
diphthong  oo,  is  commonly  spelled  oit.  The  French  «,  a  sound  which 
often  occurs  in  the  Scotch  language,  is  marked  oo  or  ui.  The  a  in  genuine 
Scotch  words,  except  when  forming  a  diphthong,  or  followed  by  an  e  mute 
after  a  single  consonant,  sounds  generally  like  the  broad  English  a  in  wall. 
The  Scotch  diphthongs,  ae,  always,  and  ea,  very  often,  sound  like  the 
French  e  masculine.   The  Scotch  diphthong     sounds  like  the  Latin  ei. 

[The  past  time  and  participle  past  are  usually  made  by  shortening  the  ed  to  7. 
The  participle  present,  instead  of  terminating  in  ing,  ends  in  the  Scotch 
dialect,  in  an  or  in.] 


A',  alL 

Aback,  away,  aloof,  [behind.] 
Aboon,  above,  up. 
Abeigh,  at  a  shy  distance. 
Abreed,  in  breadth. 
Abread,  abroad,  in  sight. 
Ae,  one. 
Aft,  oft 
Aften,  often. 

Aff,  off;  aff-loof,  unpremeditated. 
Afore,  before. 

Agley,  off  the  right  line,  wrong,  [wide 

of  the  aim.] 
Aiblins,  perhapa. 
Aits,  oats. 
Airn,  iron. 
Aith,  an  oath. 
Ain,  own. 

Aiver,  an  old  horse. 

Aizle,  a  hot  cinder,  [a  red  ember.] 

Alake,  alas. 

Alane,  alone. 

Amang,  among. 

Amaist,  almost 

An',  and,  if. 

Ane,  one,  an. 

Ance,  once. 

Anither,  another. 


Artfu',  artfuL 


Asteer,  abroad,  stirring. 
Auld,  old. 

Auld-farran,  or  auld-farrant,  sagaci 

ous,  cunning,  prudent. 
Aught,  eight,  possession,  as  in  a'  my 

aught — in  all  my  possession. 
Ava,  at  all,  [of  all.] 
Awa',  away. 

Awn,  the  beard  of  barley,  oats,  &c. 
Awnie,  bearded. 
Awfu',  awfuL 
Awkart,  aukward. 
Ayont,  beyond. 


BA',  ball 

Baws'nt,  having  a  white  stripe  down 

the  face. 
[Bairan,  baring.] 
Barkit,  barked. 
Barkin,  barking. 
Baith,  both. 
Bane,  bone. 

Bainie,  [or  banie,]  having  large 
stout 

Bardie,  diminutive  of  bard. 
Bauld,  bold;  bauldly,  boldly. 


Bareflt,  bare-footed. 
Batch,  a  crew,  a  gang. 
BattB,  botts. 

Bade,  endured,  did  stay. 
Bang,  an  effort. 
Bairn,  a  child. 

Bairntime,  a  family  of  children,  a 

brood. 
Baudrons,  a  cat. 
Barmie,  of,  or  like  barm. 
Bank,  a  cross-beam;  bauken',  the  end 

of  a  beam. 
Pad,  did  bid. 
Baggie,  the  belly. 
Bashfu',  bashfuL 

Backlins-comin,  coming  back,  return- 
ing. 

Be,  to  let  be,  to  give  over,  to  cease,  [to 

leave  in  quiet.] 
Beuk,  a  book. 
Behint,  or  behin',  behind. 
Be't,  be  it. 

Ben,  into  the  spence  or  parlour;  [but 
and  ben,  the  country  kitchen  and 
parlour.] 

Belyve,  by  and  by. 

[Bellys,  bellows.] 

Beet,  to  add  fuel  to  Are. 

Beastie,  diminutive  of  beast 

Benlomond,  a  noted  mountain  in  Dum- 
bartonshire. 

Belly-fu\  belly-fulL 

Bethankit,  the  grace  after  meat. 

Befa*,  to  befaL 

Billie,  a  brother,  a  young  fellow. 
Big,  to  build;  biggit,  builded. 
Biggin,  building,  a  house. 
Bicker,  a  kind  of  wooden  dish,  a  short 
race. 

Birkie,  a  clever  fellow. 

Bing,  a  heap  of  grain,  potatoes,  &c. 

Bill,  a  bull 

Bizz,  a  bustle,  to  buzz. 

Birring,  the  noise  of  partridges,  &c., 

when  they  spring. 
Bit,  crisis,  nick  of  time. 
Bien,  wealthy,  plentiful 
Biel,  or  bield,  shelter. 
Blastit  or  blastet,  blasted,  [worthless.] 
Blastie,  a  shrivell'd  dwarf,  a  term  of 

contempt 
Blink,  a  little  while,  a  smiling  look,  to 

look  kindly,  to  shine  by  fits,  [a 

glance,  an  amorous  leer.] 
Blinker,  a  term  of  contempt 
Blinkin,  smirking. 
Bluid,  blood;  bluidy,  bloody. 
Blather,  the  bladder. 
Blaw,  to  blow,  to  boast 
Blether,  to  talk  idly,  nonsense. 
Bleth'rin,  talking  idly. 
Blaud,  a  flat  piece  of  anything,  to  slap. 
Blate,  bashful,  sheepish. 
Bleezin,  blazing. 
Blessin,  blessing. 
Blusht,  did  blush. 


Blype.  a  shred  [of  cloth,]  a  large  piece. 
Bleatin,  bleating. 

Blue-gown,  one  of  those  beggars  who 
get  annually,  on  the  King's  birthday, 
a  blue  cloke  or  gown,  with  a  badge. 

Bonie,  or  bonj%  handsome,  beautiful. 

Bonilie,  handsomely,  beautifully. 

Bonnock,  a  kind  of  thick  cake  of  bread. 

Bother,  to  pother. 

Bodle,  a  small,  old  coin. 

Boortrie,  the  shrub  elder,  planted  much 
of  old  in  hedges  of  barn-yards,  &c. 

Boord,  a  board. 

Botch,  an  angry  tumour. 

Boost,  behoved,  must  needs. 

Bow-kail,  cabbage. 

Bow't,  bended,  crooked. 

Bock,  to  vomit  to  gush  intermittently. 

Bocked,  gushed,  vomited. 

Braw,  fine,  handsome. 

Brawly,  or  brawlie,  very  well,  finely, 
heartily. 

Breakin,  breaking. 

Brawnie,  stout,  brawny. 

Brie,  juice,  liquid. 

Brash,  a  sudden  illness. 

Brunstane,  brimstone. 

Breeks,  breeches. 

Brugh,  a  burgh. 

Brust  to  burst 

Brither,  a  brother. 

Braid,  broad. 

[Brat  a  worn  shred  of  cloth.] 
Brats,  coarse  clothes,  rags. 
Breathin,  breathing. 
Branks,  a  kind  of  wooden  curb  for 

horses. 
Brig,  a  bridge. 
Broo,  broth,  liquid,  water. 
Brewin,  brewing. 

Brogue,  a  hum,  a  trick,  [an  affront] 

Brak,  broke,  made  insolvent 

Breef,  an  invulnerable  or  irresistible 

spell  [or  charm.] 
Brunt  did  burn- 
Brae,  a  declivity,  a  precipice,  the  slope 

of  a  hill. 
Brachens,  ferns. 

Broose,  a  race  at  country  weddings — 
who  shall  first  reach  the  bride- 
groom's house  on  returning  from 
church. 

Brattle,  a  short  race,  hurry,  fury. 
Braindge,  [or  brainge,]  to  run  rashly 

forward,  [to  draw  unsteadily.] 
Braindg't  reeled  forward. 
Brisket,  the  breast,  the  bosom. 
Breastit  did  spring  up  or  forward, 
Breastie,  diminutive  of  breast 
Braik,  a  kind  of  harrow. 
Braxie,  a  morkin  sheep,  &c. 
Brullzie,  a  broil,  a  combustion. 
Buirdly,  stout-made,  broad-built. 
Bum-clock,  a  humming  beetle  that 

flies  in  the  summer  evening. 
I  Bummin,  humming  as  bees. 


Burn,  water,  a  rivulet 
Burnie,  diminutive  of  bum. 
Burnewin,  t.  e,  bum  the  mndy  a  black- 
smith. 

Busle,  a  bustle,  to  bustle. 

But  an'  ben,  the  country  kitchen  and 

parlour. 
Busklt,  dressed. 
Bummle,  to  blunder. 
Bummler,  a  blunderer. 
Buckskin,  an  inhabitant  of  Virginia. 
But,  without. 
Bure,  did  bear. 
Byre,  a  cow-stable. 
By  himsel,  lunatic,  distracted. 


0 

CA',  to  call,  to  name,  to  drive. 
Ca't  or  ca'd,  callecj,  driven,  calved. 
Caressin,  caressing. 
Caultl,  cold. 

Cantie,  or  canty,  ch earful,  merry. 

Caup,  a  wooden  drinking  vessel  [with 
two  lugs  or  handles.] 

Carlin,  a  stout  old  woman. 

Cannie,  gentle,  mild,  dextrous. 

Cannilie,  dextrously,  gently. 

Cadie,  or  caddie,  a  person,  a  young  fel- 
low. 

Caller,  fresh,  sound. 

Cam,  did  come. 

Canna,  cannot. 

Carryin,  carrying. 

Cantharidian,  made  of  cantharides. 

Calf-ward,  a  small  inclosure  for  calves. 

Cairn,  a  loose  heap  of  stones. 

Caudron,  a  caldron. 

Cantraip,  a  charm,  a  spell. 

Cape-stane,  cope-stone,  key-stone. 

Caird,  a  tinker. 

Caff,  chaff. 

Careerin,  chearfuUy. 

Cartes,  cards. 

Cadger,  a  carrier. 

Callan,  a  boy. 

Chap,  a  person,  a  fellow,  a  blow. 
Chiel,  or  cheel,  a  young  fellow. 
Chow,  to  chew ;  clieekfor  chow^  side  by 

side. 
Chuffie,  fat-faced. 
Chantin,  chanting. 
Chanter,  a  part  of  a  bagpipe. 
Cheep,  a  chirp,  to  chirp. 
Chokin,  choking. 
Chearfu',  chearful. 
Ohimla,  or  chimlie,  a  fire  grate. 
Chimia-lug,  the  fireside. 
Cheekit,  cheeked. 
Chittering,  shivering,  trembling. 
Clash,  an  idle  tale,  the  story  of  the  day. 
Claw,  to  scratch. 
Claise,  or  class,  cloaths. 
Claith,  cloth;  claithing,  cloathing. 


Clinkin,  jerking,  clinking. 
Clinkumbell,  who  rings  the  church  belL 
Clachan,  a  small  village  about  a  church, 

a  hamlet 
Clishmaclaver,  idle  conversation. 
Cloot  the  hoof  of  a  cow,  sheep,  &c 
Clootie,  an  old  name  for  the  Devil. 
Clips,  sheers 

Claut,  to  clean,  to  scrape. 
Clauted,  scraped. 
Clarkit,  wrote. 
Clap,  clapper  of  a  milL 
Cleed,  to  clothe. 

Clatter,  to  tell  little  idle  stories,  an  idle 
story. 

Clour,  a  bump  or  swelling  after  a  blow. 
Clock,  to  hatch,  a  beetle. 
Clockin,  hatching. 

Collie,  a  general,  and  sometimes  a 

particular  name  for  country  curs. 
Comin,  coming. 
Countra,  country. 

Cotter,  the  inhabitant  of  a  cot-house  or 

cottage. 
Cood,  the  cud. 

Cog,  a  wooden  dish  [without  handles.] 

Coggie,  diminutive  of  cog. 

Cowe,  to  terrify,  to  keep  under,  to  lop, 

a  fright,  a  branch  of  furze,  broom, 

&c. 

Commaun,  command. 

Cozie,  snug  ;  coziel5%  snugly. 

Cowp,  to  barter,  to  tumble  over,  a  fall, 

a  gang. 
Cowpit  tumbled. 
Cove,  a  cavern. 

Cootie,  [pretty  large]  wooden  kitchen 
dish,  also  those  fowls  whose  legs  are- 
clad  with  feathers  are  said  to  be  cootie. 

Coost  did  cast 

Cowte,  a  colt. 

Coof,  a  blockhead,  a  ninny. 
Core,  corps,  party,  clan. 
Couthie,  kind,  loving. 
Cookit,  appeared  and  disappeared  by 
fits. 

Coble,  a  fishing  boat 
Corn't,  fed  with  oats. 
Cowrin,  cowering. 
Coaxin,  wheedling. 

COILA,  from  Kyle,  a  district  of  Ayr- 
shire, so  called,  saith  tradition,  from 
Coil  or  Coilus,  a  Pictish  monarch. 

Crack,  conversation,  to  converse. 

Orackin,  conversiDg. 

Orabbit,  crabbed,  fretful 

Crouse.  chearful,  courageous. 

Crously,  chearfully,  courageously. 

Crank,  the  noise  of  an  ungreased 
wheel,  [a  harsh,  grating  sound.] 

Crankous,  fretful ;  captious,  [peevish.] 

Orushin,  crushing;  crusht,  crushed. 

Crap,  a  crop,  the  top. 

Cronie,  crony. 

Crowdie  time,  breakfast  time. 
I  Crump,hard  and  brittle,  spoken  of  bread. 


Croon,  a  hollow  continued  moan,  to 
make  a  noise  1  ke  the  continued 
roar  of  a  bull,  to  hum  a  tune. 

Crooning,  humming. 

Creeshie,  greasy. 

Craft,  or  croft,  a  field  near  a  house,  in 
old  husbandry. 

Creel,  a  basket ;  to  have  one's  wits  in  a 
cj-eel,  to  be  craz'd,  to  be  fascinated. 

Craw,  a  crow  of  a  cock,  a  rook. 

Crouchie,  crook-backed. 

Cranreuch,  the  hoar  frost. 

Crambo-clink,  or  crambo- jingle, 
rhymes,  doggerel  verses. 

Crowlin,  crawling  [or  creeping.] 

Oreepin,  creeping. 

Crood,  or  croud,  to  coo  as  a  dove. 

Crunt,  a  blow  on  the  head  with  a 
cudgel. 

Cuif,  a  blockhead,  a  ninny. 

Curchie,  a  courtesy. 

Cnrmurring,  murmuring,  slight,  rumb- 
ling noise. 

Curling,  a  "vvell  known  game  on  ice. 

Curler,  a  player  at  ice. 

Curpin,  [or  curpan,]  the  crupper. 

Cummock,  a  short  staff  with  a  crooked 
head. 

Curlie,  curled,  whose  hair  falls  natur- 
ally in  ringlets. 
Cushat,  the  dove  or  wood  pigeon. 

D 

DAFT,  merry,  giddy,  foolish. 
DafBn,  merriment,  foolishness. 
Darg,  or  daurk,  a  day's  labour. 
Dawd,  [or  daud,]  a  large  piece,  [the 

noise  of  one  falling  flak] 
Daud,  to  thrash,  to  abuse. 
[Daut,  to  caress,  to  fondle.] 
Dawtit,  or  dautet,  fondled,  caressed. 
Dainty,  pleasant,  good  humoured, 

agreeable. 
Dancin,  dancing. 
Darklins,  darkling. 
Daur,  to  dare ;  daur't,  dared. 
Dappl't,  dappled. 

Daimen,  rare,  now  and  then;  daimen- 
icker,  an  ear  of  corn  now  and  then. 
Daddie,  a  father. 
[Dead-sweer,  very  loath,  averse.] 
Dearies,  diminutive  of  dears. 
Dearthfu',  dear. 

Deil-ma-care !  no  matter !  for  all  that. 

Deave,  to  deafen. 

Devel,  a  stunning  blow. 

Deleeret,  delirious. 

Deservin,  deserving. 

Delvin,  delving. 

Descrive,  to  describe. 

Disrespecket,  disrespected. 

Dizzen,  or  diz'n,  a  dozen. 

Dirl,  a  slight,  tremulous  stroke  or  pain. 

Ding,  to  worst,  to  push. 

Dinna,  do  not. 


Dight,  to  wipe,  to  clean  corn  from 

chaff,  cleaned  from  chaff. 
Dimpl't,  dimpled. 
Dizzie,  dizzy,  giddy. 
Doited,  stupifled,  hebetated. 
Doylt,  stupifled,  crazed. 
Douce,  or  douse,  sober,  wise,  prudent 
Doucely,  soberly,  prudently. 
Dorty,  saucy,  nice. 
Dow,  am  or  are  able  to,  can. 
Downa,  am  or  are  not  able,  cannot. 
Dought,  was  or  were  able. 
Dolefu',  doleful. 

Doure,  stout,  durable,  stubborn,  sullen. 
Dowie,  worn  with  grief,  fatigue,  [crazy 

and  dull.] 
Donsie,  unlucky,  [dangerous.] 
Dowff,  pithless,  wanting  force. 
Dool,  sorrow ;  to  sing  dool,  to  lament, 

to  mourn. 
Drap,  a  drop,  to  drop. 
Drapping,  dropping. 
Drumlie,  muddy. 
Druken,  drunken. 
Drouth,  thirst,  drought 
Drinkin,  drinking. 
Dryin,  drying. 
Dreep,  to  ooze,  to  drop. 
Dreeping,  oozing,  dropping. 
Drift  a  drove. 
Drunt  pet,  sour  humour. 
Dreadfrf,  dreadful. 

Droop-rumpl't,  that  droops  at  the  crup. 
per. 

Dribble,  drizzling,  slaver. 
Drummock,  meal  and  water  mixed 
raw. 

Droddum,  the  breech. 

Dub,  a  small  pond. 

Duds,  rags  [of]  clothes. 

Duddie,  ragged. 

Dung,  worsted,  pushed,  driven. 

Dush,  to  push  as  a  [bull]  ram,  &c. 

Dusht,  pushed  by  a  ram,  ox,  &c. 

E 

E'E,  the  eye;  een,  the  eyes. 

Eerie,  frighted,  dreading  spirits. 

E'enin,  evening. 

Eild,  old  age. 

Elbuck,  the  elbow. 

Eldritch,  ghastly,  frightful,  [horrid.] 

En',  end. 

Enbruqh,  Edinburgh. 

Enough,  enough. 

Ensuin,  ensuing. 

Especial,  especially. 

Eydent,  diligent,  [constant,  busy.] 

F 

FA',  fall,  lot,  to  falL 
Fae,  a  foe. 
Faithfu',  faithful. 

Fash,  trouble,  care,  to  trouble,  to  care 
for. 


Fash't,  troubled 

Fawsont,  decent,  seemly,  [orderly.] 

Faem,  foam. 
Farl,  a  cake  of  bread. 
Fairiu,  a  fairin£>',  a  pi-esent. 
Fare  weel.  fare  v\-e;j. 
Fallow,  fellow. 
Faut,  fault 
Faddom't,  fathomed. 
Fac't,  faced. 

Fatterels,  ribbon  ends,  &c. 
Fasten-een,  Fastens-Even. 
Fand,  did  And. 
Fauld.  a  fold,  to  fold. 
Faulding,  folding. 

Ferlie,  or  f erly,  to  wonder,  a  wonder ; 

[also]  a  term  of  contempt 
Fecht,  to  fight;  fechtin,  fighting. 
Fend,  to  live  comfortably. 
Feid,  feud,  enmity. 
Feat,  neat,  spruce. 
Fear't,  frighted. 
Fearfu',  frightful. 

Fetch,  to  pull  by  fits,  [to  stop  suddenly 
in  the  draught,  and  then  come  on  too 
hastiljt] 

Fetch 't,  pulled  intermittently. 

Feg,  a  fig. 

Feckfu',  large,  brawny,  stout 

Feckless,  puny,  weak,  silly. 

Fell,  keen,  biting,  the  flesh  immedi- 
ately under  the  skin ;  a  field  pretty 
level,  on  the  side  or  top  of  a  hilL 

Fient,  fiend,  a  petty  oath. 

Fizz,  to  make  a  hissing  noise  like  fer- 
mentation. 

Fit,  a  foot 

Fittie-lan',  the  near  horse  of  the  hind- 
most pair  in  the  plough. 

Fier,  sound,  healthy;  a  brother,  a 
friend. 

Fidge,  to  fidget. 

Fidgin,  fidgeting. 

Fissle,  to  make  a  rustling  noise,  to 

fidget,  a  bustle. 
Flatterin',  flattering. 
Fleg,  a  kick,  a  random  blovr. 
Flunkie,  a  servant  in  livery. 
Fley,  to  scare,  to  frighten. 
Fley'd,  frighted,  scared. 
Flj-in,  flying. 
Fleesh,  a  fleece. 

Flingin-tree,  a  piece  of  timber  hung  by 
way  of  partition  between  two  horses 
in  a  stable,  a  flail 

Flisk,  to  fret  at  the  yoke. 

Fliskit,  fretted. 

Flichter,  to  flutter  as  yovng  nestlings 

when  their  dam  approaches. 
Flichterin,  fluttering. 
Flinders,  shreds,  broken  pieces. 
Fleech,  to  supplicate  in  a  flattering 

manner. 
Fleechin,  supplicating. 
Flaiuen,  flannel. 
Flether,  to  decoy  by  fair  words. 


Fletherin,  flattering. 

Flitter,  to  vibrate  like  the  wings  of 

small  birds. 
Flittering,  fluttering,  vibrating. 
Forgather,  to  meet,  to  encounter  with. 
Fou,  full,  drunk. 
Foughten,  troubled,  harassed. 
Formin,  forming. 
Forbye,  besides. 

Forfaim,  distressed,  worn  out,  jaded. 
Foord,  a  ford. 

Forbears,  forefathers,  [ancestors.] 

Foamin,  foaming. 

Fow,  a  bushel,  &c.,  [full,  drunk.] 

Forgie,  to  forgive. 

Forjesket,  jaded  with  fatigue. 

Frae,  from. 

Freath,  froth. 

Frien',  friend. 

Fu',  full. 

Fur,  a  furrow. 

Furm,  a  form,  a  bench, 

Fud,  the  scut  of  the  hare,  coney  &c 

Fuff,  to  blow  intermittently. 

Fuff t,  did  blow. 

Funnie,  full  of  merriment 

Fyle,  to  soil,  to  dirty. 

Fyl't,  soiled,  dirtied. 

Fyfteen,  fifteen. 

Fyke,  trifling  cares,  to  piddle,  to  be  in 
a  fuss  about  trifles. 

Q 

GAB,  the  mouth,  to  speak  boldly  or 

pertly. 
Gang,  to  go,  to  walk. 
Gash,  wise,  sagacious,  talkative,  to 

converse. 
Gashin,  conversing. 
Gaucy,  [or  gawsie,]  jolly,  large. 
Gae,  to  go ;  gaed,  went ;  gaen  or  gane 

gone ;  gaun,  going. 
Gaet,  or  gate,  way,  manner,  road. 
Gatherin,  gathering. 
Gar,  to  make,  to  force  to. 
Gar't,  forced  to. 
Garten,  a  garter. 
Geordie,  a  guinea. 
Gear,  riches,  goods  of  any  kind 
Gentles,  great  folks. 
Get,  a  child,  a  young  one. 
Geek,  to  toss  the  head  in  wantonness 

or  scorn. 
Ged,  a  pike. 

Gie,  to  give ;  gied,  gave ;  gi'en,  given. 
[Gilpey,  a  young  girl.] 
Gimmer,  a  ewe  from  one  to  two  years 
old. 

Gin,  if,  against. 
Gizz,  a  periwig. 

Girn,  to  grin,  to  twist  the  features  iu 

rage,  agony,  &o. 
Girnin,  grinning. 
Gipsy,  a  young  girl. 
Gillie,  diminutive  of  gilL 


G  if  tie,  diminutive  of  gift 
Ghaist.  a  ghost. 
Gloamin,  the  twilight. 
Glunch,  a  frown,  to  frown. 
Qlib-gabbet,  that  speaks  smoothly  and 
readily. 

Glint,  to  peep;  glinted,  peeped;  glintin, 
peeping. 

Glowr,  to  stare,  to  look,  a  stare,  a  look. 

Glowr'd,  looked,  stared. 

Glowrin,  staring. 

Glaikit,  inattentive,  foolish. 

Gleg,  sharp,  ready. 

Glaizie,  glittering,  smooth  like  glass. 

Gley,  a  squint,  to  squint;  agley,  off  at 
a  side,  wrong. 

Go  wan,  the  flower  of  the  daisy,  dande- 
lion, hawk- weed,  &c. 

Gowk,  a  cuckoo,  a  term  of  contempt. 

Gowl,  to  howl. 

Gowling,  howling. 

Gowd,  gold. 

Gowff,  the  game  of  golf;  to  strike,  <sw 

the  bat  does  the  ball  at  golf. 
Gowif'd,  struck. 

Grane,  or  grain,  a  groan,  to  groan. 

Grain'd,  groaned. 

Graining,  groaning. 

Grushie,  thick,  of  thriving  growth. 

Great,  intimate,  familiar. 

Grievin,  grieving. 

Graith,  accoutrements,  furniture,  dress. 

Gruntle,  the  phiz  [or  visage,]  a  grunt- 
ing noise. 

•Gracefu',  graceful. 

Greet,  to  shed  tears,  to  weep. 

Greetin,  crjdng,  weeping. 

Gree't,  agreed. 

Oraunie,  a  grandmother. 

-Grape,  to  grope ;  grapit,  groped. 

Grippet,  catched,  seized. 

Graip,  a  pronged  instrument  for  clean- 
ing stables. 

Grumphie,  a  sow. 

Grumph,  a  grunt,  to  grunt 

Orousome,  loathsomely  grim. 

Grunstane,  a  grindstone. 

Grozet  a  gooseberry. 

•Grissle,  gristle. 

Gratefu',  grateful. 

Gree,  to  agree ;  to  bear  the  gree,  to  be 

decidedly  victor. 
rGrun',  ground. 

Groat,  to  get  the  whistle  of  one's  groat, 
to  play  a  losing  game. 

•GuDB,  the  Supreme  Being  ;  good. 

Gusty,  tasteful. 

Gully,  or  guUie,  a  large  knife. 

Guid,  good;  guid-mornin,  good  mor- 
row ;  guid-een,  good  evening. 

Guidman  and  Quidwife,  the  master 
and  mistress  of  the  house;  Young 
Guidman,  a  man  newly  married. 

-Guid  father,  Guidmither,  father-in-law 
and  mother-in-law. 

-Gumlie,  muddy. 


HA',  hall. 

Hae,  to  have. 

Haen,  had,  the  participle. 

Hame,  home;  hameward,  homeward. 

Hamely,  homely,  affable. 

Han',  or  haun',  hand. 

Haith,  a  petty  oath. 

Haet,  Jient  haet,  a  petty  oath  of  nega- 
tion, nothing. 

Haughs,  low-lying  rich  lands,  valleys. 

Hash,  a  sot,  [a  term  of  contempt.] 

Hand,  to  hold. 

Hale,  whole,  tight,  healthy. 

Hap-step-an'-lowp,  hop-skip-and-leap. 

Hap,  an  outer  garment,  mantle  plaid, 
&c.,  to  wrap,  to  cover,  to  hop. 

Happing,  hopping. 

Hafains,  nearly  half,  partly. 

Hain,  to  spare,  to  save ;  hain'd;  spared. 

Hawkie,  a  covf,  pi'operly  one  with  a  white 
face. 

Hal',  or  hald,  an  abiding  place. 
Havins,  good  manners,  decorum,  good 

sense. 
Harkit,  hearkened. 
Happer,  a  hopper. 

Hag,  a  scar  or  gulf  in  mosses  and 
moors. 

Haverel,  a  half-witted  person,  half- 
witted. 
Hairst,  harvest 
Haurl,  to  drag,  to  peel. 
Haurlin,  peeling. 
Hastit,  hastened- 

Hallan,  a  particular  partition  wall  in  a 
cottage. 

Ha'  bible,  the  great  bible  that  lies  in 
the  hall. 

Haffet,  the  temple,  the  side  of  the  head. 
Haggis,  a  kind  of  pudding  boiled  in 

the  stomach  of  a  cow  or  sheep. 
Hech!  oh!  strange! 
Hearse,  hoarse. 
Het,  hot 
Hersel,  herself. 
Herrin,  a  herring. 

Herry,  to  plunder,  mast  properly  to 

plunder  bird-nests. 
Herryment,  plundering,  devastation. 
Heugh,  a  crag,  a  coal-pit 
Heeze,  to  elevate,  to  raise. 
Heather,  heath. 

Hecht,  to  fortell  [or  forbode]  something 
that  is  to  be  got  or  given,  foretold, 
the  thing  foretold. 

Heapit,  heaped. 

Herd,  to  tend  flocks,  one  who  tends 
flocks. 

Healsome,  healthful,  wholesome. 
Hear't,  hear  it. 
Hellim,  the  rudder  or  helm. 
Himsel,  himself. 
Hizzie,  hussy,  a  young  girl. 
Hirpl,  to  walk  crazily,  to  creep ;  hirplui, 
creeping. 


Hing,  to  hang. 

Hitch,  a  loop,  a  knot 

Hilch,  to  hobble,  to  halt 

Hilchin,  halting. 

Histie,  dry,  chapt,  barren. 

Hissel,  so  mauy  cattle  as  one  person 

can  attend. 
Howk,  to  dig ;  howkit,  digged ;  howk- 

in,  digging. 
Howdie,  a  midwife. 
Hoddin,  the  motion  of  a  sago  country 

man  riding  on  a  cart-horse. 
Hornie,  one  of  the  many  names  of  the 

Devil. 

Houghmagandie,  fornication,  [a  species 
of  gender  composed  of  the  mascu- 
line and  feminine  united.] 

Howe,  hollow,  a  hollow  or  dell. 

Howe-backit,  sunk  in  the  back,  spoken 
of  a  horse,  &c. 

Hove,  to  heave,  to  swell. 

Hov'd,  heaved,  swelled. 

Hoyse,  a  pull  upwards. 

Hoord,  a  hoard,  to  hoard. 

Hoordet,  hoarded. 

Hoolie,  slowly,  leisurely;  hoolle!  take 
leisure!  stop! 

Host,  or  hoast,  to  cough;  hostin,  cough- 
ing. 

Hog-score,  a  kind  of  distance  lino,  in 
curling,  drawn  across  the  rink. 

Hoy,  to  urge  [incessantly] ;  hoy't,  urged. 

Hool,  outer  skin  or  case. 

Hoyte,  to  amble  crazily,  [a  motion  be- 
tween a  trot  and  a  gallop.] 

Housie,  diminutive  of  house. 

Horn,  a  spoon  made  of  horn. 

Hog-shouther,  a  kind  of  horse  play  by 
justling  with  the  shoulder,  to  justle. 

Hurdles,  the  loins,  the  crupper. 

Hughoc,  diminutive  of  Hugh. 

I 

I',  in. 

ler-oe,  a  great-grandchild. 
Icker.  an  ear  of  corn. 
Ilk  or  ilka,  each,  every. 
Ill-willie,  ill-natured,  malicious,  nig- 
gardly, [unkind.] 
Indeutin,  indenting. 
Ingle,  Are,  fire-place. 
Ingine,  genius,  ingenuity. 
I'se,  I  shall  or  will. 
Ither,  other,  one  another. 

J 

JAD,  jade ;  also  a  familiar  term,  among 
country  folks,  for  a  giddy  young  girl. 

Jaup,  a  jerk  of  water,  to  jerk  as  agi- 
tated water. 

Jauk,  to  dally  [at  work.]  to  trifle. 

Jaukin,  trifling,  dalljing. 

Jaw,  coarse  raillery,  to  pour  out,  to 
spurt,  to  jerk,  as  waten: 


Jink,  to  dodge,  to  turn  a  corner,  a 

sudden  turning  a  corner. 
Jinkin,  dodging. 

Jinker,  that  turns  quickly,  a  gay, 

sprightly  girl,  a  wag. 
Jimp,  to  jump,  slender  in  the  waist, 

handsome. 
Jillet,  a  jilt,  a  giddy  girl. 
Jirt,  a  jerk. 
Jinglin,  jingling. 

Jow,  to  jow,  a  verb,  which  incluiles 
both  the  swinging  motion  and  peal- 
ing sound  of  a  large  b  ^ll. 

Jouk,  to  stoop,  to  bow  the  head. 

Jocteleg,  a  kind  of  kuife. 

Jokin,  joking. 

Jo5'fu',  joyful. 

Jundie,  to  justle. 

Jumpit,  did  jump. 

Jumpin,  jumping. 

K 

KAE,  a  daw. 

Kain,  fowls,  &c.,  paid  as  rent  by  a 
farmer. 

Kail,  coleworts,  a  kind  of  broth. 

Kail-runt,  the  stem  of  the  colewort. 

Kebbuck,  a  cheese. 

Ken,  to  know;  kend  or  ken't,  knew 

Kennin,  a  small  matter. 

Keek,  a  peep,  to  peep. 

Keepit,  kept. 

Kelpies,  a  sort  of  mischievous  spirits, 
said  to  haunt  fords  and  ferries  at 
night,  especially  in  storms. 

Ket,  a  matted,  hairy  fleece  of  wool. 

Kin',  kind. 

Kilt,  to  truss  up  the  clothes. 
Kirn,  the  harvest  supper,  a  churn,  to 
churn. 

Kitchen,  anything  that  eats  with  bread, 
to  serve  for  soup,  gravy,  &c. 

Kittle,  to  tickle ;  ticklish,  likely. 

Kittlin,  a  young  cat. 

King's  hood,  a  certain  part  of  the  en- 
trails of  an  ox,  &c. 

Kin,  kindred. 

Kiutle,  to  cuddle,  [to  caress,  to  fondle.] 

Kiutlin,  cuddling. 

Kiaugh,  carking  anxiety. 

Kirsen,  to  christen. 

Kimmer,  a  young  girl,  a  gossip. 

Kist,  chest,  a  shop-counter. 

Knaggie,  like  knags  or  points  of  rocks. 

Knappin-hammer,  a  hammer  for 

breaking  stones. 
Knowe,  a  small  round  hillock. 
Kye,  cows. 

Kythe,  to  discover,  to  show  one's  self. 
KYLE,  a  district  of  Ayrshire. 
Kyte,  the  belly. 

L 

LAN',  land,  estate. 


Lang,  long;  to  think  lang,  to  long,  to 

weary. 
Lap,  did  leap, 

Lampit,  a  kind  of  shell-flsli. 
Laverock,  the  lark. 
Lambie,  diminutive  of  lamb. 
Laughin,  laughing. 
Lawfu',  lawful. 
Lapfu',  lapfuL 
Laigh,  low. 

Lane,  lone ;  my  lane,  thy  lane,  &c.,  my- 
self alone,  &c.,  thyself  alone,  &c 
Lanely,  lonely. 

Lallan,  Lowland ;  Lallans,  Scotch  dia- 
lect 

Laggen,  the  angle  between  the  Bide 

and  bottom  of  a  wooden  dish. 
Lave,  the  rest,  the  remainder,  the 

others. 
Laith,  loth. 

Laithfu',  bashful,  sheepish. 

Lairing,  wading  and  sinking  in  snow, 

mud,  &c. 
Laddie,  diminutive  of  lad, 
Lee-lang,  live-long. 
Leuk,  a  look,  to  look. 
Leeze  me,  a  phrase  of  congratulatory 

endearment. 
Lear,  pronounce  lare,  learning. 
Lea'e,  to  leave. 

Leister,  a  three-pronged  dart  for  strik- 
ing fish. 

Leugh,  did  laugh. 

Leal,  loyal,  true,  faithfuL 

Lightly,  sneeringly,  to  sneer  at. 

Limmer,  a  kept-mistress,  a  strumpet, 
[a  woman  of  easy  virtue.] 

Livin,  living. 

Link,  to  trip  along. 

Linkin',  tripping. 

Limpit,  limp'd,  hobbled. 

Linn,  a  water-fall. 

Lint,  flax;  lint  in  the  bell,  flax  in 

flower. 
Lift,  the  sky. 

Lilt,  a  ballad,  a  tune,  to  sing. 
Lintwhite,  a  linnet. 
Loan,  the  place  of  milking. 
Loof,  the  palm  of  the  hand. 
I'Ooves,  plural  of  loof. 
Lowe,  a  flame,  to  flame. 
Lowin,  flaming. 
Lowse,  to  loose. 
Lows'd,  loosed. 
Loot,  did  let. 

Loun,  a  fellow,  a  ragamuffin,  a  woman 

of  easy  virtue. 
Lowrie,  abbreviation  of  Lawrence. 
Lug,  the  ear,  a  handle. 
Lugget,  having  a  handle. 
Luggie,  a  small  wooden  dish  with  a 

handle. 

Lunt,  a  column  of  smoke,  to  smoke. 
Luntin,  smoking. 

Lunch,  a  large  piece  of  cheese,  flesh, 
&r. 


Lum,  the  cnimney. 

Lyart,  of  a  mixed  colour,  grey. 


M 

MAE,  more. 
Maist,  most,  almost 
Maistly,  mostly. 
Maun,  must 
Mair,  more. 

Mak,  to  make ;  makin,  making. 

Mashlum,  meslin,  mixed  corn. 

Manteele,  a  mantle. 

Maw,  to  mow ;  ma  win,  mowing. 

Maukin,  a  hare. 

Mallie,  Molly. 

Mar's  year,  the  rebellion,  a.d.  1715. 

Mark,  marks,  this,  and  several  other 
nouns,  which  in  English  require  an  s 
to  form  tfie  plural,  are  in  Scotch  like 
(he  words  sheep,  deer,  the  same  in  both 
numbers. 

Mask,  to  mash,  as  malt,  &c. 

Maskin-pat,  a  teapot 

Mang,  among. 

Mavis,  the  thrush. 

Mell,  to  meddle. 

Men',  to  mend. 

Messin,  a  small  dog. 

Melvie,  to  soil  with  meal. 

Mense,  good  manners,  decorum. 

Menseless,  ill-bred,  rude,  impudent 

Melancholious,  mournful. 

Meere,  a  mare. 

Mither,  a  mother. 

Mixtie-maxtie,  confusedly,  mixed. 

Mim,  prim,  affectedly  meek. 

Mindfu',  mindful. 

Mislear'd,  mischievous,  unmannerly. 

Misca',  to  abuse,  to  call  names. 

Misca'd,  abused. 

Min',  mind,  remembrance. 

Mind't,  mind  it,  resolved,  intending. 

Middin,  a  dunghill. 

Midden-hole,  a  gutter  at  the  bottom  of 

the  dunghill. 
Minnie,  mother,  dam. 
Misteuk,  mistook. 
Morn,  the  next  day,  to-morrow. 
Moudiewort,  [or  modewurk,]  a  mole. 
Mony,  or  monie,  many. 
Moistlfy,  to  moisten. 
Mournfu',  mournful. 
Moop,  to  nibble  as  a  sheep. 
Mottie,  full  of  motes. 
Mou,  the  mouth. 
Mousie,  diminutive  of  mouse. 
Moorlan,  of  or  belonging  to  moors. 
Muckle,  or  meikle,  great,  big,  much. 
Mutchkin,  an  English  pint. 
Muslin-kail,  broth  composed  simply  of 

water,  shelled  barley,  and  greena. 
Musie,  diminutive  of  muse. 
Mysel,  myself. 


N 

NA,  no,  not,  nor. 
Nae,  no,  not  any, 
Nane,  none. 

Naething,  or  naithing,  nothing. 

Naig,  a  horse. 

Neebor,  a  neighbour. 

Needfu',  needful. 

Negleckit,  neglected. 

Neuk,  nook. 

Niest,  next 

Nieve,  the  fist, 

Nievefu',  handfuL 

Niger,  a  negro. 

Nine-tailed-cat,  a  hangman's  whip. 
Niffer,  an  exchange,  to  exchange,  to 

barter. 
Nit,  a  nut 
Nowte,  black  cattle. 
Norland,  of  or  belonging  to  the  North- 
Notic't,  noticed. 
Nor-west,  north-west 
Noteless,  unnoticed,  unknown. 


O 

0',  of. 

Observin,  observing. 

Ony,  or  onie,  any. 

Or,  is  often  used  for  ere,  before. 

O't,  of  it 

Ourie,  shivering,  drooping. 

Oursel,  or  oursels,  ourselves. 

Outler,  not  housed,  [lying  in  the  fields 

at  night] 
Owre,  over,  too. 

Owre  hip,  a  way  of  fetching  a  blow 
with  a  hammer  over  the  arm. 


P 

PACK,  intimate,  familiar,  twelve  stones 
of  WOOL 

Painch,  paunch. 

Parliamentin,  at  parliament 

Parritch,  [pirratch,  or  porritch,  pot- 
tage,] oatmeal  pudding,  a  well- 
known  Scotch  dish. 

Pang,  to  cram. 

Paukie,  cunning,  sly. 

Paughty,  proud,  haughty,  [saucy.] 

Paitrick,  a  partridge. 

Pat,  did  put,  a  pot 

Pay't,  paid,  beat 

Pattle,  or  pettle,  a  plough-staff. 

Pech,  to  fetch  the  breath  short  as  in  an 
asthma. 

Pechan,  the  crop  [of  fowls,]  the  sto- 
mach. 

[Penny-wheep,  small-beer.] 
Pettle,  to  cherish,  a  plough-staff. 
Pet,  a  domesticated  sheep,  &c. 
Peelin,  peeling. 
Pensivelie,  pensively. 


Phraise,  fair  speeches,   flattery,  to 

flatter. 
Phraisin,  flattery. 
Pit,  to  put. 

Pine,  pain,  uneasiness. 

Pickle,  a  small  quantity. 

Platie,  diminutive  of  plate. 

Plack,  an  old  Scotch  coin. 

Plackless,  pennyless. 

Pliskie,  a  trick. 

Plew,  or  pleugh,  a  plough. 

Plumpit,  did  plump. 

Placad,  a  public  proclamation. 

Poortith,  poverty. 

Powther,  or  pouther,  powder. 

Pouthery,  like  powder. 

Pouk,  to  pluck. 

Pou,  to  pulL 

Pou't  did  pulL 

Poussie,  a  hare  or  cat. 

Pownie,  a  little  horse. 

Pow,  the  head,  the  skull. 

Pout  a  poult,  a  chicken. 

Prayin,  praying. 

Pridefu',  proud,  saucy. 

Proveses,  provosts. 

Prig,  to  cheapen,  to  dispute. 

Priggin,  cheapening. 

Pryin,  prying. 

Prief,  proof. 

Prent,  print 

Propone,  to  lay  down,  to  propose. 
Primsie,  demure,  precise,  [affectedly 

nice.] 
Prie,  to  taste. 
Prie'd,  tasted. 
Preen,  a  pin. 
Pund,  pound,  pounds. 
Puddin,  pudding. 

Pyle,  a  pyle  o'  caff,  a  single  grain  of 
chaff. 


QUAT,  to  quit 
Quak,  to  quake. 
Quakin,  quaking. 

Quey,  a  cow  from  one  to  two  years  old. 


B 

BAM-FEEZL'D,  fatigued,  overspent. 

[Raep,  or  rape,  a  rope.] 

Rantin,  ranting, 

Ramblin,  rambling. 

Eattlin,  rattling. 

Eaucle,  rash,  stout,  fearless. 

Raw,  a  row. 

Raible,  to  rattle  nonsense,  [to  repeat 
by  rote.] 

Rair,  to  roar;  rair't,  roared;  rairing 

roaring. 
Rax.  to  stretch. 

Rash,  a  rush;  rash-buss,  a  bush  of 
rushes. 

Ram-stam,  forward,  thoughtless. 


Earely,  excellent,  very  welL 

Bagweed,  the  plant  ragwort. 

Eatton,  a  rat. 

Baught,  reached. 

Baize,  to  madden,  to  enflame. 

Bee,  half-drunk,  fuddled. 

Beam,  cream. 

Beek,  smoke,  to  smoke ;  reekin,  smok- 
ing; reekit,  smoked,  smoky. 

Beceivin,  receiving. 

Bed-wud,  stark-mad. 

Eemead,  remedy. 

Bemarkin,  remarking. 

Beest,  to  stand  restive. 

Beestit,  [or  reestet,]  stood  restive, 
stunted,  withered,  [shrivelled.] 

Beave,  to  rob. 

Bequit,  requital. 

Beft,  torn,  ragged. 

Bestricked,  restricted. 

Beck,  to  [take]  heed. 

Bede,  counsel,  to  counseL 

Befus't,  refuse  it. 

[Bief,  reaving.] 

Bin,  to  run,  to  melt ;  rinnin,  running. 
Bidin,  riding. 

Bip,  a  handful  of  unthreshed  corn,  &c. 
Bink,  the  course  of  the  stones,  a  term 

in  curling. 
Biskit,  [or  risk,]  made  a- noise  like  the 

tearing  of  [small]  roots  [with  the 

plough.] 
Big,  a  ridge. 
Bowte,  to  low,  to  bellow. 
Bowtin,  lowing. 
Bowth,  plenty. 

Eoupet,  hoarse,  as  with  a  cold. 
Eowe,  to  roll,  to  wrap. 
Bow't,  rolled,  wrapped. 
Boamin,  roaming. 

Bood,  stands  likewise  for  the  plural 
roods. 

Bonn',  round,  in  the  circle  of  neigh- 
bourhood. 
Boose,  to  praise,  to  commend. 
Bozet,  rosin. 

Boon,  a  shred,  a  remnant 
Bung,  a  cudgel. 
Bunkl'd,  wrinkled. 

Bunt,  the  stem  of  colewort  or  cabbage. 
Bustlin,  rustling. 
Bhymin,  rhyming. 

[Bockin,  a  meeting  on  a  winter  even- 
ing.] 

S 

'S,  is. 

Sae,  so. 

Sang,  a  song. 

Sair,  to  serve,  sore. 

Sairly,  or  sairlie,  sorely. 

Sair't,  served. 

Saul,  souL 

Saunt,  a  saint. 

Sark,  a  shirt. 


Sarkit,  provided  in  shirts. 

Saft,  soft 
Saw,  to  BOW. 
Sawin,  sowing. 
Sax,  six. 

Saut  salt;  sautet,  salted. 

Saumont,  salmon. 

Saugh,  the  willow. 

Scone,  a  kind  of  bread. 

Scrieve,  to  glide  swiftly  along,  [to  run 

smoothly.] 
Scrievin,  gleesomely,  swiftly. 
[Scriegh,  to  cry  shrilly.] 
Screechin,  screeching. 
Screed,  to  tear,  a  rent 
Scar,  to  scare. 

Scauld,  to  scold;  scaulding,  scolding. 
Scawl,  a  scold. 
Scaud,  to  scald- 
Scaur,  apt  to  be  scared. 
Scornfu',  scornful. 

Scrimp,  to  scant ;  scrimpet,  did  scant, 
scanty. 

Sconner,  a  loathing,  to  loathe. 
Scraich,  to  scream  as  a  hen,  partridge, 
&c 

Scraichin,  screaming. 

Sel.  self;  a  body's  sel,  one's  self  alone. 

Sets,  sets  aff,  goes  away. 

See'd,  did  see. 

Settlin,  settling;  to  get  a  settlin,  to 
be  frighted  into  quietness. 

Sell't  did  sell. 

Seizin,  seizing. 

Servan',  servant 

Sen',  to  send ;  sen't,  send  it 

Shaw,  to  show,  a  small  wood  in  a  hol- 
low place. 

Sheugh,  a  ditch,  a  trench. 

Shootin,  shooting. 

Shouther,  the  shoulder. 

Shoon,  shoes. 

Sheep-shank,  to  think  me's  self  nae 

sheep-shank,  to  be  conceited. 
Shore,  to  offer,  to  threaten. 
Shor'd,  offered, 

Shangan,  a  stick  cleft  at  one  end,  for 
putting  the  tail  of  a  dog,  &c.,  into,  by 
way  of  mischief,  or  to  frighten  him 
away. 

Shaver,  a  humorous  [mischievous] 

wag,  a  barber. 
Shog,  a  shock. 
Sheen,  bright,  shining. 
Sherra-moor,  Sheriff-moor,  the  famms 

battle  fought  in  the  Rebellion,  A.D.  1715. 
Shool,  a  shovel. 
Shaird,  a  shred,  a  shard- 
Shill,  shrill. 
Sic,  such. 
Simmer,  summer. 
Siller,  silver,  money. 
Sittin,  sitting. 
Sin',  since. 
Sin,  a  son. 
Sicker,  sure,  steady. 


Sinfu',  slnfnT. 

Sidelins,  sidelong,  slanting. 

Sinkin,  sinking. 

Skriegn,  a  scream,  to  scream. 

Skaith,  to  damage,  to  injure,  injury. 

Sklent,  slant,  to  run  aslant,  to  deviate 
from  truth,  [to  fib.] 

Sklented,  ran  or  hit  in  an  oblique  di- 
rection. 

Sklentin,  slanting. 

Skelpie-limmer,  a  technical  term  In 

female  scolding. 
Skiegh,   proud,   nice,  high-mettled, 

[fiery.] 

Skirl,  to  shriek,  to  cry  shrilly. 
Skirl't,  shrieked. 
Skirling,  shrieking,  crying. 
Skelp,  to  strike,  to  slap,  to  walk  with 
a  smart  tripping  step,  a  smart  stroke. 
Skelpin,  slapping,  walking  smartly. 
Slaw,  slow. 
Slae,  sloe. 

Slap,  a  gate,  a  breach  in  the  fence. 

Slade,  did  slide. 

Slee,  sly ;  sleest,  slyest. 

Slype,  to  fall  over  as  a  voet  furrow  from 

the  plough. 
Slypet,  fell 
Sleekit,  sleek. 
Sliddery,  slippery. 
Sma',  small. 
Smiddy,  smithy. 

Smytrie,  a  numerous  collection  of 
small  individuals. 

Smoor,  to  smother;  smoor'd,  smo- 
thered. 

Smoutie,  smutty,  obscene,  ugly. 
Smeddum,  dust,  powder,  mettle,  sense. 
Snaw,  snow,  to  snow. 
Snawie,  snowy. 
Snaw-broo,  melted  snow. 
Snash,  abuse.  Billingsgate. 
Sneeshin,  snufl;  sneeshin-mDl,  snuff- 
box. 

Snowk,  to  scent  or  snuff  as  a  dog,  horse, 
&c. 

Snowkit,  scented,  snuffed. 
Snick-drawing,  trick-contriving. 
Snick,  the  latchet  of  a  door. 
Snoove,  to  go  smoothly  and  constantly, 

to  sneak. 
Snoov't,  went  smoothly. 
Snell,  bitter,  biting. 
Sned,  to  lop,  to  cut  off. 
Snool,  one  whose  spirit  is  broken  ydth 

oppressive  slavery,  to  submit  tamely, 

to  sneak. 

Sonsie,  having  sweet,  engaging  looks, 

lucky,  jolly. 
Sowther,  solder,  to  solder,  to  cement, 
Souple,  flexible,  swift. 
Soom,  to  swim. 

Sowp,  a  spoonful,  a  small  quantity  of 

anything  liquid. 
Sootie,  sooty. 
Bobbin,  sobbing. 
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Sowth,  to  try  over  a  tune  with  a  low 
whistle. 

Sooth,  truth,  a  petty  oath. 

Souter,  a  shoemaker. 

Spaul,  a  limb. 

Speakin,  speaking. 

Spier,  to  ask,  to  enquire. 

Spier't,  enquired. 

Spunk,  flre,  mettle,  wit. 

Spunkie,  mettlesome,  flery,  Will  rf 

"Wisp,  or  ignis  fatuus. 
Sportin,  sporting. 
Spak,  did  speak. 
Springin,  springing. 
Speel,  to  climb. 
Spleuchan,  a  tobacco  pouch. 
Speat,  a  sweeping  torrent  after  rain  or 

thaw. 

Spairge,  to  dash,  to  soil  as  with  mire, 
[to  spurt  about  like  water.] 

Spitef u' .  spiteful. 

Spence,  the  country  parlour. 

Spae,  to  prophesy,  to  divine. 

Sprit,  a  tough-rooted  plant  something 
like  rushes. 

Sprittie,  full  of  sprits,  [rushy.] 

Sprattle,  to  scramble. 

Sparin,  sparing. 

Spaviet,  having  the  spavin. 

Spreckl'd,  spotted,  speckled. 

Splore,  a  frolic,  a  riot,  a  noise,  [a  ram- 
ble.] 

Splatter,  a  splutter,  to  splutter. 
Spring,  a  quick  air  in  music,  a  Scotch 
reel. 

Squad,  a  crew,  a  party. 

Squeel,  a  scream,  a  screech,  to  scream 

Squatter,  to  flutter  in  water  as  a  wild 

duck,  &c. 
Squattle,  to  sprawl. 
Stan',  to  stand ;  stan't,  did  stand. 
Stane,  a  stone. 

Stroan,  to  spout,  to  piss,  [to  pour  out 
like  a  spout.] 

Stroan't,  spouted,  pissed. 

Stents,  tribute,  dues  of  any  kind. 

Steek,  to  shut,  a  stitch, 

Stech,  [or  stegh,]  to  cram  the  belly. 

Stechin,  cramming. 

Startle,  to  run  as  cattle  stung  by  the  gad- 
fly- 

Steer,  to  molest  to  stir. 
Sturt,  trouble,  to  molest. 
Sturtin,  frighted. 
Studdie,  an  anvil. 
Stell,  a  still. 

Stoup,  or  stowp,  a  kind  of  jug  or  dish 

with  a  handle. 
Straik,  to  stroke ;  straikit,  stroked. 
Stampin,  stamping. 
Stacher,  to  stagger. 
Stap,  to  stop. 

Strae,  straw,  to  die  a  fair  strae  death,  to 

die  in  bed. 
Strack,  did  strike. 
Stack,  a  rick  of  com,  hay,  &a 


iStreefe,  Btretched,  lo  stretch:  streekit,  ! 
Ftretched- 

Staumrel,  half-witted. 
Stou'-e,  dust,  more  particularly  dast  in 
motion. 

Stirk,  a  cow  or  hullock  a  year  old- 
Stot,  an  ox. 

Stoor,  sounding  hollow,  strong  and 

hoarse. 
Straught,  straight 

Stock,  a  plant  of  colewort,  cabbage,  &c. 

Starvin,  starving. 

Stringin,  stringing. 

Startin,  starting. 

Staw,  did  steal,  to  surfeit 

Stown,  stolen. 

Stownlins,  by  stealth. 

Stuff,  corn  or  pulse  of  any  kind. 

Stibble,  stubble:  stibblerig,  the  reaper, 

iu  harvest,  who  takes  the  lead. 
Strnnt,  spirituous  liquor  of  any  kind, 

to  walk  sturdily. 
Staggie,  diminutive  of  stag. 
Steeve,  firm,  compacted. 
Stank,  a  pool  of  standing  water. 
Stark,  stout. 

Stey,  steep ;  steyest  steepest 
Sten,  to  rear  as  a  horse. 
Sten't  reared. 

Stimpart,  the  eighth  part  of  a  Win- 
chester bushel. 
Strappan,  tall  and  handsome. 
Strewin,  strewing. 
Stilt,  a  crutch,  to  halt  to  limp. 
Stockin,  stocking. 
Stumpie,  diminutive  of  stump. 
Striddle,  to  straddle. 
Stick  an'  stow,  totally,  altogether. 
Sucker,  sugar. 

Sugh,  the  continued  rushing  noise  of 

wind  or  wates. 
Suthron,  southoia,  an  old  name  for 

the  English  nation. 
Snd,  should. 

Swap,  an  exchange,  to  barter. 

Swirl,  a  curve,  an  eddying  blast  or 
pool,  a  knot  in  wood. 

SwirUe,  knaggy,  full  of  knots. 

Swither,  to  hesitate  in  choice,  an  ir- 
resolute wavering  in  choice. 

Swank,  stately,  jolly. 

Swankie,  or  s  wanker,  a  tight,  strapping 
young  fellow  or  girL 

Swatch,  a  sample. 

Swith!  get  away! 

Swinge,  to  beat,  to  whip. 

Swingein,  beating,  whipping. 

Swaird,  sward. 

Swat  did  sweat 

Swervin,  swerving. 

Swoor,  swore,  did  i^wsai*. 

Swall'd,  swelled. 

4?weer,  lazy,  averse;  dead-flweer,  ex- 

tremelj'  averse. 
Sweating  sweating. 
Syne,  since,  ago,  then. 


TAE,  a  toe ;  three  tae'd,  having  three 
prongs. 

[Taet  a  small  quantitj'.] 

Tauted,  [tawtet]  or  lautio,  matted  to- 
gether, spoken  of  hair  or  wool. 

Tak,  to  take ;  takin,  taking. 

Tangle,  a  sea  weed. 

Tauld,  or  tald,  told. 

Tarrow,  to  murmur  at  one's  allowance. 

Tarrow't  murmmed. 

Talkin,  talking. 

Tawie,  that  allows  itself  peaceably  to 
be  handled,  spoken  of  a  horse,  cow,  &c. 
Tap,  the  top. 

Taupie,  a  foolish,  thoughtless  young 
person. 

Tapetless,  heedless,  foolish,  [imthink- 
ing.] 

Tapsalteerie,  topsy-turvy. 
Tarry-breeks,  a  sailor. 
Tent  a  field  pulpit  heed,  caution,  to 
take  heed. 

Tentie,  heedful,  cautious. 
Tentless,  heedless. 
Teugh,  tough ;  teughly,  toughly. 
Teat  a  small  quantity. 
Tearfu',  tearful. 

Ten  hours'  bite,  a  slight  feed  to  the 
horses  while  in  the  yoke  in  the  fore- 
noon. 

Thack,  thatch ;  thack  an'  rape,  cloath- 

ing,  necessaries. 
Thrang,  throng,  a  crowd. 
Thegither,  together. 
Thick,  intimate,  familiar. 
Thole,  to  suffer,  to  endure. 
Thae,  these. 
Thrissle,  thistle. 

Throuther,  pell-mell,  confusedly. 

Thinkin,  thinking. 

Thumpit  thumped. 

Thumpin,  thumping. 

Thieveless,  cold,  dry,  spited,  spoken  of 

a  person's  demeanour. 
Thowe,  a  thaw,  to  thaw. 
Thankit  thanked. 

Through,  to  go  on  with,  to  make  out, 

Threshin,  thrashing. 

Thairms,  small  guts,  fiddle-strings. 

Themsel,  themselves. 

Thysel,  thyself. 

Thud,  to  make  a  loud,  intermittent 
noise. 

Thraw,  to  sprain,  to  twist  to  contradict 

Thrawn,  sprained,  twisted,  contra- 
dicted. 

Thrawin,  twisting,  &c 

Threteen,  thirteen. 

Thankfu',  thanlduL 

Thirl,  to  thrill. 

Thirl' d,  thrilled,  vibrated. 

Thowless,  slack,  lazy,  [pithless.] 

Threap,  to  maintain  by  dint  of  asser- 
tion. 


rhir,  these. 
Pither,  the  other. 

Timmer,  timber;  timmer-propt,  prop- 
ped with  timber. 
Till't,  to  it 
Tinkler,  a  tinker. 
Tine,  to  lose ;  tint,  lost 
Tippence,  twopence. 
Tittle,  to  whisper. 
Tittlin,  whispering. 
Tir],  to  make  a  slight  noise,  to  uncover. 
Tirlin,  uncovering. 
Tip,  a  ram. 

Towzie,  rough,  shaggy. 
Toom,  empty. 

Tout  the  blast  of  a  horn  or  trumpet,  to 

blow  a  horn,  &c. 
Tow,  a  rope. 

Toddle,  to  totter  like  the  walk  of  a 

child. 
Toddlin,  tottering. 
Tod,  a  fox. 
Toop,  a  ram. 

Toun,  a  hamlet,  a  farm-house. 
Tocher,  marriage  portion. 
Toyte,  to  totter  like  old  age. 
Towmond,  a  twelvemonth. 
Toy,  a  very  old  fashion  of  female  head- 
dress. 
Trashtrie,  trash. 
Trowth,  truth,  a  petty  oath. 
Tryin,  trying. 
Trow,  to  believe. 

Transmugrify'd,  transmigrated,  meta- 
morphosed. 
Trig,  spruce,  neat 
Trimly,  excellently. 
Trottin,  trotting. 
Trickie,  full  of  tricki. 
Try't,  tryed. 
Tunefu',  tuneful. 

Tug,  raw  hide,  of  which,  in  old  times, 

plough  traces  were  frequently  made. 
Tulzie,  a  quarrel,  to  quarrel,  to  fight. 
Twa,  two. 
Twa-three,  a  few. 

Twal,  twelve;   twalpennie-worth,  a 

small  quantity,  a  penny-worth. 
Twin,  to  part 
'Twad,  it  would. 
Tyke,  a  dog. 

IT 

UNCOS,  news. 

Unco,  strange,  uncouth,  very,  very 

great,  prodigious. 
Undoin,  undoing. 
Unskaith'd,  undamaged,  unhurt 
Uncaring,  disregarding. 
Unkenn'd,  unknown. 
Upo',  upon. 

V 

VAP'KIN,  vapouring. 
Vera,  very. 

Virl,  a  ring  round  a  column,  &c. 


W 

WA',  wall ;  wa's,  walla 

Wae,  woe,  sorrowful. 

Wad,  would,  to  bet,  a  bet,  a  pledge. 

"Wadna,  would  not. 

Wastrie,  prodigality. 

Warl,  or  warld,  world. 

Warly,  worldly,  eager  on  amassing 

wealth. 
Wark,  work. 

Wark-lume,  a  tool  to  work  with. 
Warst,  worst 
"Wale,  choice,  to  chuse. 
Wal'd,  chose,  chosen. 
Wame,  the  belly ;  wamef  ou',  a  belly 
full. 

"Warran,  a  warrant,  to  warrant 
Wabster,  a  weaver. 
"Wauken,  to  awake. 
"Waesucksl  or  waes  me!  alas!  O  th« 
pity! 

Waur,  worse,  to  worst 

Waur't,  worsted. 

Warlock,  a  wizzard. 

Warstl'd,  or  warsl'd.  wrestled. 

Wanrestfu',  restless. 

Wat,  wet ;  I  wat,  I  wot,  I  know. 

Wanchancie,  unlucky. 

Water-brose,  brose  made  of  meal  and 
water  simply,  without  the  addition 
of  milk,  butter,  &c. 

[Water-kelpies,  a  sort  of  mischievous 
spirits  that  are  said  to  haunt  fords.] 

Waukit,  thickened,  as  fullers  do  cloth. 

Wauble,  to  swing,  to  reel. 

Wattle,  a  twig,  a  wand. 

Wair,  to  lay  out,  to  expend. 

Walie,  ample,  large,  jolly,  also  an  in- 
terjection of  distress. 

Waft,  the  woof. 

Wailfu',  wailing. 

Wee,  little;  wee-things,  little  ones; 

wee-bit  a  small  matter. 
Weel,  well ;  weelfare,  wellfare. 
Wean,  or  weanie,  a  child. 
Weason,  weasand. 
We'se,  we  shall. 

Wearie,  or  weary,  monie  a  wearie  body, 

many  a  different  person. 
Weet,  rain,  witness. 
Wha,  who. 
Whase,  whose. 

Whare,  where ;  whare'er,  wherever. 

Whyles,  whiles,  sometimes. 

WhiBsle,  a  whistle,  to  whistle. 

Whang,  a  leathern  string,  a  piece  of 
cheese,  bread,  &c.,  to  give  the  strap- 
pado. 

Wheep,  to  fly  nimbly,  to  jerk;  penny- 

wheep,  small  beer. 
Whun-stane,  a  whin-stone. 
Whirlygigums,    useless  ornaments, 

trifling  appendages. 
Whigmeleeries,  whims,  fancies,  crot 

cheta. 


Whisht  I  Bilence !  to  hold  one's  whisht, 

to  be  silent. 
Whaizle,  to  wheeze. 
Whisk,  to  sweep,  to  lash. 
Whiskit,  lashed. 

Whid,  the  motion  of  a  hare  nmning 

but  not  frighted,  a  lie. 
Whiddin,  running  as  a  hare  or  coney. 
Whitter,  a  hearty  draught  of  liquor. 
"Whatreck,  nevertheless. 
Whalpit,  whelped. 
Wi',  with. 

"Win',  wind;  win's,  winds 
Wimple,  to  meander. 
Wimpl't,  meandered. 
Wimplin,  waving,  meandering. 
Winna,  will  not 
Winnock,  a  window. 
Winkiu,  winking. 

"Wick,  to  strike  a  stone  in  an  oblique 
direction,  a  term  in  curling. 

Withoutten, .  without. 

"Win,  to  wind,  to  winnow. 

"Win't,  winded,  as  a  bottom  of  yam. 

Fintle,  a  staggering  motion,  to  stagger, 
to  reeL 

Winze,  an  oath. 

Wiel,  a  small  whirlpool. 

"Wifle,  a  diminutive  or  endearing  term 
for  wife. 

"Wizen'd,  hide-bound,  dryed,  shrunk. 
"Wiss,  to  wish. 

"Winsome,  gay,  hearty,  vaunted. 
Waefu',  woefuL 

Wonner,  a  wonder,  a  contemptuous 

appellation, 
"Wonderfu',  wonderful,  wonderfully. 
"Woo'  wool. 


"Wooer-bab,  the  garter  knotted  below 
the  knee  with  a  couple  of  loops  [and 
ends.] 

"Worset,  worsted. 

"Wordy,  worthy. 

"Wrack,  to  tease,  to  vex,  [to  trouble.] 

"Wrang,  wrong,  to  wrong. . 

Wreeth,  a  drifted  heap  of  snow. 

"Wraith,  a  spirit,  a  ghost,  an  appavitiou 
exactly  like  a  living  pei  son  whose 
appearance  is  said  to  forbode  the 
person's  approaching  death. 

"Wud,  mad,  distracted. 

"Wumble,  a  wimble. 

"Wyte,  blame,  to  blame. 

"Wyliecoat,  a  flannel  vest 

T 

YEAK,  is  used  for  loth  singular  and 
plural  years. 

Yell,  barren,  that  gives  no  milk,  [dry.] 

Yerk,  to  lash,  to  jerk. 

Yerkit,  jerked,  lashed. 

Yestreen,  yesternight 

Yealings,  bom  in  the  same  year,  co- 
evals. 

Ye,  this  pronoun  is  frequently  used  for 

thm. 
Yill,  ale. 

Yoursel,  yourself. 
Yont,  beyond. 
Youthfu',  youthful. 
Yokin,  yoking,  a  bout 
Yowe,  a  ewe. 

Yowie,  diminutive  of  yowe. 
Yule,  Christmas. 

nr ouns  G-uidman,  a  new  married  man.] 


ADDENDA  TO  THE  AUTHOR'S  GLOSSARIES 


CFrom  i)r.  Currie's  Edition^  1800J 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE, 


ttoTDS  seems  never  to  have  revised  his  own  Glossary  after  1787.  New  and 
enlarged  editions  of  his  poems  were  published  in  1793  and  1794,  but  the 
numerous  typographical  errors  in  both  of  these,  as  well  in  the  Text  as  in  the 
Glossary,  prove  that  the  poet  made  no  revision  of  the  sheets  as  they  passed 
through  the  printer's  hands. 

In  Dr.  Ourrie's  editions,  the  author's  Glossary  is  considerably  abridged ;  but, 
on  the  other  hand,  a  number  of  words  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  gathered  from 
the  posthumous  poems  and  songs  of  Burns,  are  there  inserted.  These  we  now 
proceed  to  append,  by  way  of  supplement ;  and  to  such  of  Ourrie's  explanations 
as  we  consider  inaccurate  or  incomplete,  we  have  added  [within  brackets]  what 
farther  elucidation  seemed  requisite. 

Nothing  could  be  easier  than  to  enlarge  this  Glossary,  by  selecting  and 
introducing  Scots  words  from  the  pages  of  Burns,  the  meaning  of  which  may 
be  obscure  to  some  readers,  but  we  prefer  to  confine  ourselves  to  a  reproduction 
of  what  the  poet  himself  and  his  first  editor  thought  was  required  in  the  way 
of  explanation  of  words  and  phrases.  We  have,  however,  deemed  it  expedient 
to  add  a  few  words  under  the  letter  T,  in  order  to  indicate  to  English  readers 
the  common  Scottish  manner  of  pronouncing  the  very  frequent  words,  "ae," 
"  ane,"  "  ance,"  &c.  We  know  that  in  one  or  two  of  the  counties  of  the  south- 
west of  Scotland,  these  are  seldom  sounded  as  if  the  lottery  were  prefixed;  but 
wherever  the  editor  has  travelled  in  the  other  Lowland  districts,  he  has  noticed 
that  these  words  are  pronounced  as  if  they  were  written  yae,  yin,  yince,  &c., 
and  it  is  certain  from  the  subjoined  quotation,  that  Burns  himself  did  bo 
pronounce  them : — 

"  Let  I'ortune's  wheel  at  random  rin — 
And  fools  may  tyne,  and  knaves  may  win— - 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  in  ane. 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Philly."— Page  IL*?,  VoL  IL 


A 

AIRL-PENNY,  earnest-money. 
Asklent,  asquint,  aslant. 
Athort,  athwart. 

Aulcl  lang  sj  ne,  olden  time,  days  of 
other  years. 

B 

BAWK,  bank.  [This  explanation  is 
erroneous  :  it  means  a  footpath 
through  a  corn-field.] 

Beld,  bald. 

Birk,  birch. 

Birken-shaw,  birchen-woodshaw,  a 

small  wood. 
Bleert  and  blin,  bleered  and  blind. 
Bleerit,  bleared,  sore  with  rheum. 
Bluntie,  snivelling.     [Or  rather,  it 

means  soft,  easily  imposed  on.] 
Bogles,  spirits,  hobgoblins. 
Brent,  smooth. 

Bughtin-time,  the  time  of  collecting 
the  sheep  in  the  pens  to  be  milked. 
Bught,  a  pen  [for  sheep.] 
Buskie,  bushy,  [well-dressed.] 
Busks,  dresses. 

Buss,  shelter:  [bush,  "guid  wine  needs 
nae  buss."] 

C 

CESSES,  taxes. 
Clavers,  idle  stories. 
Cleeds,  cloaths. 
Cluds,  clouds. 

Cockernony,  a  lock  of  hair  tied  up  on 
a  girl's  head,  a  cap. 

Coft,  bought. 

Collieshangie,  quarreling. 

Craik,  name  of  a  bird  :  [also,  as  a  verb, 
to  whine,  to  importune  with  inces- 
sant craving.  ] 

Crowdie,  a  dish  made  of  oatmeal. 

Cutty,  short. 

D 

DAVOC,  David. 
Boos,  doves. 
Doup,  backside. 

Doup-skelper,  one  that  strikes  the 
tail. 

Doure  and  din,  sullen  and  sallow. 
Bouser,  more  prudent. 
Draunting,  drawling. 
Drone,  part  of  a  bagpipe,  [a  tiresome 

speaker.] 
Droukit,  wet  [and  dripping.] 
Dunted,  boxt,  [well-beaten.] 

F 

FA'S,  does  fall,  waterfalls. 
Fecket,  waistcoat,  [a  vest  of  woolen 
stuff.] 


Feckly,  weakly,  [or  rather,  mostly, 
almost.] 

Fen',  successful  struggle,  fight  :  [to 
fend,  is  to  defend  one's  self  against 
obstacles.] 

Fiel,  soft,  smooth. 

Flickering,  to  meet,  to  encounter 
with ;  [to  flicker,  is  to  coax,  to  flirt.] 
Fother,  fodder. 

G 

GABERLUNZIE,  an  old  man  [who 
takes  to  begging.  Literally  it  means 
a  wallet  carried  at  the  loins.  ] 

Gadsman,  ploughboy,  the  boy  that 
drives  the  horses  in  the  plough. 

Giglets,  playful  girls. 

Glaum'd,  aimed,  snatched  at  [with 
greed.] 

Gleib,  glebe. 

Glen,  dale,  deep  valley. 

Gowany,  gowany  glens,  daisied  dales. 

Grained  and  gaunted,  groaned  and 
grunted,  [yawned]. 

Grunzie,  mouth,  [snout.] 


H 

HALY,  holy. 

Hecht,  offered  ;  [to  hecht,  to  raise  in 
price.] 

Heckle,  a  board  in  which  are  fixed  a 
number  of  sharp  pins,  used  in  dress- 
ing hemp,  flax,  &c. 

Hiney,  honey ;  [also,  aterm  of  endear- 
ment, a  sweet  creature.] 

Howff,  a  landlady,  a  house  of  resort, 
[a  haunt,  a  place  of  shelter]. 

Howlet,  an  owl. 

Hushion,  a  cushion,  [or  rather,  an  old 
footless  stocking— hose-shinj. 

K 

KENSPECKLE,     well-known,  [a 

marked  person.  ] 
Kintra  cooser,    country    stallion  ; 

[cooser,  courser.] 
Knurl,  dwarf. 
Kith,  kindred. 

L 

LAWIN-SHOT,  reckoning-bill. 
Lea-rig,  grassy  ridge. 
Leesonie,  pleasant,  [sheltered. 
Libbet,  gelded. 
Loup,  jump,  leap. 

M 

MAILEN,  farm,  [ground  for  which 

wail  or  rent  is  exacted.  ] 
Mirk,  or  mirkest,  dark,  darkest. 


o 

OCHELS,  name  of  mountains  [be- 
tween Clackmannan  and  Perth- 
shire.] 

O  haith  !  O  faith  !  an  oath. 

P 

PARLE,  speech. 

Philibegs,  short  petticoats  worn  by 
the  Highlandmen. 

R 

REW,  repent.    [Rue  is  the  proper 

spelling.] 
Rief  randies,  sturdy  beggars. 
Routhie,  plentiful. 
Routh  o'  gear,  plenty  of  goods. 

S 

SCATTH,  to  damage,  to  injure,  injury. 
Shiel,  a  shed,  [a  bothy.] 
Skinklin,  a  small  portion,  [a  sprink- 
ling.] 

Snapper,  stumble,  [diverge  from  the 
path.] 

Sough,  a  sigh,  a  sound  dying  on  the 
ear. 

Spates,  swollen  streams. 

Stalwart,  strong,  stout. 

Stoyte,  stumble. 

Swarf,  swoon. 

Swats,  Liquor,  [strong  ale.] 

T 

TAIRGE,  target. 

Tamtallon,  the  name  of  a  mountain. 
[No  :  the  name  of  a  sea-rock  in  East 
Lothian,  on  which  a  castle  is  built.] 


Tedding,  spreading  after  the  mower. 
Theekit,  thatched. 
Tint  the  gate,  lost  the  way. 
Trysted,  appointed,  to  tryste. 
Trews,  trowsers. 

U 

UNWEETING,  unwotting,  unknow- 
ing. 

Unsicker,  unsure,  unsteady. 
Urchin,  a  hedgehog,  [applied  to  a 
mischievous  boy]. 

W 

W  AUGHT,  draught,  [a  copious 
libation  ;  "a  right  gude-willie 
w aught,"  a  right  hearty  bumper]. 

Weird,  fate. 

Wicker,  willow,  (the  smaller  sort). 
Wow !  an  exclamation  of  pleasure  or 

M'onder. 
Wons,  dwells. 
Wyle,  beguile. 

Y 

[YAE,  one,  spelled  ae  in  Scots,  but 
generally  pronounced  as  with  y  pre- 
fixed.] 

Yett,  a  gate,  such  as  is  usually  at  the 
entrance  into  a  farm-yard  or  field. 

[Yin,  one,  generally  spelled  ane  in 
Scots,  although  almost  always  pro- 
nounced with?/ prefixed,  as  in  "yill," 
for  ale,  "  yirth,"  or  "  yird,"  for  earth, 
"yowe,"  for  etoe.] 

[Yince,  once,  generally  spelled  ance, 
but  usually  sounded  as  with  y.] 

[Yirl,  earl,] 

[Yits,  oats ;  yit-cake,  oatmeal  cake.] 
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PEEFACE. 


"  And  BO  did  our  Peasant  shew  himself  among  us ;  'a  soul  like  an  ^olian 
harp,  in  whose  strings  the  vulgar  wind,  as  it  passed  through  them,  changed 
itself  into  articulate  melody! '  Oaklyls. 


Each  and  all  of  the  Poems  and  Songs  that  compose  the 
text  of  the  preceding  volume  underwent  the  revising  care, 
and  were  published  under  the  eye  of  their  author.  On 
the  other  hand,  not  one  of  the  productions  in  the  volume 
now  laid  before  the  reader,  obtained  that  advantage, — 
hence  the  difficulty  and  increased  responsibility  of  its 
editorship. 

Mrs.  Maria  Eiddell,  the  accomplished  and  very  talented 
friend  of  the  poet  during  his  latter  years,  forgetting  the 
unhappy  lampoons,  which  had  been  produced  against  her 
by  the  Bard  under  temporary  irritation,  came  generously 
forward  immediately  after  his  death,  and  published  a  noble 
tribute  to  his  memory  and  his  genius.  That  testimony, 
from  one  who  had  known  him  so  intimately,  and  could 
so  well  appreciate  his  rare  gifts,  whether  it  be  considered 
as  a  truthful  estimate  of  his  personal  and  mental  qualities, 
or  as  an  earnest  vindication  of  his  real  worth  against  the 
misrepresentation  and  calumny  that  shrouded  his  depart- 
ing brilliance — the  trails  of  which  are  even  yet  visible — 
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has  never,  in  convincing  force,  been  surpassed  by  the 
most  eloquent  of  his  eulogists.  Incidencally,  this  lady  has 
recorded  that,  during  her  parting  interview  with  the  dying 
Poet  at  "Brow,  "he  expressed  much  concern  regarding 
the  posthumous  publication  of  his  writings  :  his  literary 
and  poetical  fame  he  knew  was  already  secured  by  the 
productions  he  had  given  to  the  world;  he,  however, 
deeply  regretted  having  deferred  to  put  his  papers  in  a 
state  of  arrangement,  as  he  was  then  incapable  of  the  ex- 
ertion. He  was  well  aware  that  the  intelligence  of  his 
death  would  occasion  some  noise,  and  that  every  scrap 
of  his  writing  would  be  revived  against  him,  many  of 
those  to  the  injury  of  his  future  reputation — that  many 
indifferent  poetical  pieces  would  then,  with  all  their  im- 
perfections on  their  head,  be  thrust  upon  the  world — 
that  letters  and  verses,  written  with  unguarded  and  im- 
proper freedom,  and  which  he  earnestly  wished  to  have 
buried  in  oblivion,  would  be  handed  about  by  idle  vanity 
or  malevolence,  unrestrained  by  any  dread  of  his  resent, 
ment,  and  unchecked  by  inward  consciousness  of  the 
injustice  thereby  done  to  the  deceased." 

Luckily,  by  the  plan  of  arrangement  adopted  in  this 
edition,  we  are  free  from  the  charge  of  having  mixed  up 
the  minor  and  off-hand  effusions  of  the  Poet  with  those 
finished  efforts  of  his  Muse  which  commanded  the  world's 
admiration  while  he  was  yet  alive,  and  still  bear  the 
stamp  of  his  editorial  sanction.  Neither  shall  we  be 
held  responsible  for  reproducing  in  this  volume,  all  and 
sundry  verses  by  Burns  that,  from  time  to  time  have 
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been,  fortunately  or  otherwise,  brought  to  light  during 
the  last  seventy  years;  because  a  partial  public,  con- 
trary to  his  own  opinion  and  desire,  have  decided  that 
he  wrote  nothing  which  "the  world  can  willingly  let 
die." 

Thus  we  have  it  not  in  our  power,  even  if  we  deemed 
it  judicious,  to  suppress  any  of  his  known  effusions 
that  can  possibly  bear  the  light  of  print.  These  twin 
volumes,  therefore  contain  every  hitherto  puUished  poem, 
song,  or  versicle  attributable  to  Burns, — and  several  of 
them  we  are  privileged  to  present  in  a  more  complete 
form  than  can  be  found  in  any  other  edition  extant. 
We  have  even  given  in  our  text  many  pieces  hitherto 
imputed  to  Burns,  which  are  now  ascertained  to  have 
been  the  work  of  others.  Such,  however,  are  carefully 
marked,  in  order  to  guard  against  their  being  conf  ound3d 
with  the  authentic  productions  of  the  Bard.* 

The  leading  plan  of  this  publication  is  to  arrange  in 
groups  the  whole  poetical  works  of  the  author,  in  the 
order  of  their  earliest  appearance  in  a  collected  form. 


*  We  have  purposely  omitted  a  song  of  apparent  merit  given  first  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  beginning — "Here  around  the  ingle  bleezing."  It  has  found  its  way 
into  some  standard  Collections  of  Song,  and  through  its  happy  chorus  and  the 
sprightly  melody  that  has  been  selected  for  it.  the  song  is  frequently  sung  in 
convivial  parties,  We  have  not  a  shadow  of  doubt  that  the  production  is 
entirely  the  manufacture  of  honest  Allan  himself,  whose  account  of  its 
pedigree  is  very  suspicious.  His  words  are — "We  are  indebted  for  this 
interesting  relic  of  the  immortal  bard  to  Mr.  J.  Burden,  junr.,  of  Camden 
Town,  who  supplied  the  printer  Of  this  edition  with  a  copy  while  the  work  was 
passing  through  the  press."  The  third  verse  of  the  song  betrays  Allan's 
unmistakeable  hand,  for  it  is  as  unlike  Burns'  as  "I  to  Hercules."  We  here 
record  it  that  the  reader  may  justify  us  in  rejecting  the  song  as  a  "'relic  of 
Burns." — 

"Can  the  peer  in  silk  and  ermine, 
Ca'  his  conscience  half  his  his  own ; 
His  claes  are  spun  and  edged  wi'  Termin, 
Tho'  he  stand  before  a  throne." 
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In  this  volume  the  items  of  each  group  are  placed  accord- 
ing to  their  ascertained  or  assumed  date  of  composition. 
Each  snb-division  is  introduced  by  a  preliminary  notice, 
and  the  attempt  is  made  as  in  vol.  i.,  to  illustrate  each 
piece  by  a  head-note  in  small  type,  more  or  less  copious, 
in  proportion  to  the  supposed  importance  of  the  text  to 
which  it  is  attached.  These  the  reader  may  pass  over  if 
so  disposed,  or  he  may  pause  and  peruse  them  if  his 
interest  in  the  relative  text  awakens  a  desire  for  remarks 
concerning  it.  To  some  readers,  such  annotations  must 
be  superfluous,  as  Burns'  lyrics  carry  their  own  light 
along  with  them,  and  are  often  independent  of  external 
elucidation. 

Only  a  very  few  of  the  Poems  in  the  following  pages 
are  of  that  high  class  which  have  helped  Burns  to  his 
immortality,  and  these  were  comparatively  juvenile  efforts, 
never  intended  to  receive  the  honours  of  typography 
On  the  other  hand,  in  that  region  of  Song  where  the 
name  of  Burns  must  ever  be  supreme,  the  contents  of 
this  Posthumous  Volume  evince  more  of  the  fertility, 
strength,  and  tenderness  of  his  mind,  than  the  world 
could  ever  have  conceived,  had  not  the  Bard's  un- 
published musings,  like  fine  gold,  been  gathered  together 
by  reverent  hands,  from  time  to  time,  after  his  death, 
and  conserved  for  food  to  the  souls,  medicine  to  the 
hearts,  and  productive  impulse  to  the  brains,  of  successive 
generations  of  human  beings. 
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POSTHUMOUS  POEMS  AND  SONGS 


ROBERT  BURNS. 


POSTHUMOUS  SONGS. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


The  Dumfries  Minstrelsy  of  Burns.— At  the  period  when  the  poet  penned 
the  valedictory  utterance  which  concludes  the  former  volume,  he  was  preparing 
to  remove  "to  a  better  house."  From  the  day  when  he  abandoned  the  knowes 
and  haughs  of  Ellisland,  in  December,  1791,  to  take  up  his  abode  amid  the  busy 
hum  of  the  town  of  Dumfries,  his  dtUce  domum  had  been  on  the  first  floor  of  a 
email  tenement  in  the  Wee  Vennel;  and  now,  at  Whitsunday,  1793,  he  and  his 
household  migrated  to  a  more  commodious  residence  in  a  self-contained  house 
of  two  floors,  situated  in  the  Mill  Vennel — since  named  Burns'  Street,  in  honour 
of  the  illustrious  wayfarer  who  pitched  his  camp,  and  dwelt  there  during  the 
three  closing  years  of  his  brief  mortal  career. 

Like  a  singing-bird  snared  in  the  forest,  and  carried  from  his  native  element, 
to  be  henceforth  hung  up  in  a  contracted  cage  among  bricks  and  mortar,  we 
find  that  Burns,  neither  in  the  Wee  Vennel  nor  the  Mill  Vennel,  refused  to  utter 
his  "wood  notes  wild;"  nay,  rather  we  find  that  these  notes — ^if  possible — in- 
creased in  richness  and  volume ;  at  same  time,  losing  nothing  of  their  natural 
pathos  and  power,  while  the  singer  was  thus  located  under  circumstances  far 
from  propitious  to  the  muse. 
.  With  some  trifling  exceptions,  such  as  an  occasional  address  for  the  Theatre, 
a  few  election  ballads,  and  sundry  epigrams ;  to  which  we  may  add  two  sonnets, 
one  or  two  rhjTiied  notes  to  friends,  and  a  "Fragment  on  Liberty," — all  his 
Dumfries  musings  consisted  in  the  deathless  lyrics  composed  by  him  for  the 
collections  of  Johnson  and  Thomson.  Of  these,  the  Wee  FenneZ claims  "Wand- 
ering Willie,"  "Aefond  kiss,"  "Qulla  Water,"  "Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie?" 
"Duncan  Gray,"  "  Highland  Marj^"  and  "  The  Sodger's  Return." 

The  Mill  Vennel,  on  the  other  hand,  is  associated  with  "Scots  wha  hae  wi' 
Wallace  bled!"  "Ca'  the  ewes  to  the  knowes,"  "Does  haughty  Gaul  invasion 
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threat  ?"  "  0  stay,  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  stay,"  "  Had  I  a  cave  on  some  wild 
distant  shore!"  "Last  May,  a  braw  wooer  cam'  down  the  lang  glen,"  "Their 
groTes  o'  sweet  myrtle,"  "Contented  wi'  little,  and  cantie  wi'  mair,"  "A  man's 
a  man  for  a'  that," — and  a  host  of  others. 

The  whole  of  the  songs  enumerated  above — except  four  which  are  given  at 
the  close  of  volume  first — were  unpublished  when  their  author  died;  conse- 
quently, they  appear  in  the  present  volume.  Following  out  our  prescribed 
order,  therefore,  we  now  introduce  the  reader  to  the  earliest  collection  of  the 
poet's  hitherto  unpublished  compositions  that  appeared  after  his  death. 


SONGS  BY  BURNS,  IN  JOHNSON'S  FIFTH  VOL. 

(PUBLISHED,  DECEMBER.  1796.) 


August,  1792,  was  the  date  of  Johnson's  Fourth  Vol.,  and  in  February,  1794, 
we  find  Burns  writing  to  the  publisher  as  follows : — "I  send  you,  by  my  friend 
Mr.  Wallace,  forty-one  songs  for  your  fifth  volume.  Mr.  Clarke  has  also  a  good 
many,  if  he  have  not,  with  his  usual  indolence,  cast  them  at  th^  cocks.  I  have 
Btill  a  good  parcel  among  my  hands  in  scraps  and  fragments;  so  that  I  hope 
we  will  make  a  shift  for  our  last  volume."  On  July  4th,  1796,  little  more  than 
a  fortnight  prior  to  his  death,  after  penning  a  letter  to  George  Thomson,  which 
we  will  refer  to  in  its  place,  he  wrote  as  follows  to  Johnson : — "  How  are  you, 
my  dear  friend,  and  how  comes  on  your  fifth  volume?  You  may  probably 
think  that  for  some  time  past  I  have  neglected  you  and  your  work;  but,  alas ! 
the  hand  of  pain,  and  sorrow,  and  care,  has  these  many  months  lain  heavy  on 
me.  Personal  and  domestic  affliction  have  almost  entirely  banished  that  alacrity 
and  life  with  which  I  used  to  woo  the  rural  Muse  of  Scotia.  In  the  meantime, 
let  us  finish  what  we  have  so  well  begun.  Mr.  Lewars,  a  particular  friend  of 
mine,  will  bring  out  any  proofs  (if  they  are  ready),  or  any  message  you  may 
have.  I  am  extremely  anxious  for  your  work,  as,  indeed  I  am,  for  everything 
concerning  you  and  your  welfare.  You  are  a  worthy,  honest  fellow,  and  have 
a  good  right  to  live  in  this  world — because  you  deserve  it.  Many  a  merry 
meeting  this  publication  has  given  us,  and  possibly  it  may  give  us  more,  thougn. 
alas !  I  fear  it.  This  protracting,  slow,  consuming  illness  which  hangs  over 
me,  will,  I  doubt  much,  my  ever-dear  friend,  arrest  my  sun  before  he  has  well 
reached  his  middle  career,  and  will  turn  over  the  poet  to  far  more  important 
concerns  than  studying  the  brilliancy  of  wit  or  the  pathos  of  sentiment.  How- 
ever, hope  is  the  cordial  of  the  human  heart,  and  I  endeavour  to  cherish  it  as 
well  as  I  can.   Let  me  hear  from  you  as  soon  as  convenient" 


THE  LOVELY  LASS  OF  INVERNESS. 

[The  poet  found  this  title  in  a  collection  of  music  by  Oswald,  made  himself 
master  of  the  air,  and  composed  the  following  tender  verses,  bearing  reference 
to  the  disastrous  field  of  butchery  at  CuUoden  in  1746.  From  the  days  of 
Oromek,  who  first  commented  on  the  song,  down  to  the  latest  editions  of  the 
poet,  we  find  it  intimated  that  he  "took  the  idea  of  it  from  the  first  half 
verse,  which  is  all  that  remains  of  the  old  song."  Now  it  is  very  remarkable 
that  not  one  of  those  who  have  told  us  this,  with  such  constant  reiteration,  has 
ever  mentioned  where  this  old  verse  is  to  be  found;  for  not  even  Peter  Buchan, 
who  could  whip  you  up  a  genuine  antique  at  an  hour's  notice,  has  ventured  to 
hint  any  knowledge  that  an  older  version  than  the  present  ever  existed.  Cromek 
has  pronounced  it  to  be  " Burns' most  successful  imitation  of  the  old  style" — 
better,  therefore,  than  Atild  Langsyne  and  The  Silver  Tassie,  in  reference  to  which 
he  remarks  thus : — "That  Bums  passed  some  of  these  as  the  popular  currency 
of  other  years  is  well  known,  though  only  discovered  from  the  variations  which 
his  papers  contain.  He  scattered  these  samples,  to  be  picked  up  by  inquisitive 
criticism,  that  he  might  listen  to  its  remarks,  and,  perhaps,  secretly  enjoy  the 
admiration  which  they  excited." 

At  the  time  Cromek  ventured  these  observations,  Allan  Cunningham  was  at 
his  elbow;  and  certainly  the  remarks  do  forcibly  apply  to  him,  and  his  attempts 
to  pass  off  "  as  the  popular  currency  of  other  years,"  through  the  medium  of 
Cromek's  book,  many  a  piece  of  blubbering  sentiment  which  Burns'  manly  sou] 
would  have  abhorred.  Allan  afterwards  expressed  penitence  for  those  frauds, 
pleading  extreme  youth  and  its  attendant  thoughtlessness  as  his  excuse ;  but,  in 
one  of  his  pages,  produced  when  his  haffets  were  grey,  we  find  him  raking  up 
the  old  rubbish,  and  in  reference  to  this  verj-  production  of  Burns',  sajdng  as 
follows: — "Another  song,  on  the  same  subject,  has  found  its  way  into  our  col- 
lections.  The  following  is  a  verse : — 

*As  I  cam'  in  by  Inverness,  the  simmer  sun  was  sinking  down ; 
And  there  I  met  a  weel-faur'd  lass,  and  she  was  greeting  through  the  town. 
The  grey-hair'd  men  were  a'  i'  the  streets,  and  old  dames  crying — sad  to  seel 
The  flower  o'  the  lads  of  Inverness,  lie  bluidy  on  Oulloden  lea.' "] 

The  lovely  lass  o'  Inverness, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see ; 
For  e'en  and  morn  she  cries,  alas  ! 

And  ay  the  saut  tear  blin's  her  e'e. 
Drumossie  moor — Drumossie  day — 

A  waefu'  day  it  was  to  me ! 
For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear, 

My  father  dear,  and  brethren  three. 

Their  winding-sheet  the  bluidy  clay. 

Their  graves  are  growing  green  to  see ; 
And  by  them  lies  the  dearest  lad 

That  ever  blest  a  lover's  e'e ! 
Now  wae  to  thee  thou  cruel  lord, 

A  bluidy  man  I  trow  thou  be ; 
For  mony  a  heart  thou  has  made  sair. 

That  ne'er  did  wrang  to  thine  or  thee ! 


A  RED,  RED  ROSE. 

[Thia  sweet  song,  truly  in  the  ancient  style,  and  as  truly  Bums'  own,  every 
line,  has  produced  a  rush  of  "  traditioners  "  who  pretend  to  treat  us  with  what 
they  call  "  the  old  words ;"  but  really,  "  Rhjrtnin'  Watty,"  with  his  coat  of  man]/ 
colours,  who  will  be  remembered  by  some  of  our  older  Edinburgh  readers,  could 
have  improvised  for  a  whole  hour  by  St.  Giles'  clock,  better  verses  to  the  same 
test  than  these  lovers  of  tradition  have  been  at  the  pains  to  invent  or  transcribe, 
and  editors  to  print. 

The  song  in  the  Museum  has  Burns'  name  attached  to  it,  and  is  set  to  two 
different  airs,  but  neither  of  these  have  satisfied  the  public,  who,  by  common 
consent,  sing  it  to  the  tune  of  "Low  down  he's  in  the  broom,"  which  flts  it 
charmingly.] 

0  MY  luve's  like  a  reel,  red  rose 

That's  newly  sprung  in  June ; 
0  my  luve's  like  the  melodie 

That's  sweetly  play'd  in  tune. 

As  fair  art  thou,  my  bonie  lass, 

So  deep  in  luve  am  I ; 
And  I  will  luve  thee  still,  my  dear. 

Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry. 

Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry,  my  dear. 
And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  the  sun  : 

O  I  will  love  thee  still,  my  dear. 
While  the  sands  o'  life  shall  run. 

And  fare-thee-weel,  my  only  luve ! 

And  fare-thee-weel  awhile ! 
And  I  will  come  again,  my  luve, 

Tho'  'twere  ten  thousand  mile ! 

O  my  luve's  like  a  red,  red  rose 

That's  newly  sprung  in  June ; 
O  my  luve's  like  the  melodie 

That's  sweetly  play'd  in  tune.. 
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A  LASSIE  ALL  ALONE. 
Tune — Cumnock  Psalms. 


pThe  "  roofless  tower  "  of  this  noble  ballad  is  well  understood  to  have  been  the 
ruins  of  Lincluden  Abbey,  a  favourite  haunt  of  Burns  during  his  latter  years  in 
Dumfries.  His  eldest  son,  Eobert,  had  a  very  distinct  recollection  of  his  father's 
strolls  in  that  direction,  when  he  was  a  boy  of  six  or  seven,  led  by  the  minstrel's 
hand,  and  the  sole  witness  of  his  musings.  The  abbey  and  church  are  built  on 
a  piece  of  i-ising  ground  commanding  a  fine  prospect,  in  the  angle  between  the 
junction  of  the  Cluden  and  the  Nith. 

Dr.  Currie,  from  the  MSS.  of  the  poet,  printed  this  ballad  under  the  title  of 
"A  Vision," — the  chorus  being  omitted,  and  the  fifth  verse  somewhat  varied, 
and  followed  by  a  fresh  stanza  of  great  beauty.  In  our  text,  that  stanza  is  in- 
serted in  its  place  within  brackets,  to  avoid  the  interruption  of  a  foot-note. 

Allan  Eamsay  has  a  poem  called  The  Vision,  in  the  same  measure  as  the 
Epistle  to  Davie  of  Burns,  many  parts  of  which  are  transcendently  beautiful;  yet 
we  cannot  trace  in  the  present  poem  any  resemblance  to  it,  beyond  the  effort  in 
both  to  pay  a  true  minstrel's  tribute  to  Liberty.  We  are  inclined  to  think 
rather,  that  Burns'  model  for  the  present  poem  was  the  ballad  commencing 
"Keen  blaws  the  wind  frae  Donocht  Head,"  published  in  Johnson's  Museum  in 
1792,  and  praised  so  highly  by  Burns  in  his  letter  to  Thomson,  dated  19th  Oct., 
1794.  "  Ten  pounds  "  was  the  value  he  set  on  that  unfinished  strain,  and  here 
we  seem  to  have  the  real  finish  of  it. 

Captain  Charles  Gray  supplied  four  lines  as  a  closing  stanza  for  "  Donocht 
Head,"  but  his  idea  is  evidently  derived  from  the  present  poem  by  Burns.  The 
Captain's  addendum  is  as  follows : — 

"Ance  mair  the  minstrel  waked  a  strain, 
Nae  merry  lilt,  but  sad  and  slow; 
In  fancy's  ear  it  seem'd  to  wail 
A  free-born  nation's  overthrow."] 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower, 

Where  the  wa'-flower  scents  the  dewy  air, 

"Where  the  houlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower, 
And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care. 

CHORUS. 

A  lassie  all  alone  was  making  her  moan, 

Lamenting  our  lads,  beyond  the  sea; 
In  the  hluidy  wars  they  fcC  and  our  honoris  gane  and  a\ 

And  broken-hearted  we  maun  die. 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still, 
The  stars  they  shot  alang  the  sky ; 

The  tod  was  howling  on  the  hill, 
And  the  distant  echoing  glens  reply. 
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The  burn,  adown  its  hazelly  path, 

Was  rushing  by  the  ruin'd  wa*, 
Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nith, 

Whase  roarings  seemed  to  rise  and  fa*. . 

The  cauld  blae  north  was  streaming  forth 
Her  hghts,  wf  hissing,  eerie  din ; 

Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift, 
Like  Fortune's  favors,  tint  as  win. 

Now,  looking  over  firth  and  fauld. 

Her  horn  the  pale-fac'd  Cynthia  rear'd, 

When,  lo !  in  form  of  minstrel  auld, 
A  stern  and  stalwart  ghaist  appear'd  I  * 

[Had  I  a  statue  been  o'  stane. 

His  darin'  look  had  daunted  me ; 

And  on  his  bonnet  grav'd  was  plain, 
The  sacred  posy — '  Libertie!  '] 

And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow, 

Might  rous'd  the  slumbering  Dead  to  hear ; 

But,  oh !  it  was  a  tale  of  woe, 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear. 

He  sang  wf  joy  his  former  day. 
He,  weeping,  wail'd  his  latter  times ; 

But  what  he  said  it  was  nae  play  

I  winna  ventur't  in  my  rhymes. 


*  For.— By  heedless  chance  I  tum'd  my  eyes. 

And,  by  the  moonbeam,  shook  to  see 
A  stern  and  stalwart  ghaist  arise, 
Attired  as  ministrels  wont  to  be. 
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O  em  YE  WERE  DEAD,  GUDEMAN. 

[This  is  part  of  an  old  ditty  supposed  to  be  sung  by  a  virago  who  is  very 
anxious  to  wear  a  widow's  cap  for  three  days,  and  then  set  fire  to  it   It  has  its 
counterpart  in  another  song,  commencing — 
"  O  gin  I  were  fairly  shot  of  her, 
If  she  were  dead  I  would  dance  on  the  top  of  her." 
The  first  verse  was  amended  by  Burns,  and  the  latter  one  wholly  supplied  by 
him.   The  air  is  much  admired,  and,  with  a  slight  alteration,  has  been  set  to 
Bums'  words,  "  There  was  a  lad  was  bom  in  Kyle."] 

CHORUS. 

0  ^an  ye  were  dead^  gudeman — 

A  green  iurf  on  your  head^  gudeman^ 

1  wad  bestow  my  widowhood 
Upon  a  rantin  Highlandman. 

There's  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  guderaan, 
There's  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  gudeman. 
There's  ane  to  yon,  and  twa  to  me, 
And  three  to  our  John  Highlandman. 
0  ^an  ye  were^  ^c. 

A  sheep-head's  in  the  pot,  gudeman, 

A  sheep-head's  in  the  pot,  gudeman ; 

The  flesh  to  him,  the  broo  to  me. 

An'  the  horns  become  your  brow,  gudeman. 

Sing^  round  about  the  fire  wV  a  rung  she  ran^ 
ArC  round  about  the  fire  wV  a  rung  she  ran : 
Your  horns  shall  tie  you  to  the  staiv^ 
ArC  I  shall  bang  your  hide^  gudeman. 
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HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEM  THArS  AW  A'. 

[This  is  the  chorus,  and  one  verse  of  a  Jacobite  aong  that  Burns  altered  with 
a  view  to  preserve  the  air  in  the  Museum.  It  was  a  favourite  one  with  him,  and 
we  shall  afterwards  find  that  he  composed  two  good  songs  for  it — one  of  these 
being  among  the  last  he  lived  to  compose.] 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa' ; 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that  were  here  short  syne, 

But  canna  be  here  the  day. 

It's  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise, 

It's  gude  to  be  honest  and  true  ; 

It's  gude  to  be  aff  wi'  the  auld  love 

Before  ye  be  on  wi'  the  new. 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

[Burns'  name  is  not  affixed  to  this  world-famous  song,  and  yet  there  can  he  no 
doubt  it  is  chiefly  his  own.  He  admitted  to  Johnson  that  the  two  verses 
beginning  respectively,  "We  twa  hae  ran  about  the  braes,"  and  "We  twa  hae 
paidl'd  in  the  bum,"  are  his  own,  although  in  sending  the  song  to  Mrs.  Dunlop 
in  December,  1788,  and  also  in  writing  about  it  to  Thomson,  in  September,  1793, 
he  speaks  of  it  as  ancient.  "  Light  be  the  turf,"  he  says,  "on  the  breast  of  the 
heaven-inspired  poet  who  composed  this  glorious  fragment !  There  is  more  of 
the  fire  of  native  genius  in  it  than  half-a-dozen  of  modern  English  Bacchanalians." 
"  Apropos,  is  not  the  Scotch  phrase  Auld  Langsyne  exceedingly  expressive  ?  This 
old  song  and  tune  has  often  thrilled  through  my  soul."  To  Thomson  he  writes 
thus: — " The  air  is  but  medzocre;  but  the  song  of  itself — ^the  song  of  the  olden 
times,  and  which  has  never  been  in  print,  nor  even  in  manuscript,  until  1  took 
it  down  from  an  old  man's  singing — is  enough  to  recommend  any  air." 

It  is  right  to  state  that  the  popular  air  of  Auld  Langsyne  is  quite  different  from 
that  referred  to  by  the  poet.  We  are  indebted  to  Greorge  Thomson  for  selecting 
the  fine  old  air  of  Can  ye  labour  lea,  which,  by  universal  consent,  has  now  become 
identified  with  the  present  song.  We  may  also  notice  that  the  present  arrange- 
ment of  the  verses,  being  that  of  the  poet's  own  MS.,  seems  preferable  to  that 
given  by  Currie,  who  makes  the  second  verse  the  very  last  in  the  song,  while 
it  has  a  manifest  reference  to  the  earlier  stages  of  the  interview  between  the 
supposed  singers.] 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot 

And  never  brought  to  mind  ? 
Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  auld  lang  syne  ? 

CHORUS. 

For  auld  lang  syne^  i^y  jo^ 

For  auld  lang  syne^ 
We'll  tak'  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet^ 

For  auld  lang  syne. 
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And  surely  ye'll  be  your  pint-stoup, 

And  surely  I'll  be  mine ; 
And  we'll  tak'  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet, 

For  auld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  ^-c. 

We  twa  hae  run  about  the  braes, 

And  pou'd  the  gowans  fine  ; 
But  we've  wander'd  mony  a  weary  fit, 

Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  ^c. 

We  twa  hae  paidl'd  in  the  burn, 

Frae  morning  sun  till  dine ; 
But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd, 

Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 
For  aidd,  ^c. 

And  there's  a  hand,  my  trusty  fiere  ! 

And  gie's  a  hand  o'  thine ! 
And  we'll  tak'  a  right  gude-willie  waught. 

For  auld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  ^"C. 


LOUIS,  WHAT  RECK  I  BY  THEE? 

[The  poet's  name  is  afOxed  to  this  impromptu.  The  date  of  the  effusion  would, 
no  doubt,  be  1788,  before  the  French  Bevolution  commenced,  and  shortly 
after  tho  poet's  marriage.  Cunningham  well  remarks,  that  "this  is  one  of 
Barns'  happy  efforts,  although  the  language  is  perhaps  too  peculiar  to  be  fully 
felt  by  any  save  Scotchmen ;  but  to  them  it  comes  with  a  compact  vigour  of 
expression  not  usual  in  words  fitted  to  music."] 

Louis,  what  reck  I  by  thee, 

Or  Geordie  on  his  ocean  ? 
Dyvor,  beggar  loons  to  me — 

I  reign  in  Jeanie's  bosom  ! 

Let  her  crown  my  love  her  law, 
And  in  her  breast  enthrone  me : 

Kings  and  nations — swith,  awa' ! 
Keif  randies,  I  disown  ye  ! 
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HAD  I  THE  WTTE?  SHE  BADE  MEl 

[There  is  an  old  song  commencing  with  the  same  words.  It  is  mnch  more 
groBB  than  the  present  one,  although  this  is  free  enough  for  general  readers.] 

Had  I  the  wyte?  had  I  the  wyte? 

Had  I  the  wyte  ?  she  bade  me ! 
Had  I  the  wyte  ?  had  I  the  wyte  ? 

Had  I  the  wyte  ?  she  bade  me ! 
Had  I  the  wyte?  had  I  the  wyte? 

Had  I  the  wyte  ?  she  bade  me ; 
She  watch'd  me  by  the  hie-gate-side, 

And  up  the  loan  she  shaw'd  me. 

And  when  I  wad  na  venture  in, 

A  coward  loon  she  ca'd  me ; 
And  when  I  wad  na  venture  in, 

A  coward  loon  she  ca'd  me ; 
And  when  I  wad  na  venture  in, 

A  coward  loon  she  ca'd  me : 
Had  Kirk  and  State  been  in  the  gate, 

I'd  lighted  when  she  bade  me  ! 

Sae  craftilie  she  took  me  ben, 

And  bade  me  mak'  nae  clatter ; 
'  For  our  ramgunshoch,  glum  goodman 

Is  o'er  ayont  the  water : ' 
Whae'er  shall  say  I  wanted  grace, 

When  I  did  kiss  and  dawte  her, 
Let  him  be  planted  in  my  place, 

Syne  say  I  was  a  fautor. 

Could  I  for  shame,  could  I  for  shame. 

Could  I  for  shame  refus'd  her  ? 
And  wad  na  Manhood  been  to  blame. 

Had  I  unkindly  us'd  her  ? 
He  claw'd  her  wi'  the  ripplin-kame, 

And  blae  and  bluidy  bruis'd  her : 
When  sic  a  husband  was  frae  hame. 

What  wife  but  wad  excus'd  her  ? 
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I  dighted  aye  her  een  sae  blue, 

And  bann'd  the  cruel  randy  ; 
And  weel  I  wat  her  willin'  mou' 

Was  e'en  hke  succar-candie. 
At  gloamin-shote  it  was,  I  wat, 

I  lighted  on  the  Monday ; 
But  I  cam'  through  the  Tiseday's  dew, 

To  wanton  Willie's  brandy. 


COMIN'  THRO'  THE  RYE. 

[This  Is  an  old  song  dressed  up  a  little  by  the  poet  The  air  is  a  great  favourite, 
and  the  song,  having  been  modernized  for  concert-rooms,  has  become  very 
popular.  The  following  additional  verse  is  said  to  have  been  written  by  Buma 
on  one  of  the  panes  in  the  Globe  Tavern: — 

"  Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body 

Oomin'  through  the  grain, 
Need  a  body  grudge  a  body 
What's  a  body's  ain?" 

In  the  Glasgow  Herald  of  20th  July,  1867,  an  article  appeared — "New  Headings 
of  an  Old  Poet" — ^in  which  it  is  insinuated  that  the  "comin'  through  the  rye" 
refers  to  the  "Bye  Water"  at  Dairy.  This  we  controverted  in  a  following  No. 
of  the  Herald,  saying  that  it  was  an  opinion  endorsed  by  the  entire  common- 
sense  of  mankind,  that  Burns  had  no  other  idea  in  writing  the  song  than  that 
of  a  lass  going  through  a  dewy  field  of  rye.] 

Comin'  thro'  the  rye,  poor  body, 

Comin'  thro'  the  rye  ; 
She  draigl't  a'  her  petticoatie^ 

Comin'  thro'  the  rye. 

CHOKUS. 

0^5  Jenny's  d  weet^poor  hody^ 

Jenny's  seldom  dry ; 
She  draigl't  a'  her  petticoatie, 

Comin'  thro'  the  rye. 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

Comin'  thro'  the  rye  ; 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body, 

Need  a  body  cry  ? 

Oh^  Jenny's  a'  weet,  ^c. 
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Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 
Comin'  thro'  the  glen ; 

Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body, 
Need  the  warld  ken  ? 
Oh^  Jenny's  d  weet^  ^c. 


YOUNG  JAMIE,  PRIDE  OF  A'  THE  PLAIN. 
Tune — The  Carlin  of  the  Glen, 

[Although  there  is  no  indicating  mark  in  ihe  Museum  of  the  authorship  of 
this  song,  Stenhouse  assures  us  it  is  by  Burns.  It  is  more  like  one  of  those 
amended  by  him  from  an  English  original] 

Young  Jamie,  pride  of  a'  the  plain, 
Sae  gallant  and  sae  gay  a  swain ; 
Thro'  a'  our  lasses  he  did  rove, 
And  reign'd  resistless  king  of  love ; 
But  now,  wi'  sighs  and  starting  tears, 
He  strays  amang  the  woods  and  briers ; 
Or  in  the  glens  and  rocky  caves. 
His  sad  complaining  dowie  raves. 

I  wha  sae  late  did  range  and  rove. 
And  chang'd  with  every  moon  my  love ; 
I  little  thought  the  time  was  near ; 
Repentance  I  should  buy  sae  dear : 
The  slighted  maids  my  torments  see, 
And  laugh  at  a'  the  pangs  I  dree ; 
While  she,  my  cruel,  scornfu'  Fair, 
Forbids  me  e'er  to  see  her  mair ! 
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OUT  OVER  THE  FORTH. 

[This  beautiful  fragment  is  first  heard  tell  of  in  a  letter  from  the  poet  to 
Alexander  Cunningham,  dated  from  Ellisland,  12th  March,  1791.  After  tran- 
scribing several  new  pieces,  and  remarking  thus: — "For  my  own  part,  a  thing 
I  have  just  composed  always  appears  through  a  double  portion  of  that  partial 
medium  in  which  an  author  will  ever  view  his  own  works,"  he  adds — '■'■Apropoi, 
how  do  you  like  this  thought  in  a  ballad  I  have  just  now  on  the  tapis  f — 
'  I  look  to  the  west  when  I  gae  to  rest, 

That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may.  be  * 
Far,  far  in  the  west  is  he  I  lo'e  best — 
The  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  and  me  1 ' "] 

Out  over  the  Forth,  I  look  to  the  north ; 

But  what  is  the  north  and  its  Highlands  to  me  ? 
The  south  nor  the  east  gie  ease  to  my  breast — 

The  far  foreign  land,  or  the  wide  rolling  sea : 
But  I  look  to  the  west  when  I  gae  to  rest. 

That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may  be ; 
For  far  in  the  west  lives  he  I  lo'e  best. 

The  man  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  and  me. 


WANTONNESS  FOR  EYER  MAIR. 

[The  title  of  this  fragment  is  quoted  in  the  "  Answer  to  '  Scotch  Presbyterian 
Eloquence  Displayed.' "  It  was  recovered  by  Burns,  touched  up,  and  sent  by 
him,  along  with  its  fine  old  tune,  to  the  Museum.'] 

Wantonness  for  ever  mair, 

Wantonness  has  been  my  ruin ; 
Yet,  for  a'  my  dool  and  care, 

rts  wantonness  for  ever. 
I  hae  lo'ed  the  Black,  the  Brown  ; 

I  hae  lo'ed  the  Fair,  the  Gowden  : 
A'  the  colours  in  the  town, 

I  hae  won  their  wanton  favour. 
«  »  «  » 
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CHARLIE,  HE'S  MY  DARLING. 

[This  Jacobite  song  was  communicated  by  Bums  to  Johnson,  and  never 
having  been  seen  in  print  before,  is  presumed  to  be  his  own.  It  was  a  favourite 
of  Sir  Walter  S<?Qtt,  and  those  who  have  read  his  memoirs,  by  Lockhart,  will 
remember  that  in  Italy,  during  that  sad  period  when  he  was  seeking  to  repair 
his  shattered  health  among  its  salubrious  vales,  his  mind  would  wander  north 
wards  to  his  native  glens,  as  was  made  certain  by  his  often  crooning  the  last 
verse  of  this  very  song : — 

"  It's  up  yon  heathery  mountain,  and  down  yon  scroggy  glen, 
We  dauma  gang  a^milking  for  Charlie  and  his  men."] 

'TwAS  on  a  Monday  morning, 

Right  early  in  the  year, 
That  Charhe  came  to  our  town — 

The  young  Chevalier. 

CHOEUS. 

ArU  Charlie^  he^s  my  darling^ 
My  darling^  my  darling  ; 
Charlie^  he^s  my  darling — 
The  young  Chevalier. 

As  he  was  walking  up  the  street, 

The  city  for  to  view; 
O  there  he  spied  a  bonie  lass 

The  window  looking  thro'. 
An^  Charlie^  ^c. 

Sae  light's  he  jimped  up  the  stair, 

And  tirled  at  the  pin ; 
And  wha  sae  ready  as  hersel' 

To  let  the  laddie  in? 
An^  Charlie^  ^c. 

He  set  his  Jenny  on  his  knee, 

All  in  his  Highland  dress  ; 
For  brawlie  weel  he  ken'd  the  way 

To  please  a  bonie  lass. 
ArC  Charlie^  ^c. 

It's  up  yon  heathery  mountain. 
And  down  yon  scroggy  glen, 

We  daurna  gang  a-milking 
For  Charlie  and  his  men ! 
An^  Charlie^  4rc, 
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THE  LASS  OF  ECCLEFECHAN. 

[Ecclefechan  was  occasionally  one  of  the  poet's  resting  places  during  Ms  latter 
excise  journeys.  Many  of  our  readers  will  remember  the  humorous  letter  he 
wrote  to  George  Thomson,  from  "  this  unfortunate,  wicked  little  village,"  on 
7th  February,  1795,  when  he  was  detained  there,  for  a  second  day,  against  his 
will,  "  by  snows  ten  feet  deep."  The  present  song  is  certainly  by  Burns,  although 
not  marked  as  his  in  the  Museunu] 

Gat  ye  me,  0  gat  ye  me, 

O  gat  ye  me  wi'  naetliing  ? 
Rock  and  reel,  and  spinnin'- wheel, 

A  mickle  quarter  basin  : 
Bye  attour,  my  gutcher  has 

A  heigh  house  and  a  laigh  ane, 
A  forbye  my  bonie  sel', 

The  toss  of  Ecclefechan. 

0  hand  your  tongue  now,  Luckie  Laing, 

0  hand  your  tongue  and  jauner ; 

1  held  the  gate  till  you  I  met. 
Syne  I  began  to  wander  : 

I  tint  my  whistle  and  my  sang, 

1  tint  my  peace  and  pleasure ; 

But  your  green  graff,  now,  Luckie  Laing, 
Wad  airt  me  to  my  treasure. 


THE  COOPER  0'  CUDDY. 

[This  is  another  unclaimed,  although  undoubted  production  of  Bums',  possess- 
ing, unfortunately,  more  wit  than  delicacy.  He  directs  it  to  be  sung  to  the  well- 
known  tune — Bab  at  the  Bowster.  In  one  of  his  MS.  copies  of  this  song,  the  last 
line  of  the  chorus  reads — 

"For  fear  o'  the  auld  gudeman,  0."] 

CHORUS. 

We^ll  hide  the  Cooper  behind  the  door^ 
Behind  the  door^  behind  the  door ; 
We'll  hide  the  Cooper  behind  the  door, 
And  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  0. 
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The  Cooper  o'  Cuddy  cam'  here  awa* ; 
He  ca'd  the  girrs  out  o'er  us  a'; 
And  our  gudewife  has  gotten  a  ca  ^ 
That  anger'd  the  silly  gudeman,  0. 
WeHl  hide^  ^c. 

He  sought  them  out,  he  sought  them  in, 
Wi'  deil  hae  her  !  and  deil  hae  him ! 
But  the  body  he  was  sae  doited  an'  blin', 
He  wist  na  whare  he  was  gaun,  0. 
We'll  hide,  ^c. 

They  cooper'd  at  e'en,  they  cooper'd  at  morn, 
Till  our  gudeman  has  gotten  the  scorn  : 
On  ilka  brow  she's  planted  a  horn, 

And  swears  that  there  they  shall  stan',  0, 
We'll  hide,  4-0. 


LEEZIE  LINDSAY. 

[The  poet  communicated  to  Johnson  the  exquisite  air  of  this  song,  which 
afterwards  became  so  popular  through  the  singing  of  John  Wilson.  One  verse 
of  the  words  is  all  that  he  sent;  for  he  did  not  live  to  fulfil  his  promise  to  forward 
the  remainder.  This  is  to  be  regretted,  because  the  verses  which  have  been 
since  added  to  it  are  very  common-place  :  these  are  as  follow: — 
"  To  gang  to  the  Hielanda  wi'  you,  sir,  I  dinna  ken  how  that  may  be; 

For  I  ken  nae  the  land  that  ye  live  in,  nor  ken  I  the  lad  I'm  gaun  wi'. 

O  Leezie,  lass,  ye  maun  ken  little,  if  sae  that  ye  dinna  ken  me ; 
My  name  is  Lord  Ronald  M 'Donald,  a  chieftain  o'  high  degree. 

She  has  kilted  her  coats  o'  green  satin;  she  has  kilted  them  up  to  the  knee; 
And  she's  aff  wV  Lord  Ronald  M 'Donald,  his  bride  and  his  darling  to  be."] 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands,  Leezie  Lindsay  ? 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands  wi'  me  ? 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands,  Leezie  Lindsay, 

My  pride  and  my  darhng  to  be  ? 

«  «  «  « 
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FOB  THE  SAKE  0'  SOMEBODY. 

[This  charming  song  is  given  with  Burns'  name  attached  to  it.  So  early  as 
in  November,  1787,  he  seems  to  refer  to  this  production  in  a  letter  to  Peggy 
Chalmers.  That  lady  had  desired  to  see  it  in  the  second  volimae  of  the  Mmeum, 
and  he  writes  thus : — "  I  am  afraid  the  song  of  Somebody  will  come  too  late."  At 
same  time,  the  poet  may  have  been  alluding  to  the  song  he  had  then  just  com- 
posed in  honour  of  his  correspondent,  beginning,  "  My  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's 
form,"  which  was  intended  to  appear  in  that  volume,  but  through  some  mishap 
was  omitted,  and  only  saw  the  light  when  published  by  Currie,  in  1800.] 

My  heart  is  sair — I  dare  na  tell — 
My  heart  is  sair  for  somebody ; 
I  could  wake  a  winter  night 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody : 
Oh-hon !  for  somebody, 
Oh-hey !  for  somebody : 
I  could  range  the  world  around, 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody ! 

Ye  powers  that  smile  on  virtuous  love, 

O,  sweetly  smile  on  somebody ! 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free, 
And  send  me  safe  my  somebody  : 
Oh-hon!  for  somebody, 
Oh-hey !  for  somebody : 
I  wad  do — what  would  I  not  ? 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody ! 


THE  CARDIN'  O'T. 

[This  is  a  very  exquisite  production — barring  the  chorus,  which  is  not  satis- 
factory. "  Haslock  woo "  is  the  very  finest  wool  clipped  or  pulled  from  the 
hause  orthroatof  thesheep.  Thelastfour  lines  of  this  littlesongare  notsurpassed 
in  beauty  and  tenderness  by  the  author's  "John  Anderson,  my  jo."  It  sings 
well  to  the  air — My  Johnie's  Gray  Bree/cs.} 

I  COFT  a  stane  o'  haslock  woo, 

To  mak'  a  wat  to  Johnie  o't ; 
For  Johnie  is  my  only  jo, 

I  lo'e  him  best  of  onie  yet. 
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CHORUS. 

The  cardirC  oH^  the  spinnirC  oH^ 
The  warpiri  oV,  the  winnir^  oH  ; 

When  ilka  ell  cost  me  a  groat^ 
The  taylor  staw  the  lynin  o't. 

For  though  his  locks  be  lyart  gray, 
And  though  his  brow  be  beld  aboon ; 

Yet  I  hae  seen  him  on  a  day, 
The  pride  of  a'  the  parishen. 
The  cardin%  ^c. 


THERE'S  THREE  TRUE  GUDE  FELLOWS. 

[Stenhouse's  note  on  this  fragment  is  as  follows: — "The  four  lines  in  the 
Museum,  beginning — '  It's  now  the  day  is  daw'ing,'  introduced  in  the  solo,  were 
hastily  penned  by  Burns  at  the  request  of  the  publisher,  who  was  anxious  to 
have  the  tune  in  that  work,  and  the  old  words  could  not  be  recovered." 

The  poet,  writing  to  Alexander  Cunningham  from  Ellisland,  on  4th  May,  1789, 
concludes  thus: — "Oruikshank  is  a  glorious  production  of  the  Author  of  man: 
you,  he,  and  the  noble  Colonel  of  the  Crochallan  Fencibles,  are  to  me  '  dear  as 
the  ruddy  drops  which  warm  my  heart.'  I  have  a  good  mind  to  make  verses  on 
you  all,  to  the  tune  of  'Three  gude  fellows  ayont  yon  glen.' "] 

CHORUS. 

Therms  three  true  gude  fellows, 
Therms  three  true  gude  fellows. 
Therms  three  true  gude  fellows 
Down  ayont  yon  glen. 

It's  now  the  day  is  dawin, 
But  'or  night  do  fa'  in, 
Whase  cock's  best  at  crawin, 
Willie,  thou  sail  ken. 
Therms  three,  ^c. 
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O  CAN  YE  SEW  CUSHIONS? 

[The  beautiful  air,  along  with  the  nursery  words  of  this  song,  were  communi- 
cated bj'  Burns  to  Johnson,  and,  by  the  vocalism  of  Frbani,  it  soon  became  highly 
popular.  A  second  verse  is  as  follows : — 

"  I'll  set  baby's  cradle  on  yon  holly-top, 
And  aye  as  the  wind  blaws,  the  cradle  will  rock : 
And  hee  and  ba-birdie,  and  ba-lily-loo. 
And  hee  and  ba-birdie,  my  bonie  wee  doo ! 
See,  0!  wee,  0!  &c." 
This  nursery  ditty  is  understood  to  have  suggested  to  Sir  Walter  Scott  his 
beautiful  "Lullaby,"  commencing — 

"  O  hush  thee,  my  baby,  thy  sire  was  a  knight — 
Thy  mother  a  lady  so  comely  and  bright."] 

0  CAN  ye  sew  cushions?  and  can  ye  sew  sheets? 

And  can  ye  sing  bal-lu-loo  when  the  bairn  greets  ? 
And  hee  and  baw  birdie,  and  hee  and  baw  lamb  ! 

And  hee  and  baw  birdie,  my  bonie  wee  lamb  ! 
Hee,  0 !  wee,  0 !  what  would  I  do  wi'  you  ? 

Black's  the  Hfe  that  I  lead  wi'  you ; 
Mony  o'  you,  httle  for  to  gie  you ; 

Hee,  0  !  wee,  0  !  what  would  I  do  wi'  you  ? 


SHE  SAYS  SHE  LO'ES  ME  BEST  OF  A*. 
An  Irish  Air. 


[This  luxurious  lyric  is  one  of  the  best  of  those  that  were  inspired  by  the 
fascinating  glamour  of  Jean  Lorimer.  The  measure  is  peculiar,  in  consequence 
of  the  air  for  which  it  was  composed,  an  Irish  one,  called  OnagKs  Waterfall, 
which  the  poet  had  a  great  fancy  for.  In  September,  1794,  he  commended  the 
air  to  Thomson's  attention,  remarking  thus : — "  The  air  is  charming,  and  I  have 
often  regretted  the  want  of  decent  verses  to  it  It  is  too  much,  at  least  for  my 
humble,  rustic  muse,  to  expect  that  every  effort  of  hers  shall  have  merit ;  still, 
I  think  that  it  is  better  to  have  mediocre  verses  to  a  favourite  air,  than  none  at 
alL  On  this  principle  I  have  all  along  proceeded  in  the  Scots  Musical  Museum ; 
and,  as  that  publication  is  at  its  last  volume,  I  intend  the  following  song,  to  the 
air  above-mentioned,  for  that  work." 

For  some  account  of  "  Chloris,"  the  heroine  of  this  song,  see  page  274,  Vol.  I. 
We  have  only  to  add  that  the  poet  inscribed  the  four  closing  lines  of  stanza 
second,  on  a  window  of  the  Globe  Tavern,  at  Dumfries,  where  it  remained  for  a 
long  series  of  years.] 

Sae  flaxen  were  her  ringlets. 

Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue, 
Bewitchingly  o'er-arching 

Twa  laughing  een  o'  bonie  blue. 
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Her  smiling,  sae  wyling, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  his  woe ! 
What  pleasure,  what  treasure, 

Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow ! 
Such  was  my  Chloris'  bonie  face, 

When  first  her  bonie  face  I  saw ; 
And  ay  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm. 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a' ! 

Like  harmony  her  motion. 

Her  pretty  ankle  is  a  spy, 
Betraying  fair  proportion, 

Wad  make  a  saint  forget  the  sky  ! 
Sae  warming,  sae  charming, 

Her  fautless  form  and  gracefu'  air. 
Ilk  feature — auld  Nature 

Declar'd  that  she  could  do  nae  mair  ! 
Her's  are  the  wilhng  chains  o'  love. 

By  conquering  beauty's  sovereign  law ; 
And  ay  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm. 

She  says  she  loe's  me  best  of  a' ! 

Let  others  love  the  city. 

And  gaudy  show  at  sunny  noon ; 
Gie  me  the  lonely  valley. 

The  dewy  eve,  and  rising  moon : 
Fair  beaming,  and  streaming. 

Her  silver  hght  the  boughs  amang ; 
While  falling,  recalling, 

The  amorous  thrush  concludes  his  sang ; 
There,  dearest,  Chloris,  wilt  thou  rove 

By  wimpling  burn  and  leafy  shaw. 
And  hear  my  vows  o'  truth  and  love. 

And  say  thou  lo'es  me  best  of  a'  ? 
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THE  BONIE  LASS  MADE  THE  BED  TO  ME. 

[This  is  composed  on  the  model  of  an  old  ballad  having  the  same  burden 
which  is  preserved  in  a  corrupted  shape  in  Playford's  "Wit  and  Mirth,'' 
London,  1700.  The  two  latter  verses  of  the  present  text  ate  all  that  Burns  has 
retained  of  its  predecessor.  The  eight  and  ninth  verses  have  often  been  pointed 
out  as  exquisite  samples  of  the  poet's  artistic  handling  of  his  subject.] 

When  Januar'  wind  was  blawing  cauld, 

As  to  the  north  I  took  my  way ; 
The  mirksome  night  did  me  enfauld, 

I  knew  na'  whare  to  lodge  till  day. 

By  my  gude  luck,  a  maid  I  met, 

Just  in  the  middle  o'  my  care ; 
And  kindly  she  did  me  invite 

To  walk  into  a  chamber  fair. 

I  bow'd  fu'  low  nnto  this  maid, 
And  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie ; 

I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid, 
And  bad'  her  mak'  a  bed  for  me. 

She  made  the  bed  baith  large  and  wide, 
Wi'  twa  white  hands  she  spread  it  down ; 

She  put  the  cup  to  her  rosy  lips, 

And  drank,  '  Young  man,  now  sleep  ye  sound.* 

She  snatch'd  the  candle  in  her  hand, 
And  frae  my  chamber  went  wi'  speed ; 

But  I  call'd  her  quickly  back  again, 
To  lay  some  mair  below  my  head. 

A  cod  she  laid  below  my  head, 

And  served  me  wi'  due  respect ; 
And  to  salute  her  wi'  a  kiss, 

I  put  my  arms  about  her  neck. 

*  Hand  aff  your  hands,  young  man,'  she  says, 

'  And  dinna  sae  uncivil  be : 
Gif  ye  hae  ony  luve  for  me, 

O  wrang  na  my  virginitie ! ' 
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Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o'  gowd, 

Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie, 
Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine — 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

Her  bosom  was  the  driven  snaw — 
Twa  drifted  heaps  sae  fair  to  see — 

Her  limbs  the  pohsh'd  marble  stane — 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

I  kiss'd  her  o'er  and  o'er  again, 
And  ay  she  wist  na  what  to  say  ; 

I  laid  her  between  me  and  the  wa', — 
The  lassie  thought  na  lang  till  day. 

Upon  the  morrow  when  we  rase, 
I  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie ; 

But  ay  she  blush'd,  and  ay  she  sigh'd. 
And  said,  '  Alas !  ye've  ruin'd  me.* 

I  clasp'd  her  waist  and  kiss'd  her  syne. 
While  the  tear  stood  twinkhn'  in  her  e'e : 

I  said,  my  lassie,  dinna  cry. 
For  ye  ay  shall  mak'  the  bed  to  me. 

She  took  her  mither's  hoUand  sheets, 
And  made  them  a'  in  sarks  to  me : 

Blythe  and  merry  may  she  be — 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me  ! 

The  bonie  lass  made  the  bed  to  me, 
The  braw  lass  made  the  bed  to  me ; 

I'll  ne'er  forget,  till  the  day  that  I  die, 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
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SAB  FAR  AW  A'. 

[Bums'  name  is  attached  to  this  pretty  little  song,  which  would  seem  to  have 
been  composed  for  the  old  air — O'er  the  hills,  and  far  awd" ;  but  as  that  tune  had 
already  been  given  in  an  early  volume  of  the  Museum,  set  to  its  well-known 
Anglo-Scottish  verses,  another  air  was  found  to  fit  the  poet's  words.] 

O  SAD  and  heavy  should  I  part, 

But  for  her  sake,  sae  far  awa' ; 
Unknowing  what  my  way  may  thwart — 

My  native  land  sae  far  awa'. 
Thou  that  of  a'  things  Maker  art, 

That  formed  this  Fair  sae  far  awa,', 
Gie  body  strength,  then  I'll  ne'er  start 

At  this  my  way  sae  far  awa'. 

How  true  is  love  to  pure  desert ! 

So  mine  to  her  sae  far  awa' ; 
And  nocht  can  heal  my  bosom's  smart, 

While,  oh  !  she  is  sae  far  awa' : 
Nane  other  love,  nane  other  dart 

I  feel,  but  her's  sae  far  awa'; 
But  fairer  never  touched  a  heart, 

Than  her's,  the  Fair  sae  far  awa'. 


THE  REEL  0'  STUMPIE. 

[This  fragment  was  supplied  by  Bums  to  fit  a  favourite  dancing  tune,  not 
readily  distinguishable  from  that  of  I'll  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  town.   The  follow- 
ing curious  words  for  the  same  air,  were  composed  by  the  poet's  Edinburgh 
publisher,  "  Willie  Creech  " : — 
Chorus. — "  Wap  androwe,  wap  and  rowe,  wap  and  rowe  thefeetie  o't! 

To  nurse  a  wean's  a  weary  job,  I  downa  bide  the  greetie  o't  I 
And  we  put  on  the  wee  bit  pan,  to  boil  the  lick  o'  meatie  o't; 
But  a  cinder  fell  and  spoil't  the  plan,  and  brunt  a'  the  feetie  o'tl 

Wap  and  rowe,  iSsc 
And  aye  the  little  darling  grat,  and  aye  it  spurr'd  the  feetie  o't, 
Till,  puir  wee  elf,  it  tir'd  itself,  and  syne  begood  the  sleepie  o't 

Wap  and  rowe,  d:c. 
The  puir  wee  brat  nae  parritch  gat,  when  it  gaed  to  the  sleepie  o't: 
Instead  o'  its  mou' — 'tis  waesome  true — ^it's  round  about  the  feetie  o't 
Wap  and  rowe,  <&c."] 

Wap  and  rowe,  wap  and  rowe, 

Wap  and  rowe  the  teetie  o't ; 
I  thought  I  was  a  maiden  fair, 

Till  I  heard  the  greetie  o't. 
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My  daddie  was  a  fiddler  fine, 
My  minnie  she  made  mantie,  0 ; 

And  I  mysel'  a  thumpin  quine, 

And  danc'd  the  reel  o'  stumpie,  0. . 


I'LL  AY  CA'  IN  BY  YON  TOWN. 

[This  and  the  more  important  effort  immediately  following,  were  sent  by  the 
poet  to  Johnson  in  the  spring  of  1795.  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  Jean 
Lorimer  was  the  inspirer  of  both,  although  it  would  be  more  pleasant  to  record 
that  the  "  Jean"  was  his  own  faithful  wife.  The  period  of  the  poet's  "  platonic 
passion "  for  Ghloris  lasted  from  early  in  1793  till  the  close  of  1795,  when  his 
growing  physical  decay  caused  a  change  to  come  over  the  spirit  of  his  dreams 
concerning  her.  "In  my  by-past  songs" — so  he  then  wrote  to  Thomson — "1 
dislike  one  thing,  the  name '  Ohloris.'  I  meant  it  as  the  fictitious  name  of-'a  certain 

lady  What  you  once  mentioned  of  'flaxen  locks'  is  just:  they 

cannot  enter  into  an  elegant  description  of  beauty." 

It  is  proper  to  note  that  the  word  "  town,"  as  used  in  this  and  the  following 
Bong,  means  a  farm-house  and  steading,  and  not  a  town  of  some  hundreds  or 
thousands  of  inhabitants.] 

I'll  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town. 

And  by  yon  garden  green  again ; 
I'll  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town, 

And  see  my  bonie  Jean  again. 

There's  nane  sail  ken,  there's  nane  sail  guess, 
What  brings  me  back  the  gate  again 

But  she,  my  fairest,  f aithfu'  lass ; 
And  stownlins  we  sail  meet  again. 

She'll  wander  by  the  aiken  tree, 

When  trystin'  time  draws  near  again ; 

And  when  her  lovely  form  I  see, 
0  haith !  she's  doubly  dear  again. 
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0  WAT  YE  WHA'S  IN  YON  TOWN. 


[It  was  when  the  poet  was  storm-stayed  for  a  couple  of  nights  at  Ecclefechan, 
on  7th  and  8th  February,  1795,  that  he  first  conceived  this  beautiful  lyric.  He 
thus  wrote  to  Thomson  about  it: — "Do  you  know  an  air — I'm  sure  you  must 
know  it — We'll  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  tovm?  I  think,  in  slowish  time,  it  would 
make  an  excellent  song.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  it;  and  if  you  should  think 
it  worthy  of  your  attention,  I  have  a  fair  dame  in  my  eye,  to  whom  I  will  con- 
secrate it.    Try  it  with  this  doggerel,  until  I  give  you  a  better : — ■ 

O  wat  ye  wha's  in  yon  town,  ye  see  the  e'ening  sun  upon  ? 

The  dearest  maid's  in  yon  town,  that  e'ening  sun  is  shining  on  : 

O  sweet  to  me  yon  spreading  tree,  where  Jeanie  wanders  aft  her  lane ; 

The  hawthorn  flower  that  shades  her  bower,  0  when  shall  I  behold  again  ? ' ' 
In  the  month  of  May  following,  he  forwarded  the  finished  song  to  Thomson ; 
but,  meanwhile,  he  had  supplied  Johnson  with  what  follows.  In  Thomson's 
copy,  the  heroine's  name  is  changed  from  Jean  to  "Lucy,"  the  reason  of 
which  lay  in  a  desire  to  pay  a  poetic  compliment  to  the  beautiful  and  accom- 
plished wife  of  Mr.  Oswald  of  Auchincruive — lately  Miss  Lucy  Johnston  of 
Hilton.  Mr.  Oswald  was  a  young  Ayrshire  squire  of  great  wealth,  then  resident 
in  Dumfries,  to  whom  the  poet  had  been  recently  introduced.  He  sent  a  copy 
of  the  song  to  a  mutual  friend,  Mr.  Syme  of  Ryedale,  with  these  observations : — ■ 
"  In  m3'  song,  I  have  endeavoured  to  do  justice  to  what  would  be  Mr.  Oswald's 
feelings  on  seeing,  in  the  scene  I  have  drawn,  the  habitation  of  his  Lucy.  As  I 
am  a  good  deal  pleased  with  my  performance,  I,  in  my  first  fervour,  thought  of 
sending  it  to  Mrs.  Oswald :  but,  on  second  thoughts,  perhaps  what  I  offer  as  the 
honest  incense  of  genuine  respect,  might,  from  the  well-known  character  of 
poverty  and  poetry,  be  construed  into  some  modification  of  that  servility  which 
my  soul  abhors." 

Here,  then,  we  have  another  instance  among  several,  of  the  poet's  anxiety  ta 
please  his  friends,  by  making  one  poetic  tribute  do  double  duty.  The  word 
maid,  in  the  chorus  of  our  text,  he  altered  to  "  dame;  "  and  Jeanie  to  "Lucy," 
in  the  body  of  the  song;  and  where  the  name  Jean  occurs  as  a  rhyme  to  green, 
he  was  compelled  to  alter  the  construction  of  the  stanza,  as  in  our  foot-note.  In 
other  respects,  the  two  copies  are  identical.] 


Now  haply,  down  yon  gay  green  shaw, 
She  wanders  by  yon  spreading  tree : 

How  blest  ye  flow'rs  that  round  her  blaw. 
Ye  catch  the  glances  o'  her  e'e ! 
0  wat  ye  wha^s,  ^c. 

How  blest  ye  birds  that  round  her  sing, 
And  welcome  in  the  blooming  year ! 

And  doubly  welcome  be  the  spring — 
The  season  to  my  Jeanie  dear. 
0  wat  ye  wha's,  ^c. 


CHORUS. 


0  wat  ye  wha's  in  you  town 

Ye  see  the  e'enin'  sun  upon  ? 
The  dearest  maid's  in  yon  town, 
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The  sun  blinks  blythe  on  yon  town, 
Amang  the  broomy  braes  sae  green ; 

But  my  delight  in  yon  town, 

And  dearest  pleasure,  is  my  Jean.  * 
0  wat  ye  whds^  ^c. 

Without  my  fair,  not  a'  the  charms 
0'  Paradise  could  yield  me  joy; 

But  gie  me  Jeanie  in  my  arms. 

And  welcome  Lapland's  dreary  sky  I 
0  wat  ye  whoHs^  ^c. 

My  cave  wad  be  a  lover's  bower, 
Tho'  raging  winter  rent  the  air ; 

And  she  a  lovely  little  flower, 

That  I  wad  tent  and  shelter  there. 
0  wat  ye  wlids^  ^c. 

0  sweet  is  she  in  yon  town, 

The  sinkin'  sun's  gane  down  upon ; 
A  fairer  than's  in  yon  town. 
His  setting  beam  ne'er  shone  upon. 
0  wat  ye  whcCs^  ^c. 

If  angry  fate  is  sworn  my  foe, 

And  suffering  I  am  doom'd  to  bear  ; 

1  careless  quit  aught  else  below ; 

But,  spare  me — spare  me  Jeanie  dear  ! 
0  wat  ye  wlids^  ^c. 

For  while  life's  dearest  blood  is  warm, 
Ae  thought  frae  her  shall  ne'er  depart : 

And  she — as  fairest  is  her  form. 
She  has  the  truest,  kindest  heart. 
0  wat  ye  whds^  ^c. 


*  Far. — ^The  sun  blinks  blythe  on  yon  town, 
And  on  yon  bonie  braes  of  Ayr ; 
But  my  deUght  in  yon  town, 
And  dearest  bliss,  is  Lucy  fair. 
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WILL  YE  GO  AND  MARRY,  KATIE  ? 

[We  print  only  the  opening  verse  of  this  clever  song,  to  give  us  an  opportunity 
of  pointing  out  the  mistake  which  several  editors  have  fallen  into  in  assigning 
it  to  Bums.  The  fact  is,  it  was  published  in  "The  Charmer,"  and  other  col- 
lections, before  the  poet  was  bom ;  at  same  time,  it  must  be  admitted  that  the 
copy  in  the  Museum  is  indebted  to  him  for  some  happy  touches.  The  tune. 
Marry  Katie,  is  an  old  favourite,  now  better  known  under  the  title,  "  Wha  wad 
ua  f echt  for  Charlie  ?  "] 

Will  ye  go  and  marry,  Katie  ? 

Can  ye  think  to  tak'  a  man  ? 
It's  a  pity  ane  sae  pretty 

Should  na  do  the  thing  she  can : 
You — a  charming,  lovely  creature — 

Wharefore  wad  ye  lie  y'er  lane  ? 
Beauty's  of  a  fading  nature — 

Has  a  season,  and  is  gane ! 


WHEREFORE  SIGHING  ART  THOU,  PHILLIS! 

[This  elegant  double-stanza  is,  in  part,  or  wholly,  the  work  of  Burns ;  but  is 
evidently  formed  from  an  English  model.  The  sentiments  correspond  with 
those  of  the  preceding  song,  and  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  poet,  in  com- 
posing these  lines,  had  his  thoughts  directed  to  a  somewhat  licentious  song  in 
the  Tea-Table  Miscellany,  commencing  thus  • — 

*'  Do  not  ask  me,  charming  Phillis, 
Why  I  lead  you  thus  alone. 
By  this  bank  of  pinks  and  lilies, 
And  of  roses  newly  blown."] 

Wherefore  sighing  art  thou,  Philhs  ? 

Has  thy  prime  unheeded  past  ? 
Hast  thou  found  that  beauty's  lilies 

Were  not  made  for  aye  to  last  ? 
Know,  thy  form  was  once  a  treasure — 

Then  it  was  thy  hour  of  scorn : 
Since  thou  then  denied  the  pleasure, 

Now  'tis  fit  that  thou  should'st  mourn. 
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POWERS  CELESTIAL!  WHOSE  PROTECTION. 

[This,  like  a  song  addressed  to  "  Mary "  at  page  38,  was,  until  lately,  re- 
garded as  a  lyric  addressed  by  Burns  to  Mary  Campbell  during  the  period  of 
courtship,  or  in  the  prospect  of  a  temporary  parting :  but  in  1871  both  of  these 
lyrics  were  discovered  to  have  been  copied  by  the  poet  from  the  pages  of  the 
Edinburgh  Magazine  of  1774.  He  had  forwarded  them  to  Johnson  without  any 
mark  of  authorship,  and  they  both  were  united  to  music  in  the  fifth  volume  of 
the  Museum.  The  present  one  is  much  in  Burns'  manner,  and  precisely  fits  his 
position  in  regard  to  Mary  Campbell  during  the  summer  of  1786,  It  is  stated 
in  the  old  magazine  to  be  a  translation  from  the  Greek  of  Euripides  ] 

Powers  celestial!  whose  protection 

Ever  guards  the  virtuous  fair, 
While  in  distant  climes  I  wander, 

Let  my  Mary  be  your  care : 
Let  her  form  so  fair  and  faultless — 

Fair  and  faultless  as  your  own — 
Let  my  Mary's  kindred  spirit 

Draw  your  choicest  influence  down ! 

Make  the  gales  you  waft  around  her 

Soft  and  peaceful  as  her  breast ; 
Breathing  in  the  breeze  that  fans  her, 

Soothe  her  bosom  into  rest : 
Guardian  angels !  0  protect  her, 

When  in  distant  lands  I  roam ; 
To  realms  unknown  while  fate  exiles  me, 

Make  her  bosom  still  my  home ! 


0  MAY,  THY  MORN. 

[This  would  seem  to  be  a  warm  reminiscence  of  the  memorable  parting  inter- 
view between  the  poet  and  his  "Clarinda,"  in  Edinburgh,  on  6th  December, 
1791.  We  shall  find — a  few  pages  farther  on — that  he  again  celebrates  that 
interview  in  a  more  serious  strain — "Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy 
December."  The  reader  is  referred  to  page  294,  Vol.  I.,  for  some  interesting 
memoranda  on  same  subject.] 

0  May,  thy  morn  was  ne'er  sae  sweet 
As  the  mirk  night  o'  December ; 

For  sparkling  was  the  rosy  wine. 
And  private  was  the  chamber ; 
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And  dear  was  she  I  darena  name, 

But  I  will  ay  remember : 
And  dear  was  she  I  darena  name, 

But  I  will  ay  remember. 

And  here's  to  them  that,  like  oursel*, 

Can  push  about  the  jorum ; 
And  here's  to  them  that  wish  us  well, — 

May  a'  that's  gude  watch  o'er  them ! 
And  here's  to  them  we  darena  tell. 

The  dearest  o'  the  quorum ! 
And  here's  to  them  we  darena  tell, 

The  dearest  o'  the  quorum  ! 


AS  I  CAME  O'ER  THE  CAIRNEY  MOUNT. 

[The  first  couplet  of  this  fragment  is  old ;  the  rest  was  added  by  Burns  to 
Bupplant  the  words  of  a  very  indelicate  song,  now  deservedly  forgotten.] 

As  I  came  o'er  the  Cairney  mount. 

And  down  among  the  blooming  heather ; 
Kindly  stood  the  milking-shiel, 

To  shelter  frae  the  stormy  weather. 

O  my  bonie  Highland  lad. 
My  winsome,  weel-faur'd  Highland*  laddie ! 

Wha  wad  mind  the  wind  and  rain, 
Sae  weel  row'd  in  his  tartan  plaidie  ? 
m  *  at  *  i» 

Now  Phoebus  blinkit  on  the  bent, 

And  o'er  the  knowes  the  lambs  were  bleating ; 
But  he  wan  my  heart's  consent, 
To  be  his  ain  at  the  neist  meeting. 

0  my  bonie  Highland  lad, 
My  winsome,  weel-faur'd  Highland  laddie ! 

Wha  wad  mind  the  wind  and  rain, 
Sae  weel  row'd  in  his  tartan  x)laidie  ? 
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HIGHLAND  LADDIE. 

[This  is  Burns'  abridgement  of  a  very  long  rant,  to  be  found  in  «iW  collectionB 
adapted  to  the  well-known  air — Bonie  Laddie,  Highland  Laddie.] . 

The  bonniest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw — 

Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ! 
Wore  a  plaid  and  was  fu'  braw — 

Bonie  Highland  laddie ! 
On  his  head  a  bonnet  blue — 

Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ! 
His  royal  heart  was  firm  and  true — 

Bonie  Highland  laddie. 

Trumpets  sound  and  cannons  roar — 

Bonie  lassie,  Lawland  lassie ! 
And  a'  the  hills  wi'  echoes  roar — 

Bonie  Lawland  lassie ! 
Glory,  Honour,  now  invite — 

Bonie  lassie,  Lawland  lassie ! 
For  freedom  and  my  King  to  fight — 

Bonie  Lawland  lassie. 

The  sun  a  backward  course  shall  take— - 

Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie  ! 
Ere  aught  thy  manly  courage  shake — 

Bonie  Highland  laddie ! 
Go,  for  yoursel'  procure  renown — 

Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ! 
And  for  your  lawful  King  his  crown — 

Bonie  Highland  laddie ! 
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WILT  THOTJ  BE  MT  DEARIE? 

LThe  only  attempt  to  fix  the  heroineship  of  this  charming  song  is  to  be  found 
in  Allan  Cunningham's  notes,  wherein  he  tells  us,  without  stating  his  authority, 
that  it  was  composed  in  compliment  to  Miss  Janet  Miller  of  Dalswinton.  Certain 
it  is,  that  there  exists  a  copy  in  the  poet's  handwriting  where  the  name  "  Jeanie  " 
is  introduced,  in  verse  second,  instead  of  "lassie;"  but  the  "Jeanie"  of  hia 
dreams  at  the  period  of  its  composition  was  Jean  Lorimer,  so  frequently  referred 
to  in  these  notes.  Bums  was  right  in  estimating  this  as  one  of  his  very  best 
songs.  On  3rd  March,  1793,  he  thus  wrote  regarding  it  to  Alexander  Cunning- 
bam: — "  Do  you  know  the  much-admired  old  Highland  air  called  The  Sutor's 
Dochter  t  It  is  a  flrst-rate  favourite  of  mine,  and  I  have  written  what  I  reckon 
one  of  my  best  songs  to  it.  I  will  send  it  to  you  as  it  was  sung,  with  great 
applause,  in  some  fashionable  circles,  by  Major  Eobertson  of  Lude,  who  was 
here  with  his  corps."] 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie  ? — 
When  sorrow  wrings  thy  gentle  heart, 

0  wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  thee  ? 
By  the  treasure  of  my  soul, 

That's  the  love  I  bear  thee ! 
I  swear  and  vow  that  only  thou 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie ! 
Only  thou,  I  swear  and  vow, 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie  ! 

Lassie,  say  thou  lo'es  me ! — 
Or  if  thou  wilt  na  be  my  ain, 

Say  na  thou'lt  refuse  me ! 
If  it  winna,  canna  be, 

Thou,  for  thine  may  chuse  me, 
Let  me,  lassie,  quickly  die, 

Trustmg  that  thou  lo'es  me! 
Lassie,  let  me  quickly  die, 

Trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me  x 


c 
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LOVELY  POLLY  STEWART. 
Tune — Fe're  welcome  Charlie  Stewart. 

[A  great  deal  has,  of  late,  been  written  regarding  the  fair  object  who  inspired 
this  little  eong,  which  is  too  unimportant  to  justify  a  long  note.  We  shall, 
therefore,  simply  narrate  that  her  father  was  the  "  Willie  Stewart " — a  factor 
or  grieve  at  Oloseburn — whom  the  poet  fell  acquainted  with  when  he  held  the 
Ellisland  farm,  and  whom  he  also  celebrated  by  three  stanzas,  which  read  like 
a  parody  of  the  present  song.  Brownhill  Inn,  near  Thornhill,  was,  at  that  time, 
the  poet's  favourite  AoMjf  or  resting-place:  a  sister  of  "Willie  Stewart"  was 
married  to  the  landlord  of  the  inn,  whose  name  was  Bacon ;  and  here  he  had 
opportunities  of  meeting  Stewart  and  his  daughter  Polly,  who  occasionally  spent 
a  few  days  there  with  her  aunt.  The  verses  in  compliment  to  her  father  were 
scratched  by  the  poet  on  a  crystal  tumbler,  which  came  afterwards  into  the 
possession  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  is  still  preserved  at  Abbotsford. 

The  subsequent  history  of  the  daughter  was  a  very  chequered  one.  She  was 
twice  married,  but,  not  fancying  the  married  life,  she  set  out  apparently  in  pur- 
suit of  more  sensational  adventures — joined  herself,  in  some  kind  of  alliance,  to 
a  French  prisoner  of  war — went  with  him  to  the  Continent,  and  eventually  she 
died  at  Florence,  bo  lately  as  in  1847.] 

CHORUS. 

0  lovely  Polly  Stewart^ 
0  charming  Polly  Stewart., 
There^s  ne^er  a  flower  that  hlooms  in  May 
Thais  half  so  fair  as  thou  art. 

The  flower  it  blaws,  it  fades,  it  fa*s, 

And  art  can  ne'er  renew  it ; 
But  worth,  and  truth,  eternal  youth 

Will  gie  to  Polly  Stewart. 
0  lovely^  ^c. 

May  he,  whase  arms  shall  fauld  thy  charms, 

Possess  a  leal  and  true  heart ! 
To  him  be  given  to  ken  the  Heaven, 

He  grasps  in  Polly  Stewart ! 
0  lovely^  ^0' 
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THE  HIGHLAND  BALOXJ. 

[We  are  informed  by  Stenhouse,  that  this  characteristic  lullaby  is  merely 
Burns'  versification  of  certain  Gaelic  words  supplied  to  him  by  a  lady.  Oromek 
adds  the  following  note  — "  The  time  when  the  moss-troopers  and  cattle-drivers 
on  the  borders  began  their  nightly  depredations  was  the  first  Michaelmas  moon. 
Cattle  stealing,  formerly,  was  a  mere  foraging  expedition;  and  it  has  been 
remarked  that  many  of  the  best  families  in  the  north  country  can  trace  their 
descent  from  the  daring  sons  of  the  mountains.  The  produce,  by  way  of  dowry 
to  a  laird's  daughter,  of  'a  Michaelmas  moon,'  is  proverbial;  and,  by  the  aid  of 
'Lochiel's  lanthorn'  (the  moon),  these  exploits  were  the  most  desirable  things 
imaginable."  If  the  reader  be  curious  to  contemplate  one  of  these  heroes  in  the 
cradle,  he  may  read  the  following  "  Highland  Balou,"] 

Hee  balou,  my  sweet  wee  Donald, 
Picture  o'  the  great  Clanronald ; 
Brawlie  kens  our  wanton  chief, 
Wha  got  my  young  Highland  thief. 

Leeze  me  on  thy  bonie  craigie. 
An  thou  hve,  thou'U  steal  a  naigie : 
Travel  the  country  thro'  and  thro'. 
And  bring  hame  a  CarUsle  cow. 

Thro'  the  Lawlands,  o'er  the  Border, 
Weel,  my  babie,  may  thou  furder : 
Herry  the  louns  o'  the  laigh  countrie, 
Syne  to  the  Highlands  hame  to  me. 
♦  *  *  * 


BANNOCKS  0'  BEAR  MEAL. 

[This  clever  Jacobite  sketch  by  Burns  has  tempted  many  an  imitator  to  try 
additions  to  it ;  but  these  never  fail  to  betray  themselves  by  their  own  weakness.] 

Bannocks  o'  bear  meal,  bannocks  o'  barley, 
Here's  to  the  Highlandman's  bannocks  o'  barley ! 
Wha,  in  a  brulzie,  will  first  cry  a  parley? 
Never  the  lads  wi'  the  bannocks  o'  barley  ! 
Bannocks  o\  ^c. 
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Bannocks  o'  bear  meal,  bannocks  o'  barley, 
Here's  to  the  Highlandman's  bannocks  o'  barley ! 
Wha  in  his  wae  days,  were  loyal  to  Charlie  ? 
Wha  but  the  lads  wi*  the  bannocks  o'  barley ! 
.Bannocks  o\  ^c. 

»  «  »  « 


WAE  IS  MY  HEAKT. 

[The  two  opening  stanzas  of  this  little  lyric  are  of  Bums'  best  material, 
especially  the  second  verse.  The  concluding  four  lines  are  little  else  than  a 
parody  of  the  last  verse  of  Lady  Q-.  BaiUie's  fine  ballad — "  Were  na  my  heart 
licht,  I  wad  dee,"  which  is  as  follows : — 

"  Were  I  young  for  thee,  as  I  hae  been, 
We  should  hae  been  gallopin'  down  on  yon  green; 
lankin  it  over  the  lily-white  lea, — 
A.nd,  wow,  gin  I  were  but  young  for  thee ! " 
The  forlorn  and  hopeless  misery  expressed  in  the  first  and  second  verses  of  this 
dirge  of  woe,  is  not  consistently  carried  out  in  the  third  stanza  referred  to.] 

Wae  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear's  in  my  e'e ; 
Lang,  lang  joy's  been  a  stranger  to  me : 
Forsaken  and  friendless  my  burden  I  bear. 
And  the  sweet  voice  o'  pity  ne'er  sounds  in  my  ear. 

Love,  thou  hast  pleasures — and  deep  hae  I  lov'd ; 
Love,  thou  hast  sorrows — and  sair  hae  I  proved ; 
But  this  bruised  heart  that  now  bleeds  in  my  breast, 
I  can  feel  by  it's  throbbings  will  soon  be  at  rest. 

0,  if  I  were  where  happy  I  hae  been, 
Down  by  yon  stream,  and  yon  bonie  castle-green ; 
For  there  he  is  wand'ring  and  musing  on  me, 
Wha  wad  soon  dry  the  tear  frae  his  Phillis'  e'e. 
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HERE'S  HIS  HEALTH  IN  WATER. 

[Tliis  clever  sketch  from  an  old  model,  is  very  characteristic  of  Burns  when 
he  sets  himself  to  express  the  feelings  of  a  loving  lassie  "under  a  cloud."  It 
has  been  said  that  the  reference  here  is  to  Mrs.  Burns  in  the  spring  of  17S6,  or 
rather  of  1788.] 

Altho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa', 

And  though  he  be  the  fautor ; 
Although  my  back  be  at  the  wa', 

Yet  here's  his  health  in  water ! 
0  wae  gae  by  his  wanton  sides  — 

Sae  brawly's  he  could  flatter ; 
Till  for  his  sake  I'm  slighted  sair, 

And  dree  the  kintra  clatter  ; 
But  though  my  back  be  at  the  wa', 

Yet  here's  his  health  in  water ! 


THE  WINTER  OF  LIFE. 

[This  exquisitely  tender  lyric,  containing  much  of  the  beauty  of  John  Anderson, 
my  jo — ^without  its  cheerfulness  however — reminds  us  of  some  of  the  poet's  earlier 
lines  during  his  dark  despondency,  when  he  had  occasion  to  write  his  "Ode  to 
Buin,"  "  The  Lament,"  &c 

"  Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport,  like  linnets  in  the  bush. 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court,  when  Manhood  is  your  wish  I 
The  losses,  the  crosses,  that  active  man  engage, 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all,  of  dim  declining  Age! "] 

But  lately  seen  in  gladsome  green. 

The  woods  rejoiced  the  day ; 
Thro'  gentle  showers,  the  laughing  flowers 

In  double  pride  were  gay : 
But  now  our  joys  are  fled 

On  winter  blasts  awa' ; 
Yet  maiden  May,  in  rich  array, 

Again  shall  bring  them  a' : 

Bujt  my  white  pow — nae  kindly  thowe 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  of  Age ; 
My  trunk  of  eild,  but  buss  or  beild, 

Sinks  in  Time's  wintry  rage. 
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Oh !  Age  has  weary  days, 
And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain : 

Thou  golden  time  o'  Youthfu'  prime, 
Why  comes  thou  not  again  ? 


THE  TAYLOR. 

[This  is  one  of  those  trifles  furnished  by  Bums  merely  as  a  vehicle  for  pre- 
serving a  tune :  that  for  which  these  lines  were  extemporised,  is  called  the 
Drummer,  a  very  familiar  air.  The  present  words  have  no  connection  with  the 
licentious  old  song,  beginning — 

"  The  tailor  cam'  to  clout  the  claes, 
And  filled  the  house  a'  fu'  o'  flaes."] 

CHORUS. 

For  iveel  he  kend  the  way^  0, 
The  way^  0,  the  ivay^  0; 
For  weel  he  Tcend  the  way^  0, 
The  lassie's  heart  to  win^  0 

The  taylor  he  cam'  here  to  sew, 
And  weel  he  kend  the  way  to  woo. 
For  ay  he  pree'd  the  lassie's  mou'. 
As  he  gaed  but  and  ben,  0. 
For  weel  he  kend^  ^c. 

The  taylor  rase  and  sheuk  his  duds, 
The  flaes  they  flew  awa'  in  cluds, 
And  them  that  stay'd  gat  fearfu'  thuds ; 
The  taylor  prov'd  a  man,  0. 

For  now  it  ivas  the  gloamin\ 
The  gloamin\  the  gloami'n!  ; 
For  now  it  was  the  gloamin% 
When  d  to  rest  are  gaun,  0, 
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THERE  GROWS  A  BONIE  BRIER-BUSH. 


[We  print  only  three  verses  of  this  well-known  song,  because  we  doubt  if 
Burns  had  any  hand  in  it  beyond  the  transcribing.  A  more  modern  version, 
adapted  for  concert  rooms,  based  on  the  present  sketch,  has  become  very  popular 
through  the  vocalism  of  eminent  singers;  but  nothing  better  has  ever  been 
produced  to  fit  the  air  than  the  following,  which,  although  hitherto  unpublished, 
was  composed  nearly  fifty  years  ago.  Verse  first,  same  as  in  tho  text— the  rest 
as  under : — 

"  In  days  o'  mair  simplicity,  true  luve  was  thus  declared. 
And  mony  a  maid's  been  woo'd  and  won  in  our  kail-yard ; 
But  now  we're  a'  sae  carefu'  grown,  we  maun  be  on  our  guard, 
And  leddies  screw  their  mous  at  luve  in  our  kail-yard. 

When  Adam  in  his  single  state  o'  blessedness  despaired. 
His  courtin'  was  begun,  I  ween,  in  Ms  kail-yard : 
We'll  follow  thee,  thou  first  o'  men !  nor  be  by  custom  scared, 
As  ye  began,  we'll  end  the  plan,  in  our  kail-yard. 

Whae'er  may  think,  wi'  pen  and  ink,  to  win  his  luve's  regard, 
Will  find  that  passion  through  a  pen  is  woefully  impaired; 
And,  trust  me,  it  is  cauldrife  luve  that's  written  on  a  card, 
I'd  rather  hae't  by  word  o'  mouth,  in  our  kail-yard. 

Ye  leddies  fine,  wha  sip  your  wine,  and  trick  your  joes  at  cards. 
Look  na  wi'  frowns  on  country  clowns,  wi'  ill-dress'd  beards; 
Wad  ye  hae  Luve's  delights  confined  to  leddies  and  their  lairds, 
And  leave  nae  shares  for  humble  pairs,  in  their  kail-yards  ?  "] 

There  grows  a  bonie  brier-bush  in  our  kail-yard, 
There  grows  a  bonie  brier-bush  in  our  kail-yard ; 
And  below  the  bonie  brier-bush  there's  a  lassie  and  a  lad. 
And  they're  busy,  busy  courting  in  our  kail-yard. 

We'll  court  nae  mair  below  the  buss  in  our  kail-yard, 
We'll  court  nae  mair  below  the  buss  in  our  kail-yard ; 
We'll  awa'  to  Athole's  green,  and  there  we'll  no  be  seen, 
Whare  the  trees  and  the  branches  will  be  our  safe  guard. 

Will  ye  go  to  the  dancin'  in  Carlyle's  ha'  ? 
Will  ye  go  to  the  dancin'  in  Carlyle's  ha'  ? 
Whare  Sandy  and  Nancy  I'm  sure  will  ding  them  a' ! 
I  winna  gang  to  the  dance  in  Carlyle-ha'. 
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COULD  AUGHT  OF  SONG. 

[This  elegant  song  has  Burns'  name  attached  to  it  in  the  Museum,  on  no  other 
authority  than  that  he  transcribed  the  verses,  and  forwarded  them  to  Johnson 
without  stating  their  authorship.  It  has  recently  been  discovered  that  he  had 
extracted  them  almost  verbatim  from  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  1774.  See 
head-note  to  "  Powers  Celestial,"  page  28.] 

Could  aught  of  song  declare  my  pains, 

Could  artful  numbers  move  thee, 
The  muse  should  tell,  in  labor'd  strains, 

0  Mary  how  I  love  thee ! 
They  who  but  feign  a  wounded  heart, 

May  teach  the  lyre  to  languish ; 
But  what  avails  the  pride  of  art. 

When  wastes  the  soul  with  anguish  ? 

Then  let  the  sudden  bursting  sigh, 

The  heart-felt  pang  discover ; 
And  in  the  keen,  yet  tender  eye, 

O  read  th'  imploring  lover  ! 
For  well  I  know,  thy  gentle  mind 

Disdains  art's  gay  disguising  ; 
Beyond  what  Fancy  e'er  refin'd. 

The  voice  of  Nature  prizing. 

*  *  *  * 


HERE'S  TO  THY  HEALTH,  MY  BONIE  LASS. 

Tune — Logan  Burn. 

[This  manly  song  has  the  name  of  Bums  attached  to  it  in  the  Museum.  The 
sentiments  are  just  those  one  might  suppose  his  muse  would  have  suggested 
during  his  earlier  days  at  Lochlea;  and  yet  Mrs.  Begg,  the  poet's  sister,  has 
expressed  her  belief  that  this  was  an  old  production,  well  known  in  Ayrshire 
when  her  brother  was  a  child.  It  is  not  known  to  have  been  in  print  before  it 
appeared  in  the  Museum.] 

Here's  to  thy  health,  my  bonie  lass^ 
Gude-night  and  joy  be  wi'  thee ! 

I'll  come  nae  mair  to  thy  bower-door, 
To  tell  thee  that  I  lo'e  thee : 

0  dinna  think,  my  pretty  pink. 
But  I  can  live  without  thee : 

1  vow  and  swear,  I  dinna  care 
How  lang  ye  look  about  ye  ! 
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Thou'rt  ay  sae  free  informing  me 

Thou  hast  nae  mind  to  marry ; 
I'll  be  as  free  informing  thee 

Nae  time  hae  I  to  tarry  : 
I  ken  thy  friends  try  ilka  means 

Frae  wedlock  to  delay  thee, 
Depending  on  some  higher  chance — 

But  fortune  may  betray  thee  ! 

I  ken  they  scorn  my  low  estate, 

But  that  does  never  grieve  me ; 
For  I'm  as  free  as  any  he, 

Sma'  siller  will  relieve  me. 
I'll  count  my  health  my  greatest  wealth, 

Sae  lang  as  I  enjoy  it : 
I'll  fear  nae  scant,  I'll  bode  nae  want, 

Sae  lang's  I  get  employment ! 

But  far  off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair, 

And  ay  until  ye  try  them ; 
Tho'  they  seem  fair,  still  have  a  care. 

They  may  prove  as  bad  as  I  am ! 
But  at  twal'  at  night,  when  the  moon  shines  bright. 

My  dear,  I'll  come  and  see  thee ; 
For  the  man  that  loves  his  mistress  weel, 

Nae  travel  makes  him  weary ! 


IT  WAS  A'  FOR  OUR  RIGHTFU'  KING. 

[Tliis  very  fine  ballad,  with  its  beautiful  air,  was  supplied  by  Bums  to  the 
Museum.  One  of  its  verses,  and  perhaps  the  best, — "He  turned  him  right  and 
round  about,"  &c., — is  found  "  like  a  jewel  in  a  swine's  snout,"  inserted  with  little 
apparent  connection,  in  copies  of  a  stall-ballad  of  no  value,  caAled  Mally  Stewart ; 
and  accordingly,  Burns'  authorship  has  been  denied  by  the  Traditimers.  Hogg 
even  goes  the  length  to  name  its  author— a  certaia  "  Captain  Ogilvie,  who  was 
at  the  Battle  of  the  Boyne;"  but  where  were  the  verses  in  the  text  ever  seen,  prior 
to  their  appearance  in  Johnson  ?  Mr.  Lockhart  records  that  it  was  an  immense 
favourite  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  who  never  tired  of  hearing  his  daughter  play  and 
sing  it  at  her  piano.  In  one  of  his  own  novels  he  has  introduced  a  parody  on 
it,  embracing  the  verse  above  referred  to.] 

It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  king, 

We  left  fair  Scotland's  strand; 
It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  king. 

We  e'er  saw  Irish  land,  my  dear, 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  land. 
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Now  a'  is  done  that  men  can  do, 

And  a'  is  done  in  vain ; 
My  love,  and  native  land,  fareweel, 

For  I  mann  cross  the  main,  my  dear, 
For  I  maun  cross  the  main  ! 

He  turn'd  him  right  and  round  about, 

Upon  the  Irish  shore. 
And  gae  his  bridle  reins  a  shake, 

With,  adieu  for  evermore,  my  dear, 
With  adieu  for  evermore ! 

The  soger  frae  the  wars  returns, 

The  sailor  frae  the  main  ; 
But  I  hae  parted  frae  my  love, 

Never  to  meet  again,  my  dear, 
Never  to  meet  again ! 

When  day  is  gane,  and  night  is  come, 

And  a'  folk  bound  to  sleep ; 
I  think  on  him  that's  far  awa. 

The  lee-lang  night  and  weep,  my  dear. 
The  lee-lang  night  and  weep ! 


THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW'S  LAMENT. 

[This  JacolDite  ballad,  with  its  plaintive  air,  was  also  furnished  by  Bums.  It 
is,  of  course,  impossible  to  tell  whether  it  be  entirely  his  composition  or  not 
The  exclamation,  Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie .'  occurs  also  in  an  old  dirge  said  to  have 
been  composed  on  the  massacre  of  Glencoe.  Stenhouse  remarks  that  "the 
present  ballad,  like  many  others  of  our  great  bard,  had  the  misfortune  to  be  dis- 
figured since  its  first  publication,  by  three  additional  verses  of  a  modem  poet- 
taster,  who  has  neither  paid  regard  to  the  measure  of  the  original  stanzas,  nor  to 
the  melody  to  which  they  were  adapted."  He  gives  the  spurious  lines,  as 
follow : — 

"  I  hae  nocht  left  me  ava,  Och-on,  ochron,  ocJtrrie  I 
But  bonie  orphan  lad-weans  twa,  to  seek  their  bread  wi'  me. 
I  hae  yet  a  tocher-band,  Och-on,  och-on,  ochrrie  ! 
My  winsome  Donald's  durk  and  brand,  into  their  hands  to  gie. 
There's  only  ae  blink  o'  hope  left,  to  lighten  my  auld  e'e, — 
To  see  my  bairns  gie  bluidy  crowns  to  them  gar'd  Donald  dee ! " 
••These  fabricated  stanzas," adds  the  enraged  annotator,  "are  no  more  to  be 
compared  with  the  fine  verses  of  Burns,  than  the  daubings  of  a  sign-painter  with 
the  pictures  of  Eaphael  1 "] 

Oh  I  am  come  to  the  low  countrie, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie ! 
Without  a  penny  in  my  purse 

To  buy  a  meal  to  me. 
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It  was  na  sae  in  the  Highland  hills, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie ! 
Nae  woman  in  the  country  wide 

Sae  happy  was  as  me. 

For  then  I  had  a  score  o'  kye, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie! 
Feeding  on  yon  hill  sae  high. 

And  giving/milk  to  me. 

And  there  I  had  three  score  o'  yowes, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie ! 
Skipping  on  yon  bonie  knowes, 

And  casting  woo'  to  me. 

I  was  the  happiest  of  a'  the  clan, 

Sair,  sair  may  I  repine ; 
For  Donald  was  the  brawest  man, 

And  Donald  he  was  mine. 

Till  Charlie  Stewart  cam'  at  last, 

Sae  far  to  set  us  free ; 
My  Donald's  arm  was  wanted  then 

For  Scotland  and  for  me. 

Their  waefu'  fate  what  need  I  tell, 
Right  to  the  wrang  did  yield ; 

My  Donald  and  his  country  fell, 
Upon  Cullodon  field. 

Och-on,  0,  Donald,  oh ! 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie! 
Nae  woman  in  the  world  wide, 

Sae  wretched  now  as  me ! 
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GLOOMY  DECEMBER. 

[A  portion  of  this  fine  song  is  quoted  by  the  poet  on  6th  December,  1792,  in  a 
letter  he  then  wrote  to  a  confidential  mutual  friend  of  Olarinda  and  himself — 
Miss  Mary  Peacock.  There  can  scarcely  be  a  doubt  that  this  was  the  date  of 
its  composition;  although  the  editor  of  the  "  Clarinda  Correspondence,"  1843, 
asserts  that  the  bard  enclosed  the  song  to  that  lady  in  a  letter  to  her,  dated 
27th  December,  1791— quoted  in  our  note  at  page  294,  Vol.  L  That  statement  is 
contradicted  by  the  verses  themselves,  and  especially  by  the  opening  words— 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December!  " 
words  which  he  could  scarcely  have  written  till  a  year  after  the  event  they 
refer  to.  There  was  a  strong  tendency  in  Burns'  mind  to  revert  to  anniversaries 
which  he  would  either  celebrate  or  bemoan:  hence  his  New-year's  day  effusions, 
forwarded,  year  by  year,  to  Mrs.  Dunlop ;  and  hence  his  wailing  remembrances 
of  Mary  Campbell,  with  those  periodical  fits  of  gloominess  which  the  arrival  of 
a  certain  day  in  the  fall  of  the  year  was  sure  to  usher  in. 

Stenhouse  tells  us  that  the  MS.  of  the  poet  directs  this  song  to  be  set  to  the 
air  of  Wandering  Willie;  but  as  that  tune  had  already  appeared  in  the  Museum, 
another  melody — not  so  suitable — ^was  procured  for  it.] 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December ! 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee  wi*  sorrow  and  care ; 
Sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remember, 

Parting  wi'  Nancy,  oh !  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 
Fond  lovers  partmg  is  sweet  painful  pleasure — 

Hope  beaming  mild  on  the  soft  parting  hour ; 
But  the  dire  feeling — 0  farewell  for  ever ! 

Anguish  unmingl'd  and  agony  pure. 

Wild  as  the  winter  now  tearing  the  forest, 

Till  the  last  leaf  o'  the  summer  is  flown ; 
Such  is  the  tempest  has  shaken  my  bosom, 

Till  my  last  hope  and  last  comfort  is  gone  : 
Still  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December  ! 

Still  shall  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care ; 
For  sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remember, 

Parting  wi'  Nancy,  oh !  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 


SONGS  FIRST  PUBLISHED  IN  THOMSON'S  SECOND  HALF-VOL.,  AUG.,  1798. 


Dr.  Carrie's  first  edition  of  the  Life  and  Works  of  Burns  appeared  in  May, 
1800,  and  an  important  part  of  that  publication  consisted  in  the  original  songs 
(upwards  of  sixty  in  number)  that  Bums  had  composed  for  Thomson's  collec- 
tion; and  along  with  these  were  given  the  valuable  series  of  letters  aadressed 
to  the  editor  of  that  work  by  the  poet  in  relation  thereto,  and  on  the  subject  of 
Scottish  Song  generally. 

The  connection  between  Bums  and  Thomson,  which  lasted  from  September, 
1792,  till  the  poet's  death  in  July,  1796,  has  given  rise  to  a  vast  amount  of  con- 
troversy among  commentators  and  biographers  of  our  bard;  and  although  the 
"  closed  record  "  of  issue  betwixt  contending  parties  has  been  taken  to  avizandum 
by  the  lordly  public  for  more  than  seventy  years,  it  does  not  yet  seem  to  be 
settled  whether  the  charge  of  "meanness"  preferred  against  Thomson  in  his 
dealings  with  the  poet,  be  justifiable  or  not.  We  express  no  opinion,  but 
merely  note  that  one  of  Bums'  biographers,  Mr.  Kobert  Chambers,  who  is 
disposed  to  take  Thomson's  part  against  the  strong  censures  of  Professor 
Wilson  and  others,  does  not  exhibit  his  usual  accuracy  in  the  following  passage 
of  his  polite  defence  of  that  speculative  musical  amateur. 

Speaking  of  the  great  importance  of  including  in  Currie's  subscription  edition 
for  the  benefit  of  the  poet's  family,  the  songs  furnished  by  the  poet  for  Thomson's 
collection,  he  pleads  thus: — "Of  these,  only  six  had  as  yet  been  published. 
Burns  had  conferred  on  Mr.  Thomson  the  copyright  of  these  songs,  as  securing 
that  gentleman  against  their  being  used  in  any  rival  publication  (if  the  fact  be  so, 
this  nowhere  appears  in  the  printed  correspondence !)  In  order  that  the  songs 
might  come  out  fresh  in  the  posthumous  collection,  and  thus  serve  the  family 
as  far  as  possible,  he  (Mr.  Thomson)  interrupted,  or  at  least  retarded  the  pro- 
gress of  his  own  work  for  some  considerable  time."  Truth  compels  us,  how- 
ever, to  record  here,  that  Thomson,  so  far  from  "  interrupting  or  retarding  the 
progress  of  his  own  work,"  in  order  to  give  the  benefit  of  novelty  or  freshness 
to  those  songs  surrendered  by  him  to  the  poet's  family,  actually  pushed  forward 
his  own  publication  with  unwonted  activity  and  haste ;  insomuch,  that  long 
before  the  subscription  edition  appeared,  the  cream  of  the  songs  referred  to 
counting  no  fewer  than  thirty-nine,  had  been  given  to  the  world  in  the  first  two, 
volumes  of  Thomson's  collection ! 

In  prosecution  of  our  plan  of  publication,  we  now  proceed  to  print  ten  of 
these  songs  thus  published  by  Thomson  in  1798,  followed  immediately  by  other 
twenty-four  that  were  given  in  the  same  work  in  1799 ;  thus  making — with  the 
five  already  furnished  in  our  first  volume — ^the  full  number  of  thirty-nine  songs 
from  which  the  advantage  of  freshness  had  been  taken  before  their  appearance 
in  Dr.  Currie's  volumes. 
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BONIE  LESLEY. 

[This  elegant  compliment  to  female  beauty,  wliich  was  communicated  to 
Thomson  in  November,  1792,  had  been  composed  in  August  preceding,  as  we 
learn  from  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  of  that  month,  in  which  the  poet  transcribed 
the  song,  with  these  remarks : — ' '  The  heart-struck  awe — the  distant,  humble 
approach — the  delight  we  should  have  in  gazing  upon  and  listening  to  a 
messenger  of  Heaven  appearing  in  all  the  unspotted  purity  of  his  celestial  home, 
among  the  coarse,  polluted,  far  inferior  sons  of  men,  to  deliver  to  them  tidings 
that  make  their  hearts  swim  in  joy,  and  their  imaginations  soar  in  transport, — 
such,  so  delighting  and  pure,  were  the  emotions  of  my  soul  on  meeting,  the 
other  day,  with  Miss  Lesley  Baillie,  your  neighbour  at  Mayfleld.  Mr.  B.,  with 
his  two  daughters,  accompanied  by  Mr.  H.  of  Q-.,  passing  through  Dumfries,  a 
few  days  ago,  on  their  way  to  England,  did  me  the  honour  of  calling  on  me ;  on 
which  I  took  horse — though,  God,  knows,  I  could  ill  spare  the  time— and  ac- 
companied them  fourteen  or  fifteen  miles,  and  dined  and  spent  the  day  with 
them.  'Twas  about  nine,  I  think,  when  I  left  them,  and  riding  home,  I  com- 
posed the  following  ballad." 

Burns  had  been  introduced  to  Mr.  Baillie  and  his  family  during  his  residence 
at  Edinburgh  in  1787,  and,  referring  to  the  beauty  of  his  daughters,  he  thus  wrote 
to  a  friend: — "Fair  and  lovely  are  Thy  works,  Lord  God  Almighty!  Who 
would  not  praise  Thee  for  these,  Thy  gifts  in  Thy  goodness  to  the  sons  of  men ! 
I  declare,  one  day  I  had  the  honour  of  dining  at  Mr.  Baillie's,  I  was  almost  in 
the  predicament  of  the  children  of  Israel,  when  they  could  not  look  on 
Moses'  face  for  the  glory  that  shone  on  it,  when  he  descended  from  Mount 
SinaL" 

Miss  Lesley  Baillie,  whom  the  poet  celebrated  in  another  song,  beginning — 
"  Blythe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill,"  became  Mrs.  Gumming  of  Logic,  and  latterly 
resided  in  Edinburgh,  where  she  died  in  1843.] 

O  SAW  ye  bonie  Lesley, 

As  she  gaed  ower  the  Border  ? 
She's  gane,  like  Alexander, 

To  spread  her  conquests  farther. 

To  see  her  is  to  love  her, 

And  love  but  her  for  ever ; 
For  nature  made  her  what  she  is, 

And  never  made  anither ! 

Thou  art  a  queen,  fair  Lesley, 

Thy  subjects  we,  before  thee ; 
Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley, 

The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 

The  deil  he  couldna  skaith  thee, 
Or  aught  that  wad  belang  thee; 

He'd  look  into  thy  bonie  face, 
And  say,  '  I  canna  wrang  thee  ! ' 
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The  powers  aboon  will  tent  thee, 
Misfortune  sha'  na  steer  thee ; 

Thou'rt  like  themselves  sae  lovely, 
That  ill  they'll  ne'er  let  near  thee. 

Return  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Return  to  Caledonie ! 
That  we  may  brag,  we  hae  a  lass 

There's  nane  again  sae  bonie. 


DUNCAN  GRAY. 

[This  thoroughly  original  and  natural  song,  has  borrowed  little  from  its 
progenitors  except  the  name.  At  page  221,  Vol.  I.,  is  given  what  is  usually 
reckoned  "  the  original  Duncan  Gray'"  dressed  up  by  Burns  for  the  Museum;  but, 
in  truth,  there  is  still  an  older  one  ^vhich  furnished  the  hints  for  constructing 
the  present  song.  It  is  so  gross,  however,  that  it  will  not  bear  inspection  beyond 
the  opening  verse,  which  is  excellent : — 

"Can  ye  play  me,  Duncan  Gray,  Ha!  ha!  the  girdin  o't; 

O'er  the  hills  and  far  away  ?  Ha !  ha !  the  girdin  o't : 

Duncan  cam'  our  Meg  to  woo ; 

Meg  was  nice  and  wad  na  do, — 

But  thraw'd  her  mou,  and  puff'd  and  blew 
At  offer  o'  the  girdin  o't ! " 
The  song  in  the  text  was  sent  to  Thomson  in  December,  1792.  In  acknowledging 
receipt  of  it,  the  Hon.  Andrew  Erskine — a  coadjutor  with  Thomson  in  his 
speculation — wrote  thus  to  Burns: — '■'Duncan  Gray  possesses  native,  genuine 
humour — '  Spak'  o'  lowpin'  ower  a  linn,'  is  a  line  of  itself  that  should  make  you 
immortal."] 

Duncan  Gtray  cam'  here  to  woo. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 
On  bUthe  Yule-night  when  we  were  fou'. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Maggie  coost  her  head  fu'  high. 
Looked  asklent  and  unco  skiegh, 
Gart  poor  Duncan  stand  abiegh ; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

Duncan  fleech'd,  and  Duncan  prayed ; 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsa  Craig,* 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 


*  A  well-known  rocky  islet  in  the  Firth  of  Clyde,  opposite  Ajt. 


(   46  ) 


Duncan  sighed  baith  out  and  in, 
Grat  his  een  baith  bleert  and  blin*, 
Spak  o'  lowpin'  ower  a  linn ; 
Ha,  ha,  &c. 

Time  and  chance  are  but  a  tide, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
SHghted  love  is  saur  to  bide, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Shall  I,  like  a  fool,  quoth  he, 
For  a  haughty  hizzie  die  ? 
She  may  gae  to — ^France  for  me ! 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 

How  it  comes  let  doctors  tell, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Meg  grew  sick — as  he  grew  hale, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings, 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings ; 
And  oh !  her  een,  they  spak'  sic  things ! 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace. 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Duncan  couldna  be  her  death, 
Swelling  pity  smoored  his  wrath ; 
Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baith ; 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
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LET  NOT  WOMEN  E'ER  COMPLAIN. 
Tune — Duncan  Gray. 

[It  was  part  of  the  plan  of  Thomson's  collection,  to  furnish  both  English  and 
Scottish  verses  for  singing  to  each  tune,  and  the  following  song  was  supplied  by 
Burns  in  October,  1794,  as  English  verses  for  Duncan  Gray.  In  forwarding  it, 
he  remarked, — "  I  have  been  at  Drnican  Gray  to  dress  it  in  English ;  but  all  I  can 
do  is  deplorably  stupid."] 

Let  not  women  e'er  complain 

Of  inconstancy  in  love  ; 
Let  not  women  e'er  complain 

Fickle  man  is  apt  to  rove : 

Look  abroad  through  Nature's  range, 
Nature's  mighty  law  is  change ; 
Ladies,  would  it  not  be  strange, 
Man  should  then  a  monster  prove? 

Mark  the  winds,  and  mark  the  skies ; 

Ocean's  ebb,  and  ocean's  flow : 
Sun  and  moon  but  set  to  rise. 

Round  and  round  the  seasons  go. 

Why,  then,  ask  of  silly  man 
To  oppose  great  Nature's  plan  ? 
We'll  be  constant  while  we  can — 
You  can  be  no  more,  you  know. 


LORD  GREGORY. 

[This  was  produced  in  January,  1793,  as  a  Scottish  version  of  a  subject  that 
had  been  taken  up  by  Dr.  Wolcot  at  Thomson's  request,  from  a  fine  old  Scots 
ballad,  called  The  Maid  of  Lochryan.  Burns,  in  sending  his  verses,  remarked 
thus: — "My  song,  though  much  inferior  to  Peter's  in  poetic  merit,  has,  I  think, 
more  of  the  ballad  simplicity  in  it." 

It  may  be  interesting  to  note  that  the  poet,  on  one  or  more  occasions,  when 
asked  to  sing  or  recite  in  company,  stood  up  and  recited  his  own  Lw^d  Gregory :\ 

O  MIRK,  mirk  is  this  midnight  hour, 

And  loud  the  tempest's  roar ; 
A  waefu'  wanderer  seeks  thy  tower, 

Lord  Gregory,  ope  thy  door. 


1) 
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An  exile  frae  her  father's  ha*, 

And  a'  for  loving  thee ; 
At  least  some  pity  on  me  shaw, 

If  love  it  may  na  be. 

Lord  Gregory,  mind'st  thou  not  the  grove 

By  bonie  Irwine  side, 
Where  first  I  owned  that  virgin-love 

I  lang,  lang  had  denied  ? 

How  aften  didst  thou  pledge  and  vow 

Thou  wad  for  aye  be  mine ; 
And  my  fond  heart,  itsel'  sae  true. 

It  ne'er  mistrusted  thine. 

Hard  is  thy  heart.  Lord  Gregory, 

And  flinty  is  thy  breast : 
Thou  dart  of  heaven  that  flashest  by, 

0  wilt  thou  give  me  rest  ? 

Ye  mustering  thunders  from  above 

Your  willing  victim  see ! 
But  spare  and  pardon  my  fause  love. 

His  wrangs  to  Heaven  and  me ! 


YOUNG  JESSIE. 
Tune — Bonie  Dundee, 

[Composed  in  April,  1793.  The  author,  in  forwarding  it,  thus  expressed  him- 
eelf: — "I  send  a  song  on  a  celebrated  toast  in  this  country,  ibo  suit  Bonie  Dundee'^ 
"Jessie  "  was  the  daughter  of  Provost  Staigof  Dumfries,  afterwards  married  to 
Major  Miller  of  Dals^vinton.  She  died  in  1801,  at  the  age  of  26.] 

True-hearted  was  he,  the  sad  swain  o'  the  Yarrow, 

And  fair  are  the  maids  on  the  banks  o'  the  Ayr, 
But  by  the  sweet  side  o'  the  Nith's  winding  river, 

Are  lovers  as  faithful,  and  maidens  as  fair : 
To  equal  young  Jessie  seek  Scotland  all  over ; 

To  equal  young  Jessie  you  seek  it  in  vain ; 
Grace,  beauty,  and  elegance  fetter  her  lover, 

And  maidenly  modesty  fixes  the  chain. 


0  fresh  is  the  rose  in  the  gay  dewy  morning, 

And  sweet  is  the  Hly  at  evening  close ; 
But  in  the  fair  presence  o'  lovely  young  Jessie 

Unseen  is  the  hly,  unheeded  the  rose. 
Love  sits  in  her  smile,  hke  a  wizard  ensnaring ; 

Enthroned  in  her  een  he  dehvers  his  law : 
And  still  to  her  charms  she  alone  is  a  strange — 

Her  modest  demeanour's  the  jewel  of  a' ! 


O  POORTITH  CAULD. 

Tune — Cauld  Kail, 

[This  beautiful  song,  composed  in  January,  1793,  was  intended  by  Burns  to  be 
set  to  the  air,  Cauld  Kail  in  Aberdeen;  but  Thomson,  fancying  that  to  be  unsuit- 
able, selected  for  it  another  melody,  /  had  a  horse,  I  had  nae  mair.  The  poet  was 
not  reconciled  to  Thomson's  opinion  of  Cauld  Kail,  and  he  thus  wrote  to  him: — 
"I  differ  from  your  idea  of  the  expression  of  the  tune :  there  is,  to  me,  a  great 
deal  of  tenderness  in  it"  He  resolved,  however,  to  compose  other  words  for  the 
air,  and  we  find  him  in  April,  1793,  writing  thus  about  it: — "  Cauld  Kail  in 
Aberdeen  you  must  leave  with  me  yet  awhile.  I  have  vowed  to  have  a  song  to 
that  air,  on  the  lady  whom  I  attempted  to  celebrate  in  the  verses,  Poortith  Cauld 
and  Restless  Love."  Again,  in  the  following  August,  he  wrote  to  Thomson  as 
follows : — "  I  have  just  put  the  last  hand  to  the  song  I  meant  for  Cauld  Kail:  if 
it  suits  you  to  insert  it,  I  shall  be  pleased,  as  the  heroine  is  a  favourite  of  mine." 
The  song  enclosed  was  the  one  beginning  "Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  my 
breast,"  the  heroine  of  which  is  well  understood  to  have  been  Jean  Lor  inner,  aiid 
tn  both  of  the  songs  he  pointedly  refers  to  the  blue  eyes  of  Ohloris.  It  is  rather 
remarkable  that  iu  January,  1793 — the  date  of  the  song  in  the  text — Chloris  was 
in  terms  of  courtship  with  a  Mr.  Whelpdale,  whom  she  did  form  a  Gretna  Q-reen 
alliance  with  in  March  following;  but  soon  being  deserted  by  him,  she  returned 
home  to  her  parents  at  Kemmis  Hall.  From  that  period,  till  the  autumn  of 
1795,  she  became  the  poet's  artistic  model  or  "  lay  figure  "  in  the  production  of 
his  lyrics;  but  we  find  him,  in  February,  1796,  after  some  interval  of  silence, 
telling  Thomson  that  he  has  taken  a  dislike  to  the  name  "Ohloris,"  and  he  even 
"lightlies  her  beauty  a  wee!"  for  he  writes, — "What  you  once  mentioned  of 
'flaxen  locks  '  is  just:  they  cannot  enter  into  an  elegant  description  of  beauty." 
Finallj',  in  May,  1796,  he  writes  to  Thomson, — "My  verses  to  Cauld  Kail  I  will 
suppress:  they  are  neither  worthy  of  my  name  nor  of  your  book."  Alas,  poor 
Ohloris ! 

After  perusing  and  considering  the  above,  the  reader  will  scarcely  be  prepared 
to  learn  that  Gilbert  Burns,  in  answer  to  a  question  from  Thomson  as  to  the 
lady  who  formed  the  subject  of  the  following  song,  replied  that  the  heroine  was 
"  a  Miss  Jane  Blackstock,  afterwards  Mrs.  Whittier  of  Liverpool."  There  was, 
in  those  days,  a  good  deal  of  dust  thrown  into  the  eyes  of  the  public,  to  check 
their  enquiries  regarding  the  private  friendships  and  attachments  of  the  poet.] 

0  POORTITH  cauld,  and  restless  love. 
Ye  wreck  my  peace  between  ye ; 

Yet  poortith  a'  I  could  forgive, 
An  'twere  na  for  my  Jeanie. 
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CHORUS. 

0  why  should  Fate  sic  pleasure  have^ 
Lifers  dearest  hands  untioining  ? 

Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  as  love, 
Depend  on  Foi-tune's  shining. 

This  warld's  wealth,  when  I  think  on, 
Its  pride,  and  a'  the  lave  o't ; 

Fie,  fie  on  silly  coward  man 
That  he  should  be  the  slave  o't ! 
0  why,  ^c. 

Her  een  sae  bonie  blue,  betray 
How  she  repays  my  passion ; 

But  prudence  is  her  o'erword  aye, 
She  talks  of  rank  and  fashion. 
0  why,  ^c. 

O  wha  can  prudence  think  upon, 

And  sic  a  lassie  by  him  ? 
0  wha  can  prudence  think  upon, 

And  sae  in  love  as  I  am  ? 
0  why,  ^c. 

How  blest  the  humble  cotter's  fate !  * 
He  wooes  his  simple  dearie ; 

The  silly  bogles,  wealth  and  state. 
Can  never  make  them  eerie. 
O  why,  ^c. 


HOW  LANa  AND  DEEARY  IS  THE  NIGHT! 

[This  is  another  attempt  of  Burns  to  fit  the  tune,  Cauld  Kail,  with  tender 
words-  He  sent  it  to  Thomson  in  October,  1794;  but  in  reality,  it  was  then  only 
a  new  arrangement  of  a  song  of  his  in  Johnson's  second  volume,  which  we  hava 
already  given  at  page  225,  Vol.  I.] 

How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie ! 
I  restless  lie  frae  e'en  to  morn. 

Though  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 


*  In  the  original  MS.,  "  How  blest  the  wild-wood  Indian's  fate." 
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CHORUS. 

For  oh^  her  lanely  nights  are  lang  I 
And  oh,  her  dreams  are  eerie! 

And  oh,  her  ividowed  heart  is  sair, 
Thais  absent  frae  her  deane  / 

When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  days 
I  spent  wf  thee,  my  dearie, 

And  now  what  seas  between  us  roar, 
How  can  I  be  but  eerie? 
For  oh,  ^c. 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours ! 

The  joyless  day,  how  dreary ! 
It  was  na  sae — ye  glinted  by, 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie ! 
For  oh,  4'0- 


HERE  IS  THE  GLEN. 
Tune — The  Flowers  of  Edinhurgh. 

[Produced  in  May,  1794,  to  fit  an  air  composed  by  Lady  Elizabeth  Heron  of 
Heron,  called  The  Banks  of  Cree;  but  as  Thomson  did  not  fancy  the  tune,  he  S6t 
these  words  to  The  Flowers  of  Edinburgh.'] 

Here  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bower, 

All  underneath  the  birchen  shade ; 
The  village-bell  has  tolled  the  hour — 

0  what  can  stay  my  lovely  maid  ? 
'Tis  not  Maria's  whispering  call ; 

'Tis  but  the  balmy-breathing  gale. 
Mixed  with  some  warbler's  dying  fall, 

The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  hail. 

It  is  Maria's  voice  I  hear ! — 

So  calls  the  woodlark  in  the  grove, 

His  little  faithful  mate  to  cheer ; 
At  once  'tis  music  and  'tis  love. 
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And  art  thou  come  ? — and  art  thou  true  ? 

O  welcome,  dear,  to  love  and  me ! 
And  let  us  all  our  vows  renew, 

Along  the  flowery  banks  of  Cree. 


SWEET  FA'S  THE  EYE. 
Tune — Craigieburn, 

[At  page  274,  Vol.  I.,  the  reader  will  find  this  song  in  its  earlier  form.  The 
present  amendment  was  sent  to  Thomson  in  December,  1794.  A  chorus  which 
disfigured  the  former  version  is  withdrawn,  and  the  versification  is  smoothed 
considerably.] 

Sweet  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigieburn, 

And  blythe  awakes  the  morrow ; 
But  a'  the  pride  o'  spring's  return 

Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 
I  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  trees, 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 
But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please, 

And  care  his  bosom  wringing  ? 

Fain,  fain  would  I  my  griefs  impart, 

Yet  darena  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  love  wiU  break  my  heart 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 
If  thou  refuse  to  pity  me; 

If  thou  shalt  love  anither; 
When  yon  green  leaves  fade  frae  the  tree, 

Around  my  grave  they'll  wither. 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  WOODLARK. 
Ttjne — Loch  Erroch-side. 

[Produced  in  May,  1795.  It  is  a  universal  favourite,  and  accords  finely  with 
the  beautiful  air  for  which  it  was  composed — namely,  Loch  £rroch-side,  or  The 
Lass  o'  Goterie  in  slowish  time.] 

O  STAT,  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  stay ! 
Kor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray ; 
A  hapless  lover  courts  thy  lay, 

Thy  soothing,  fond  complaining. 
Again,  again  that  tender  part. 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art ; 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart, 

Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind. 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind  ? 
Oh !  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  joined, 

Sic  notes  o'  woe  could  wauken. 
Thou  tells  o'  never-ending  care ; 
O'  speechless  grief,  and  dark  despair : 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair, 

Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken ! 


SONGS  FIRST  PUBLISHED  IN  THOMSON'S  COLLECTION,  VOL.  II.,  JULY,  1799. 


At  page  43,  we  referred  with  some  doubt  to  the  allegation  that  Burns  had 
granted  Thomson  an  exclusive  right  to  publish  the  songs  composed  by 
him  for  that  gentleman's  collection.  We  have  since  found,  at  the  close  of 
volume  third  of  that  work,  an  "  Advertisement,"  followed  by  a  certificate 
which  the  pawky  speculator  seems  to  have  persuaded  the  poet  to  grant  him, 
to  the  effect  of  conveying  the  copyright  of  these  songs,  as  absolutely  as  if 
they  had  been  purchased  at  a  large  price !  The  words  of  this  document  are 
as  follow: — 

"  I  hereby  certify  that  all  the  songs  of  my  writing,  published,  and  to  be  published 
by  Mr.  Q-eorgb  Thomson  of  Edinburgh,  are  so  published  by  my  authority; 
and,  moreover,  that  I  never  empowered  any  other  person  to  publish  any  of 
the  songs  written  by  me  for  this  work.  And  I  authorise  him  to  prosecute 
any  person  or  persons  who  shall  publish  or  vend  any  of  these  songs  without 
his  consent.  In  testimony  whereof,  &c., 

"  (Signed)      EGBERT  BUENS." 


HiaHLAND  MARY. 

Tune — Katharine  Ogie. 

[It  was  on  the  14th  of  November,  1792,  that  the  poet  contributed  this  most 
affecting  record  of  past  but  imperishable  love.  Like  its  companion  lyric,  "To 
Mary  in  Heaven,"  it  is  understood  to  have  been  composed  on  the  anniversary 
of  Mary's  death — the  one  three,  and  the  other  six  years  after  the  event.  "  The 
foregoing  song,"  says  the  bard,  "  pleases  myself ;  I  think  it  is  in  my  happiest 
manner ;  you  will  see  at  a  glance  that  it  suits  the  air.  The  subject  of  the  song 
is  one  of  the  most  interesting  passages  of  my  youthful  days,  and  I  own  that  I 
should  be  much  flattered  to  see  the  verses  set  to  an  air  which  would  ensure 
celebrity.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it  is  the  glowing  prejudice  of  my  heart  that  throws 
a  borrowed  lustre  over  the  merits  of  the  composition." — See  Vol.  I.,  pp.  91, 
208,  261.  We  may  here  remark  that  the  fifth  and  sixth  lines  of  this  song  are 
often  printed  thus : — 

"There  simmer  first  unfaulds  her  robes,  and  there  tJiey  langest  tarry!  " 
which  is  evidently  a  mistake,  as  the  wish  of  the  poet — that  the  place  may  be 
ever  beautiful — runs  through  the  whole  stanza.] 

Ye  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around 

The  castle  o'  Montgomery  ! 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowers, 

Your  waters  never  drumlie  : 
There  simmer  first  unfauld  her  robes, 

And  there  the  langest  tarry ; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fareweel 

0'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 
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How  sweetly  bloomed  the  gay  green  birk, 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom, 
As  underneath  their  fragrant  shade 

I  clasped  her  to  my  bosom ! 
The  golden  hours,  on  angel  wings, 

Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie ; 
For  dear  to  me,  as  light  and  life, 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

Wi'  mony  a  vow,  and  locked  embrace, 

Our  parting  was  f u'  tender ; 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again. 

We  tore  oursel's  asunder : 
But,  oh !  fell  death's  untimely  frost, 

That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early ! 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  cauld's  the  clay, 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary ! 

O  pale,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips, 

I  aft  hae  kissed  sae  fondly ! 
And  closed  for  aye  the  sparkling  glance 

That  dwelt  on  me  sae  kindly  : 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  dust 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly  I 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 


BLYTHE  HAE  I  BEEN  ON  YON  HILL. 
Tune— TAe  Quaker's  Wife. 

[This  song,  supplied  in  June,  1793,  was  inspired,  like  that  given  at  page  44,  by 
the  charms  of  Miss  Lesley  Baillie. — See  head-note  to  0  saw  ye  bonie  Lesley.  The 
poet,  in  sending  it,  remarks: — "I  think  the  song  is  not  in  my  worst  manner," 
and  in  September  thereafter  he  again  refers  to  it  thus : — "  Blythe  hae  I  been  on 
yon  hilly  is  one  of  the  finest  songs  ever  I  made  in  my  life ;  and  besides,  is  com- 
posed on  a  young  lady,  positively  the  most  beautiful,  lovely  woman  in  the 
world."] 

Blythe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill. 

As  the  lambs  before  me ; 
Careless  ilka  thought  and  free, 

As  the  breeze  flew  o'er  me : 
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Now  nae  longer  sport  and  play, 
Mirth  or  sang  can  please  me ; 

Lesley  is  sae  fair  and  coy, 
Care  and  anguish  seize  me. 

Heavy,  heavy  is  the  task, 

Hopeless  love  declaring ; 
TrembHng,  I  dow  nocht  but  glower, 

Sighing,  dumb,  despairing! 
If  she  winna  ease  the  thraws 

In  my  bosom  swelling, 
Underneath  the  grass-green  sod, 

Soon  maun  be  my  dwelling. 


THINE  AM  I,  MY  FAITHFUL  FAIR. 

Tune — The  Quaker's  Wife. 

[In  sending  this  song,  in  October,  1793,  the  poet  says, — "I  am  pleased  that  yon 
are  reconciled  to  the  air  of  the  Quaker's  Wife.  The  following  verses,  I  hope,  will 
please  you,  as  an  English  song  to  the  air."  It  is  believed  that  the  "  Nancy  "  he 
had  in  view  while  composing  the  song  was  his  "  Olarinda,"  then  residing  in  Edin- 
burgh, after  her  return  from  a  brief  visit  to  Jamaica,  in  1792.  If  this  be  the  case, 
the  poet's  ardent  musings  must  have  been  of  an  ex  post  facto  nature,  for  he 
never  saw  the  lady  after  6th  December,  1791.] 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  fair, 

Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy  ; 
Every  pulse  along  my  veins, 

Every  roving  fancy. 
To  thy  bosom  lay  my  heart. 

There  to  throb  and  languish : 
Though  despair  had  wrung  its  core, 

That  would  heal  its  anguish. 

Take  away  those  rosy  lips. 

Rich  with  balmy  treasure ; 
Turn  away  thine  eyes  of  love, 

Lest  I  die  with  pleasure. 
"What  is  life  when  wanting  love  ? — 

Night  without  a  morning  : 
Love's  the  cloudless  summer  sun. 

Nature  gay  adorning. 
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HAD  I  A  CAVE. 
Tune — Robin  Adair. 


[These  very  touching  Terses  were  produced  in  August,  1793,  to  suit  a  favourite 
Irish  melody.  In  forwardingtham,  the  poet  thus  wrote: — "You,  my  dear  sir,  will 
remember  an  unfortunate  part  of  our  worthy  friend  Cunningham's  story  which 
happened  about  three  years  ago.  That  struck  my  fancy,  and  I  endeavoured  to 
do  the  idea  justice,  as  follows." 

For  some  account  of  the  story  alluded  to,  see  the  song  "  She's  fair  and  fause," 
page  326,  VoL  L] 

Had  I  a  cave  on  some  wild  distant  shore, 

Where  the  winds  howl  to  the  waves'  dashing  roar ; 

There  would  I  weep  my  woes, 

There  seek  my  lost  repose, 

Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close, 
Ne'er  to  wake  more ! 

Falsest  of  womankind !  canst  thou  declare, 
All  thy  fond-pHghted  vows — ^fleeting  as  air  ? 

To  thy  new  lover  hie, 

Laugh  o'er  thy  perjury ; 

Then  in  thy  bosom  try 
What  peace  is  there ! 


BY  ALLAN  STREAM  I  CHANCED  TO  ROVE. 
Tune — Allan  Water, 

[The  poet,  in  transmitting  this  song  in  August,  1793,  remarks :— "  Autumn  is 
my  propitious  season.  I  make  more  verses  in  it  than  all  the  year  else.  .  .  . 
I  walked  out  yesterday  evening  with  a  volume  of  the  Museum  in  my  hand, 
when,  turning  up  Allan  Water — '  What  numbers  shall  the  muse  repeat  ? ' — the 
words  appeared  to  me  rather  unworthy  of  so  fine  an  air,  and  recollecting  that 
it  is  on  your  list,  I  sat  and  raved  under  the  shade  of  an  old  thorn,  till  I  wrote 
one  to  suit  the  measure.   I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  think  it  not  in  my  worst  style." 

The  song  appears  never  to  have  become  popular ;  nevertheless,  the  last  double 
stanza  will  compare  well  with  anything  of  the  kind  he  ever  composed.] 

By  Allan  stream  I  chanced  to  rove, 
While  Phoebus  sank  beyond  Benledi  ;* 

The  winds  were  whispering  through  the  grove, 
The  yellow  corn  was  waving  ready : 


*  A  mountain  west  of  Strath-Allan,  8009  feet  high.— (R.  B.) 
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I  listened  to  a  lover's  sang, 

And  thought  on  youthfu'  pleasures  mony  ; 
And  aye  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang — 

Oh,  dearly  do  I  love  thee,  Annie !  * 

Oh,  happy  be  the  woodbine  bower, 

Nae  nightly  bogle  make  it  eerie ; 
Nor  ever  sorrow  stain  the  hour, 

The  place  and  time  I  met  my  dearie ! 
Her  head  upon  my  throbbing  breast. 

She,  sinking,  said :  '  I'm  thine  for  ever ! ' 
While  mony  a  kiss  the  seal  imprest. 

The  sacred  vow,  we  ne'er  should  sever. 

The  haunt  o'  Spring's  the  primrose  brae. 

The  Simmer  joys  the  flocks  to  follow; 
How  cheery  through  her  shortening  day, 

Is  Autumn,  in  her  weeds  o'  yellow ! 
But  can  they  melt  the  glowing  heart. 

Or  chain  the  soul  in  speechless  pleasure? 
Or  through  each  nerve  the  rapture  dart, 

Like  meeting  her,  our  bosom's  treasure  ? 


WHISTLE,  AND  I'LL  COME  TO  YOIJ,  MY  LAD. 

[A  slight  sketch  of  this  unique  song  was  furnished  for  the  Museum  during  the 
winter  of  1787. — (See  p.  204,  Vol.  I.)  The  complete  Bong,  as  in  the  text,  was 
supplied  to  Thomson  in  August,  1793,  produced,  no  doubt,  under  the  influence 
of  Jean  Lorimer's  charms  ;  for,  at  a  subsequent  date,  he  instructs  Thomson  to 
change  the  last  line  of  the  chorus  to,  "  Thy  Jeanie  will  venture  wi'  you,  my  lad." 
"  In  fact,"  he  adds,  "  a  fair  dame  whom  the  Graces  have  attired  in  witchcraft, 
and  whom  the  Loves  have  armed  with  lightning — a  fair  one,  herself  the  heroine 
of  the  song,  insists  on  the  amendment,  and  dispute  her  commands  if  you  dare !  " 
Dr.  Currie,  in  a  foot-note,  asserts  that  he  has  "heard  the  heroine  of  the  song 
sing  it  herself  in  the  very  spirit  of  arch  simplicity  which  it  requires."  One  is  at 
a  loss  to  know  what  lady  is  referred  to  here,  unless  the  Doctor  means  Mrs.  Burns. 
Motherwell  and  Cunningham  both  suppose  Mrs.  Riddel;  but  her  christian  name 
was  Maria.  We  may  venture  to  suggest  that  Dr.  Currie,  who  possessed  the 
beautiful  country-seat  of  Dumcrieff,  near  Craigieburn,  may  have  been  personally 
acquainted  with  Jean  Lorimer,  who  belonged  originally  to  that  quarter.] 

CHORUS. 

0  whistle^  and  Vll  come  to  you.,  my  lad., 
0  whistle.)  and  Vll  come  to  you.,  my  lad; 
Though  father  and  mither  and  d  should  gae  mad, 
0  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad. 

*  Or,  "  0  my  love  Annie's  very  bouie."-— (R.  B.) 
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But  warily  tent,  when  ye  come  to  court  me, 
And  come  na  unless  the  back-yett  be  a-jee ; 
Syne  up  the  back-stile,  and  let  naebody  see. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin'  to  me. 
0  ivhistle,  ^c. 

At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me, 
Gang  by  me  as  though  that  ye  cared  nae  a  file ; 
But  steal  me  a  blink  o'  your  bonie  black  ee, 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  lookin'  at  me. 
0  whistle^  cj'c. 

Aye  TOW  and  protest  that  ye  care  na  for  me, 
And  whiles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a  wee ; 
But  court  na  anither,  though  jokin'  ye  be. 
For  fear  that  she  wile  your  fancy  frae  me. 
0  whistle,  ^c. 


COME,  LET  ME  TAKE  THEE  TO  MY  BREAST. 
Tune — Cauld  Kail. 

[This  rapturous  love-effusion  Tvas  sent  to  Thomson  in  August,  1793,  but  only 
the  first  double-stanza  was  composed  at  that  time.  The  poet's  object  was  to 
telebrate  the  same  lady  formerly  addressed  by  him  in  the  song,  0  Poortith 
Cauld.  The  last  eight  lines  had  already  appeared  in  the  second  volume  of  the 
tfuseum,  in  a  song  called  "Peggy  Alison." — See  page  232,  Vol.  I,] 

Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast, 

And  pledge  we  ne'er  shall  sunder ; 
And  I  shall  spurn  as  yilest  dust 

The  warld's  wealth  and  grandeur : 
And  do  I  hear  my  Jeanie  own 

That  equal  transports  move  her  ? 
I  ask  for  dearest  hfe  alone 

That  I  may  live  to  love  her. 

Thus  in  my  arms,  wi'  all  thy  charms, 

1  clasp  my  countless  treasure ; 
I'll  seek  nae  mair  o'  heaven  to  share, 

Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure : 
And  by  thy  een  sae  bonie  blue, 

I  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow, 

And  break  it  shall  I  never ! 
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NOW  ROSY  MAY. 
Tune — Dainty  Davie. 

[ThiR  fine  song,  which  ib  almost  word  for  word  the  same  as  that  given  at  page 
•242.  Vol.  L,  entitled,  "  The  Gardener  wi'  his  paidle  "  (which  see),  was  supplied 
to  Thomson  in  August,  1793.  By  altering  the  last  line  of  each  verse  and  adding 
a  chorus,  the  result  has  been  a  great  improvement  on  the  lyric] 

Now  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers, 
To  deck  her  gay,  green-spreading  bowers ; 
And  now  come  in  my  happy  hours, 
To  wander  wi'  my  Davie. 


CHORUS. 

Meet  me  on  the  warlock  knowe, 
Dainty  Davie,  dainty  Davie ; 

There  Vll  spend  the  day  wV  you. 
My  ain  dear  dainty  Davie. 

The  crystal  waters  round  us  fa', 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a', 
The  scented  breezes  round  us  blaw, 
A-wandering  wi'  my  Davie. 
Meet  me,  ^c. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare, 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare. 
Then  through  the  dews  I  will  repair, 
To  meet  my  faithfu'  Davie. 
Meet  me,  ^c. 

When  day,  expiring  in  the  west. 
The  curtain  draws  o'  Nature's  rest, 
I  flee  to  his  arms  I  lo'e  best — 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Davie. 
Meet  me,  ^c. 
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IT  WAS  THE  CHARMINa  MONTH  OF  MAY. 
Tune — Dainty  Davie. 

[In  November,  1794,  Thomson  required  English  words  to  Bing  to  the  same 
tone  as  the  preceding  song,  and  the  poet  selected  some  verses  from  the  Tea- 
Table  Miscellany,  which,  with  a  little  dressing,  he  formed  into  the  following  very 
agreeable  song.  "You  may  think  meanly  of  this,"  said  Burns,  "but  take  a 
look  at  the  bombast  original,  and  you  will  be  surprised  that  I  have  made  so 
much  of  it."] 

It  was  the  charming  month  of  May, 
When  all  the  flowers  were  fresh  and  gay, 
One  morning,  by  the  break  of  day, 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe — 
From  peaceful  slumber  she  arose, 
Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose, 
And  o'er  the  flowery  mead  she  goes, 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 

CHORUS. 

Lovely  was  she  by  the  dawn^ 

Youthful  Chloe^  charming  Chloe^ 

Tripping  der  the  pearly  lawn^ 
The  youthful^  charming  Chloe, 

The  feathered  people,  you  might  see 
Perched  all  around  on  every  tree, 
In  notes  of  sweetest  melody 

They  hail  the  charming  Chloe ; 
Till,  painting  gay  the  eastern  skies, 
The  glorious  sun  began  to  rise. 
Out-rivalled  by  the  radiant  eyes 

Of  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 
Lovely  was  she^  ^c. 
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THOU  HAST  LEFT  ME  EVER,  JAMIE. 
Tune — Fee  liim^  Father. 

[Composed  and  sent  to  Thomson  in  September,  1793.  In  his  letter,  the  poet 
says — "  I  enclose  you  Eraser's  set  of  the  tune.  When  he  plays  it  slow,  in  fact, 
ho  makes  it  the  language  of  despair.  I  shall  here  give  you  two  stanzas  in  that 
style,  merely  to  try  if  it  will  be  any  improvement.  Were  it  possible  in  singing, 
to  give  it  half  the  pathos  that  Fraser  gives  it  in  playing,  it  would  make  an 
admirable  pathetic  song." 

The  present  generation  will  scarcely  credit  that  Thomson  was  so  obtuse  and 
depraved  in  his  taste,  as  to  throw  away  these  hints  of  the  poet,  and  to  adapt  the 
verses  to  a  modern  nursery-tune  called,  "My  Boy,  Tammie."  Nay,  he  did  more 
than  this,  for  he  had  the  audacity  to  alter  Burns'  lines,  in  order  to  make  them 
suit  that  air,  thus — 

"  Thou  hast  left  me  OTer,  Tam ! — Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Tam !  " 

In  1822,  however,  this  blunder,  and  several  others  of  a  like  nature,  were  cor- 
rected in  tJie  editor's  8vo  issue  of  his  collection  ] 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie ! 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever ; 
Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie ! 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever : 
Aften  hast  thou  vowed  that  death 

Only  should  us  sever  ; 
Now  thou'st  left  thy  lass  for  aye — • 

I  maun  see  thee  never,  Jamie, 

I'll  see  thee  never. 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie ! 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken  ; 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie ! 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken : 
Thou  canst  love  anither  jo. 

While  my  heart  is  breaking  ; 
Soon  my  weary  een  I'll  close — 

Never  mair  to  waken,  Jamie, 

Ne'er  mair  to  waken ! 
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BRUCE'S  ADDRESS  AT  BANNOCKBURN. 
Tune — tuttie  taitie. 

[This  world-famous  Ode  was  composed  in  September,  1793.  In  liis  letter 
transmitting  it,  the  poet  thus  wrote : — "  I  am  delighted  with  many  little  melodies 
which  the  learned  musician  despises  as  silly  and  insipid.  I  do  not  know  whether 
the  old  air,  Hey,  tuttie  taitie,  may  rank  among  the  number ;  but  well  I  know 
that,  with  Eraser's  hautboy,  it  has  often  filled  my  eyes  with  tears.  There  is  a 
tradition,  which  I  have  met  with  in  many  places  in  Scotland,  that  it  was  Robert 
Bruce's  march  at  the  battle  of  Bannockburn.  This  thought,  in  my  yesternight's 
evening-walk,  warmed  me  to  a  pitch  of  enthusiasm  on  the  theme  of  liberty  and 
independence,  which  I  threw  into  a  kind  of  Scottish  ode,  fitted  to  the  air,  that 
one  might  suppose  to  be  the  gallant  royal  Scot's  address  to  his  heroic  followers 
on  that  eventful  morning. 

"I  shewed  the  air  to  Urbani,  who  was  highly  pleased  with  it,  and  begged  me 
to  make  soft  verses  to  it ;  but  I  had  no  idea  of  giving  myself  any  trouble  on  the 
subject  till  the  accidental  recollection  of  that  glorious  struggle  for  freedom, 
associated  with  the  glowing  ideas  of  some  other  struggles  of  the  same  nature, 
TU)t  quite  so  ancient,  roused  my  rhyming  mania." 

Eobert  Chambers  observes,  in  reference  to  this  latter  remark: — "So  the 
magnificent  Ode  sprang  partly  from  the  inspiration  afforded  by  the  success  of 
the  French,  in  beating  back  the  arrogant  enemies  of  the  republic!  " 

The  poet  had  recorded  this  traaition  regarding  the  air,  Hey,  tuttie  taitie.  in 
the  index  to  the  second  volume  of  the  Museum,  and  Ritson,  in  1794,  controverted 
the  tradition  in  his  "Essay  on  Scottish  Song,"  by  alleging  that  in  Bruce's  time, 
the  Scots  had  no  music  but  h<yms,  and  by  quoting  from  Froissart  and  Barbour 
in  support  of  his  assertion.  The  Ettrick  Shepherd  attacks  Ritson  for  this,  by 
truly  remarking  that  "  Hey,  tuttie  taitie  is  evidently  a  bugle  tune,  which  the  critic 
might  have  known  if  he  had  possessed  even  the  ear  of  a  bullock ! " 

All  the  world  knows  that  Thomson  condemned  the  air,  Hey,  tuttie  taitie,  and 
persuaded  Burns  to  spoil  his  ode  by  altering  it  to  fit  the  far  inferior  air  of  Lewie 
Gordon.  The  public,  however,  vindicated  Burns'  taste,  by  rejecting  Lewie  Gordon, 
and  demanding  the  restoration  of  the  ode  to  its  original  form,  and  by  singing  it 
to  the  old  traditional  air — so  well  calculated  to  bring  out  its  effect.  The  only 
mischief  which  now  is  visible  from  Thomson's  interference,  remains  in  the  fact 
that  all  the  copies  of  "Bruce's  Address"  now  existing  in  the  poet's  hand- 
writing— and  these  are  numerous — seem  to  be  in  the  second  or  spoiled  form, 
which  Thomson's  perversity  and  his  own  good-nature  unfortunately  led  him 
to  adopt. 

The  poet,  on  visiting  the  locality  of  this  famous  battle,  in  the  summer  of  1787, 
entered  the  following  note  in  his  memorandum  book: — "Came  on  to  Bannock- 
burn :  the  hole  in  the  stone  where  glorious  Bruce  set  his  standard.  Here  no 
Scot  can  pass  uninterested.  I  fancy  to  myself  that  I  see  my  gallant,  heroic 
countrymen,  coming  o'er  the  hill  and  down  upon  the  plunderers  of  their  country, 
the  murderers  of  their  fathers ;  noble  revenge  and  just  hate  glowing  in  every 
vein,  striding  more  and  more  eagerly  as  they  approach  the  oppressive,  insult- 
ing, and  bloodthirsty  foe !  I  see  them  in  gloriously-triumphant  congratulation 
on  the  victorious  field,  exulting  in  their  heroic  royal  leader,  and  rescued  liberty 
and  independence ! "] 

Scots  !  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots !  wham  Bruce  has  aften  led, 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 

Or  to  victory ! 
Now's  the  day,  and  now's  the  hour ; 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lour : 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  power — 

Chains  and  slavery ! 
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Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave  ? 
Wha  can  fill  a  coward's  grave? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave  ? 

Let  him  turn  and  flee ! 
Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw  1 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa'  ? 

Let  him  on  wi'  me ! 


By  oppression's  woes  and  pains ! 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains ! 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 

But  they  shall  be  free ! 
Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low ! 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe ! 
Liberty's  in  every  blow ! — 

Let  us  do  or  die ! 


So  may  God  ever  defend  the  cause  of  truth  and  Hberty, 
as  He  did  that  day !    Amen.  * 


*  A  few  must  be  still  alive  who  have  witnessed  the  tremendous  effect  produced 
by  Braham  in  singing  "Bruce's  Address  "  to  the  air  for  which  the  poet  com- 
posed it.  Since  his  day,  several  distinguished  vocalists,  and  among  these, 
Sinclair  and  John  Wilson,  have  added  to  their  reputation  hy  their  manner  of 
executing  it;  but  we  question  if,  on  the  whole,  Burns'  Ode  has  received  more 
justice  from  any  public  singer  than  it  has  from  our  own  David  Kennedy.  His 
first  public  rendering  of  it  was  at  the  Wallace  Banquet  in  1861,  since  which  time, 
in  his  vocal  entertainments  all  over  Britain,  and  in  America,  he  has  seldom  been 
allowed  to  close  an  evening's  treat  of  Scottish  song  without  a  roaring  demand 
to  re-produce  it 
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HUSBAND,  HUSBAND,  CEASE  YOUR  STRIFE. 
Tune — My  jo^  Janet. 

[CompoBed  and  fonrarded  to  Thomson  in  December,  1793,  as  Englieh  words 
for  singing  to  the  old  Scots  tune  of  "  Jo,  Janet."  John  "Wilson,  the  vocalist, 
used  greatly  to  delight  his  audiences  by  his  style  of  singing  this  witty  dialogue ; 
and  we  are  told  by  the  biographer  of  William  Hutton  of  Birmingham,  that  in 
1811,  at  a  watering  place  in  the  North  Biding  of  Yorkshire,  that  good-natured 
philosopher  amused  and  delighted  a  large  and  fashionable  company,  when  he 
was  88  years  old,  by  singing  the  husband's  part  of  "My  spouse,  Nancy,"  while 
his  daughter  performed  the  wife's  part.] 

Husband,  husband,  cease  your  strife, 

Nor  longer  idly  rave,  sir ; 
Though  I  am  your  wedded  wife. 

Yet  I  am  not  your  slave,  sir. 
One  of  two  must  still  ohey^ 

Nancy ^  Nancy ; 
Is  it  man,  or  woman,  say, 

My  spouse,  Nancy  ? 

If  'tis  still  the  lordly  word — 

Service  and  obedience ; 
I'll  desert  my  sovereign  lord. 

And  so  good-by  allegiance ! 
Sad  will  I  be,  so  bereft, 

Nancy,  Nancy ; 
Yet  ril  try  to  make  a  shift, 

My  spouse,  Nancy. 

My  poor  heart  then  break  it  must, 

My  last  hour  I'm  near  it : 
When  you  lay  me  in  the  dust, 

Think,  think  how  you  will  bear  it. 
/  will  hope  and  trust  in  Heaven, 

Nancy,  Nancy ; 
Strength  to  bear  it  will  be  given, 

My  spouse,  Nancy, 

Well,  sir,  from  the  silent  dead, 

Still  I'll  try  to  daunt  you ; 
Ever  round  your  midnight  bed 

Horrid  sprites  shall  haunt  you. 
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ni  wed  another  like  my  dear^ 

Nancy ^  Nancy  ; 
Then  all  hell  willjly  for  fear ^ 

My  spouse^  Nancy. 


FAREWELL,  THOU  STREAM  THAT  WINDING 
FLOWS. 

Tune — Nancy^s  to  the  Greenwood. 

[The  present  version  of  this  song,  of  which  the  accomplished  Maria  Eiddel  of 
Woodley  Park  was  the  subject,  was  sent  to  Thomson  in  November,  1794, 
although,  in  reality,  it  had  been  composed  and  forwarded  to  Thomson  in 
April,  1793,  for  the  air,  "  The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor."  The  poet  having, 
meanwhile,  had  a  difference  with  that  lady,  he  disguised  the  song  by  changing 
the  name  from  "Maria"  to  Eliza,  and  by  giving  it  a  new  opening  line,  with 
directions  to  have  it  set  to  a  different  tune.  The  earlier  version  seems  never  to 
have  been  published  until  it  appeared  in  Chambers's  edition  of  1851.  For  the 
Bake  of  ready  comparison,  we  shall  here  introduce  them  both.] 

Farewell,  thou  stream  that  winding  flows 
Around  Eliza's  dwelling ! 

0  mem'ry !  spare  the  cruel  throes 
Within  my  bosom  swelhng  : 

Condemned  to  drag  a  hopeless  chain, 

And  yet  in  secret  languish — 
To  feel  a  fire  in  every  vein, 

Nor  dare  disclose  my  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  unseen,  unknown, 

I  fain  my  griefs  would  cover : 
The  bursting  sigh,  th'  unweeting  groan, 

Betray  the  hapless  lover. 

1  know  thou  doom'st  me  to  despair. 
Nor  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me ; 

But,  oh !  Ehza,  hear  one  prayer — 
For  pity's  sake  forgive  me ! 

The  music  of  thy  voice  I  heard, 

Nor  wist  while  it  enslaved  me ; 
I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  feared,. 

Till  fears  no  more  had  saved  me : 
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Th*  unwary  sailor,  thus,  aghast, 
The  wheeling  torrent  viewing, 

'Mid  circling  horrors  sinks  at  last 
In  overwhelming  ruin. 


THE  LAST  TIME  I  CAME  O'ER  THE  MOOR. 

(Earlier  Version  of  the  preceding  Song.) 

[This  is  tlie  song  referred  to  in  our  head-note  to  the  foregoing  lyric.  In  April, 
1793,  the  poet  thus  wrote  regarding  it: — "I  had  scarcely  put  my  last  letter  into 
tiie  post-office,  when  I  took  up  the  subject  of  The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor,  and 
ere  I  slept  drew  the  outlines  of  the  foregoing.  How  far  I  have  succeeded,  I 
leave  you  to  decide." 

Mr.  Chambers  has  the  following  excellent  criticism  on  it: — "The  sentiments 
in  this  song  are  not  pleasing.  They  hint  at  a  discreditable  passion,  in  which  no 
pure  mind  could  possibly  sympathize;  therefore  they  must  be  held  as  unfitted 
for  song.  It  can  scarcely  be  doubted  that  they  were  suggested  by  some  roving 
sensations  of  the  bard  towards  the  too-witching  Mrs.  Kiddel,  though  it  is  equally 
probable  that  these  bore  no  great  proportion  to  the  mere  metier  of  the  artist  aim- 
ing at  a  certain  literary  effect"] 

The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor, 

And  left  Maria's  dwelhng, 
What  throes,  what  tortures  passing  cure, 

Were  in  my  bosom  swelling : 
Condemned  to  see  my  rival's  reign. 

While  I  in  secret  languish ; 
To  feel  a  fire  in  every  vein. 

Yet  dare  not  speak  my  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  despairing,  I 

Fain,  fain  my  crime  would  cover  : 
The  unweeting  groan,  the  bursting  sigh, 

Betray  the  guilty  lover. 
I  know  my  doom  must  be  despair, 

Thou  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me ; 
But,  0  Maria,  hear  my  prayer, 

For  pity's  sake,  forgive  me !  * 


The  closing  verse  corresponds  with  that  of  the  preceding  song. 
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CONTENTED  WI'  LITTLE. 
Tune — Lumps  o'  Pudding. 

[Composed  and  forwarded  in  November,  1794,  to  suit  a  lively  air  called, 
Lumps  o'  Pudding.  This  song  was  an  especial  favourite  with  Burns,  who  .in  a 
letter  to  Thomson,  dated  May,  1795,  jocularly  told  him  to  engrave  a  vignette  of 
the  author's  own  head  as  an  illustration  to  it,  "  in  order  that  the  portrait  of  my 
face  and  the  picture  of  my  mind  may  go  down  the  stream  of  time  together."] 

Contented  wi'  little,  and  cantie  wi'  mair, 

Whene'er  I  forgather  wi'  sorrow  and  care, 

I  gie  them  a  skelp  as  they're  creepin'  alang, 

Wi'  a  cog  o'  gude  swats,  and  an  auld  Scottish  sang, 

I  whiles  claw  the  elbow  o'  troublesome  thought ; 
But  man  is  a  sodger,  and  life  is  a  faught : 
My  mirth  and  good-humour  are  coin  in  my  pouch, 
And  my  freedom's  my  lairdship  nae  monarch  dare  touch, 

A  towmond  o'  trouble,  should  that  be  my  fa', 
A  night  o'  gude-fellowship  sowthers  it  a' : 
When  at  the  blythe  end  of  our  journey  at  last, 
Wha  the  deil  ever  thinks  o'  the  road  he  has  past  ? . 

Blind  Chance,  let  her  snapper  and  stoyte  on  her  way ; 
Be't  to  me,  be't  frae  me,  e'n  let  the  jade  gae  : 
Come  ease,  or  come  travail ;  come  pleasure,  or  pain, 
My  warst  word  is,  '  Welcome,  and  welcome  again ! ' 
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CANST  THOU  LEAVE  ME  THUS,  MY  KATIE. 
Tune — Roy's  Wife. 

[On  19th  November,  1794,  the  poet  enclosed  these  as  English  verses,  to  appear 
on  the  same  page  vrith  Mrs.  Grant  of  Carron's  very  popular  song.  He  remarked 
thus: — "Since  yesterday's  penmanship,  I  have  framed  a  couple  of  stanzas  by 
way  of  an  English  song  to  Roy's  Wife.  You  will  allow  me,  that  in  this  instance, 
my  English  corresponds  in  sentiment  with  the  Scottish." 

In  most  editions  of  Burns,  there  is  given  along  with  the  present  song,  what  is 
called,  "Eeply  to  the  same,  by  a  lady,"  found  among  the  poet's  papers  after  his 
death.  Currie  has  noted  the  circumstance  that  the  English  verses  are  bya 
Scotchman,  while  the  Scots  verses  are  by  an  Englishwoman — meaning,  no 
doubt,  Mrs.  Kiddel  of  "Woodley  Park.  "We  may  rest  assured,  however,  that  the 
lady's  song  was  written  at  least  above  a  year  before  Burns  produced  these  verses; 
for  in  September,  1793,  he  wrote  thus  to  Thomson  regarding  it : — '  'I  have  the 
original  words  of  a  song  for  this  air  (Roy^s  Wife),  in  the  handwriting  of  the  lady 
who  composed  it,  and  they  are  superior  to  any  edition  of  the  song  which  the 
public  has  yet  seen." 

Want  of  attention  to  this  fact,  has  given  birth  to  a  whole  page  of  amiable,  but 
mistaken  theory  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Chambers,  in  his  edition  of  1851.  In  the  first 
place,  he  says  that  Mrs.  Maria  Eiddel  was  the  "  Katie  "  of  Burns'  song,  which  he 
characterizes  as  a  poetical  expression  of  the  more  gentle  feeling  which  the  poet 
was  now  beguming  to  entertain  towards  that  lady,  with  whom  he  had  quarrelled 
some  nine  months  previously ;  and  he,  moreover,  tells  us  that  Burns  enclosed 
the  song  to  her  "as  a  sort  of  olive  branch,"  which  was  received  by  her  in  no 
unkindly  spirit ;  for  in  return  she  sent  him  a  reply  conceived  in  the  same  strain, 
thus  displaying  an  amiable  "  readiness  to  take  up  Burns  in  the  poetical  relation 
in  which  he  had  depicted  himself,  and  to  meet  him,  after  their  sad  winter  of 
discontent,  in  a  spring  of  fresh-blown  kindness."  This  is  an  instance  of  spinning 
a  handsome  tetlier  out  of  a  single  hair!  Even  in  February,  1796,  the  breach 
between  Burns  and  Mrs.  Kiddel  had  not  been  healed;  for  Mr.  Chambers  notes 
that  in  one  of  his  letters  of  that  date,  he  "  allows  angry  feelings  regarding  the 
Eiddels  to  escape  him."  "We  now  give  the  lady's  song  which  Bums  has  praised 
BO  highly. 

STAT,  MY"'WILLIE.— Song,  by  Mrs.  Maria  Riddel. 
Tune— ^(w/'s  Wife. 

Stay,  my  "Willie — ^yet  believe  me ; 

Stay,  my  "Willie — yet  believe  me ; 

For,  ah !  thou  know'st  na  every  pang 

"Wad  wring  my  bosom  shouldst  thou  leave  me. 

Tell  me  that  thou  yet  art  true. 

And  a'  my  wrongs  shall  be  forgiven ; 
And  when  this  heart  proves  fause  to  thee. 

Yon  sun  shall  cease  its  course  in  heaven. 

But  to  think  I  was  betrayed. 
That  falsehood  e'er  our  loves  should  sunder! 

To  take  the  flow'ret  to  my  breast. 
And  find  the  guilfu'  serpent  under. 

Could  I  hope  thou'st  ne'er  deceive. 

Celestial  pleasures — might  I  choose  'em— 
I'd  slight,  nor  seek  in  other  spheres 

That  heaven  I'd  find  within  thy  bosom. 

Stay,  my  "Willie — ^yet  believe  me ; 

Stay,  my  "Willie — yet  believe  me ; 

For,  ah !  thou  know'st  na  every  pang 

"Wad  wring  my  bosom  shouldst  thou  leave  me. 

With  reference  to  the  song  in  the  text,  we  cannot  omit  observing  that, 
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although  seldom  if  ever  eung,  it  suggested  the  words  of  the  beautiful  duet 
in  the  opera  of  "Rob  Roy,"  beginning,  "Thoug'h  you  leave  me  now  in  sorrow," 
sung  to  the  same  air.   The  last  verse  is  almost  identical  with  that  of  Burns'. 

"  Ah.  ne'er  forget,  when  friends  are  near. 
This  heart  alone  is  thine  for  ever ; 
Thou  mayest  find  those  who  love  thee  dear, 
But  not  a  love  like  mine — oh,  never !  "] 


CHORUS. 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus^  my  Katie  ? 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus^  my  Katie  ? 
Well  thou  know'' St  my  aching  hearty 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity  ? 


Is  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regard, 
Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katie  ? 

Is  this  thy  faithful  swain's  reward — 
An  aching,  broken  heart,  my  Katie  ? 
Carist  thou  leave^  ^c. 


Farewell !  and  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katie; 

Thou  may'st  find  those  will  love  thee  dear — 
But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katie. 
Canst  thou  leave^  d'C. 
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MY  NANNIE'S  AWA'. 

[This  charming  Isrric,  presented  to  Thomson  in  December,  1794,  soon  com- 
manded public  attention  by  its  native  beauty.  The  poet  requested  it  to  be  set  to 
the  plaintive  air,  There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame;  but  Thomson 
allied  it  to  the  solemn  Irish  tune  called  Coolum,  whereby  the  delicate  verses  were 
crushed  by  the  weight  of  the  music.  The  beautiful  air  to  which  the  song  is  now 
sung  made  its  appearance  anonymously,  some  35  years  ago,  and  is  generally 
thought  to  be  the  production  of  Alexander  Hume,  the  composer  of  the  airto 
"  Afton  Water." 

Burns  had  long  ceased  to  correspond  with  Clarinda  at  the  date  of  his  writing 
the  present  song;  yet  it  is  thought  to  have  been  composed  in  reference  to  her 
departure  from  this  country  in  the  spring  of  1792.  Captain  Charles  Giay  pointed 
out  in  an  excellent  note,  that  its  production  seems  to  be  only  the  fulfilment  of* 
promise  made  by  the  poet  to  that  lady  in  one  of  his  letters  to  her  dated  Feb., 
17SS,  in  reply  to  one  he  had  received  from  her,  in  which  occurs  the  following 
beautiful  passage : — 

"Oh,  let  the  scenes  of  nature  remind  you  of  Clarinda!  In  winter,  remember 
the  dark  shades  of  her  fate — in  summer,  the  warmth  of  her  friendship — in 
autumn,  her  glowing  wishes  to  bestow  plenty  on  all — and  let  spring  animate  you 
with  hopes  that  your  friend  may  yet  surmount  the  wintry  blasts  of  life,  and 
revive  to  taste  a  spring-time  of  happiness.  At  all  events,  Sylvander,  the  storms 
of  life  will  quickly  pass,  and  one  unbounded  spring  encircle  all.  Love,  there,  is 
no  crime.   I  charge  you  to  meet  me  there !    Oh  God !  I  must  lay  down  my  pen." 

Burns,  in  his  reply,  wrote  thus : — "  There  is  one  passage  in  your  charming 
letter — Thomson  nor  Shenstone  never  exceeded  it,  nor  often  came  up  to  it — 'tis 
where  you  bid  the  scenes  of  nature  remind  me  of  Clarinda.  I  shall  certainly 
Bteal  it,  and  set  it  in  some  future  poetic  production,  and  get  immortal  fame 
by  it!"] 

Now  in  her  green  mantle  blythe  Nature  arrays,. 
And  listens  the  lambkins  that  bleat  o'er  the  braes, 
While  birds  warble  welcome  in  ilka  green  shaw ; 
But  to  me  it's  delightless — my  Nannie's  awa'. 

The  snawdrap  and  primrose  our  woodlands  adorn, 
And  violets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  morn ; 
They  pain  my  sad  bosom,  sae  sweetly  they  blaw, 
They  mind  me  o'  Nannie — and  Nannie's  awa'. 

Thou  laverock  that  springs  frae  the  dews  of  the  lawn. 
The  shepherd  to  warn  o'  the  gray-breaking  dawn. 
And  thou  mellow  mavis  that  hails  the  night  fa', 
Give  over  for  pity — my  Nannie's  awa'. 

Come  autumn,  sae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  gray, 
And  soothe  me  with  tidings  o'  Nature's  decay : 
The  dark  dreary  winter  and  wild  driving  snaw 
Alane  can  delight  me — now  Nannie's  awa' ! 
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THE  CHEVALIER'S  LAMENT. 
Tune — Captain  O'Kean, 

[There  is  reference  made  to  this  production  in  the  poet's  letter  to  Thomson, 
dated  7th  April,  1793,  in  which  he  says, — "If  I  could  hit  on  another  stanza  equal 
to  '  The  small  birds  rejoice,'  &c.,  I  do  myself  honestly  avow  that  I  think  it  a 
superior  song."  So  early  as  31st  March,  1788,  writing  from  Mauchline  to  hie 
friend  Mr.  Eobert  Gleghorn,  farmer,  Saughton  Mills,  near  Edinburgh,  the  poa\ 
transcribed  the  first  eight  lines  of  the  song,  introducing  it  thus : — "  Yesterday 
my  dear  sir,  I  was  riding  through  a  track  of  melancholy,  joyless  muirs,  between 
Galloway  and  Ayrshire.  It  being  a  Sunday,  I  turned  my  thoughts  to  psalms  and 
hymns,  and  spiritual  songs ;  and  your  favourite  air.  Captain  O^Kean,  coming  into 
my  head,  I  tried  these  words  to  it.  You  will  see  that  the  first  part  of  the  tuna 
must  be  repeated." 

At  some  period,  subsequent  to  7th  April,  1793,  the  poet  added  the  second 
verse,  and  forwarded  It  to  Thomson ;  but  there  is  no  reference  to  this  fact  in  the 
correspondence.] 

The  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leaves  returning, 
The  murmuring  streamlet  winds  clear  through  the  vale; 

The  hawthorn-trees  blow  in  the  dew  of  the  morning, 
And  wild  scattered  cowslips  bedeck  the  green  dale ; 

But  what  can  give  pleasure,  or  what  can  seem  fair. 

While  the  hngering  moments  are  numbered  by  care  ? 
No  flowers  gaily  springing,  nor  birds  sweetly  singing, 

Can  soothe  the  sad  bosom  of  joyless  despair. 

The  deed  that  I  dared,  could  it  merit  their  mahce— 
A  king  and  a  father  to  place  on  his  throne  ? 

His  right  are  these  hills,  and  his  right  are  these  valleys, 
Where  the  wild  beasts  find  shelter,  but  I  can  find  none : 

But  'tis  not  my  sufferings  thus  wretched,  forlorn ; 

My  brave  gallant  friends !  'tis  your  ruin  I  mourn ; 
Your  deeds  proved  so  loyal  in  hot  bloody  trial — 

Alas !  I  can  make  you  no  sweeter  return ! 
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0  WHA  IS  SHE  THAT  LO'ES  ME? 
Tune — Morag. 

[This  charming  song,  -written  in  a  very  peculiar  measure,  to  suit  the  Highland 
air,  Morag,  of  which  the  poet  was  passionately  fond,  must  have  been  forwarded 
to  Thomson  at  some  unknown  date.  Chamhers  prints  it  among  the  productions 
"of  uncertain  date;"  but  as  Thomson  published  it  before  its  appearance  in 
Currie's  edition,  it  is  evident  that  it  must  have  been  of  the  number  supplied  for 
that  collection.  It  now  appears  that  the  "  Thomson  Correspondence  "  was  sadly 
garbled  before  being  given  to  the  world  by  Currie  in  1800.] 

^  O  WHA  is  she  that  lo'es  me, 

And  has  my  heart  a-keeping  ? 
0  sweet  is  she  that  lo'es  me, 
As  dews  o'  simmer  weeping. 
In  tears  the  rose-buds  steeping ! 

CHORUS. 

0  thafs  the  lassie  o'  mi/  hearty 

My  lassie  ever  dearer ; 
0  thaCs  the  queen  o'  womankind^ 

And  ne^er  a  ane  to  peer  her. 

If  thou  shalt  meet  a  lassie 

In  grace  and  beauty  charming, 

That  e'en  thy  chosen  lassie, 

Erewhile  thy  breast  sae  warming. 
Had  ne'er  sic  powers  alarming ; 
0  thafs  the  lassie^  ^c. 

If  thou  hadst  heard  her  talking — 

And  thy  attentions  plighted, 
That  ilka  body  talking, 

But  her  by  thee  is  slighted — 

And  thou  art  all  delighted ; 
0  thafs  the  lassie,  ^c. 

If  thou  hast  met  this  fair  one ; 
When  frae  her  thou  hast  parted, 

If  every  other  fair  one, 

But  her,  thou  hast  deserted, 
And  thou  art  broken-hearted ; 
0  that's  the  lassie,  ^c. 
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THE  BRAW  WOOER. 
Tune — Queen  o'  the  Lothians. 

[This  song,  written  for  Thomson,  in  July,  1795,  must,  for  genuine  Scottish 
humour,  without  a  trace  of  vulgarity,  rank  with  Tarn  Glen,  Duncan  Gray,  0  for 
one  and  twenty,  Tarn,  and  some  others  of  that  class.  Immediately  on  being 
published,  "The  braw  wooer"  became  very  popular,  insomuch  that  Johnson, 
the  publisher  of  the  Museum,  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  commit  a  pious 
fraud,  in  order  to  grace  his  own  publication  with  such  a  gem.  In  his  sixth 
volume,  which  appeared  in  June,  1803,  he  introduced  the  same  song  with  a  few 
verbal  alterations  of  slight  import,  and  pretended  that  Burns  had  supplied  him 
with  it  several  years  before  it  was  sent  to  Thomson.  The  alterations  are  as 
follow : — 

"  Ae  day  a  braw  wooer,"  for  Last  May  a  h'aw  wooer. 

"  The  Gude  forgie  me  for  leein! "  for  The  Lord  forgie  me  for  leeinl 

"  He's  doun  to  the  castle,"  for  He  up  the  lang  loan. 

"  Gude  saf  us !"  for  But,  Heavens  ! 
Mr.  Stenhouse,  who  furnished  copious  notes  for  a  new  edition  of  Johnson's 
Museum,  projected  about  1820,  although  not  published  till  1839,  wrote  as  follows 
regarding  the  present  song: — 

"Ab  day  a  braw  wooer. — This  humorous  song  was  written  by  Burns  in 
1787,  for  the  second  volume  of  the  Museum;  but  Johnson,  the  publisher,  who 
was  a  religious,  well-meaning  man,  appeared  fastidious  about  its  insertion,  as 
one  or  two  expressions  in  it  seemed  somewhat  irreverent.  Burns  afterwards 
made  several  alterations  on  the  song,  and  sent  it  to  Mr.  George  Thomson  for  hia 
collection,  who  readily  admitted  it  into  his  second  volume,  and  the  song  soon 
became  very  popular.  Johnson,  however,  did  not  consider  it  at  all  improved  by 
the  later  alterations  of  our  bard :  it  appeared  to  have  lost  much  of  its  pristine 
humour  and  simplicity,  and  the  phrases  which  he  had  objected  to  were  changed 
greatly  for  the  worse.  He  therefore  published  the  song  as  originally  written  for 
his  work." 

Literary  impudence  scarcely  ever  went  beyond  this!  Johnson  never  failed 
to  inscribe  the  words  "  Written  for  this  work  by  Eobert  Burns"  over  any  song 
really  composed  for  him  by  the  poet ;  but,  in  the  present  instance,  he  has  re- 
frained from  doing  so,  merely  adding  the  two  words,  "  By  Burns ;"  and  Stenhouse 
himself,  who  never  loses  an  opportunity  in  the  course  of  his  notes  to  mention 
that  "the  author's  manuscript  of  the  song  now  lies  before  me,"  takes  care  in 
this  instance  to  say  nothing  about  the  author's  manuscript !  And  with  regard 
to  Johnson's  religious  scruples,  every  reader  who  is  acquainted  with  the  full 
contents  of  his  six  volumes  knows  that  they  abound  in  liceutious  expressions, 
without  any  attempt  to  veil  them;  and  that  the  version  of  "  The  braw  wooer," 
which  he  gives  at  page  538,  Vol.  VI.,  "  as  originally  written  for  Ids  jcork,"  does  not 
contain  a  single  expression  that  a  saint  could  challenge  as  irreverent !] 

Last  May  a  braw  wooer  cam'  down  the  lang  glen, 

And  sair  wi'  his  love  he  did  deave  me ; 
I  said  there  was  naething  I  hated  hke  men — 

The  deuce  gae  wi'm  to  believe  me,  believe  me ; 

The  deuce  gae  wi'm  to  believe  me ! 

He  spak'  o'  the  darts  o'  my  bonie  black  een, 

And  vowed  for  my  love  he  was  deein  ; 
I  said  he  might  dee  when  he  lik^d  for  Jean — 

The  Lord  forgie  me  for  leein,  for  leein ; 

The  Lord  forgie  me  for  leein  ! 
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A  well-stocked  mailen — himsel'  for  the  laird — 
And  marriage  aff-hand,  were  his  proffers : 

I  never  loot  on  that  I  kenned  it,  or  cared, 

But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers,  waur  offers  ; 
But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers. 

But  what  wad  you  think  ? — ^in  a  fortnight  or  less, 

The  deil  tak'  his  taste  to  gae  near  her ! 
He  up  the  Gateslack  *  to  my  black  cousin  Bess — 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad  !  I  could  bear  her,  could  bear  her ; 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad,  I  could  bear  her ! 

But  a'  the  niest  week  as  I  fretted  wi'  care, 

I  gaed  to  the  tryste  o'  Dalgarnock, 
And  wha  but  my  fine  fickle  lover  was  there  ? 

I  glower'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlock,  a  warlock ; 

I  glower'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlock  ! 

But  owre  my  left  shouther  I  gae  him  a  blink. 

Lest  neibors  might  say  I  was  saucy ; 
My  wooer  he  capered  as  he'd  been  in  drink, 

^nd  vowed  I  was  his  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie ; 

And  vowed  I  was  his  dear  lassie. 

I  speered  for  my  cousin  fu'  couthy  and  sweet. 

Gin  she  had  recovered  her  hearin'. 
And  how  my  auld  shoon  fitted  her  shachl't  feet —  | 

But,  Heavens !  how  he  fell  a  swearin',  a  swearin' ; 

But,  Heavens !  how  he  fell  a  swearin' ! 

He  begged,  for  gudesake,  I  wad  be  his  wife, 

Or  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi'  sorrow : 
So  e'en  to  preserve  the  poor  body  in  life, 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-morrow ; 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow. 


*  Gateslack  -was  objected  to  by  ThomBon,  and  the  poet  changed  it  to  "lang 
loan." 

t  It  is  but  fair  to  note  that  in  the  poet's  MS.  this  line  stands — 
"And  how  her  new  shoon  fit  her  auld  shachl't  feet." 
For  the  improved  line  given  in  the  text,  embodying  a  familiar  proverbial  phrase 
we  are  indebted  to  the  version  in  the  Museum. 
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THEIR  aHOYES  0'  SWEET  MYRTLE. 
Tune — Humours  of  Glen. 

[This  fine  song  of  love  and  patriotism,  produced  in  the  summer  of  1795,  is 
generally  referred  to  as  one  of  the  poet's  best  effusions ;  yet,  although  it  is  united 
to  one  of  the  sweetest  of  the  Irish  melodies,  we  seldom  hear  of  its  being  sung. 
The  "Jean  "  who  is  so  rapturously  celebrated  in  this  and  the  song  immediately 
following,  may  have  been  the  poet's  wife ;  but  it  is  evident  from  his  correspond- 
ence at  this  period,  that  his  fancy  was  spell-bound  by  the  glamour  of  Jean 
Lorimer,  so  frequently  referred  to  in  these  notes. — See  page  274,  VoL  I.] 


Their  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands  reckon, 
Where  bright-beaming  summers  exalt  the  perfume ; 

Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  breckan, 
Wi'  the  burn  stealing  under  the  lang  yellow  broom. 

Far  dearer  to  me  are  yon  humble  broom  bowers, 
Where  the  blue-bell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly  unseen ; 

For  there,  lightly  tripping  amang  the  wild-flowers, 
A-Hstening  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Though  rich  is  the  breeze  in  their  gay  sunny  valleys, 
And  cauld  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave ; 

Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  the  proud  palace, 
What  are  they  ? — the  haunt  of  the  tyrant  and  slave  ! 

The  slave's  spicy  forests,  and  gold-bubbling  fountains, 

The  brave  Caledonian  views  wi'  disdain ; 
He  wanders  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  mountains. 

Save  love's  willing  fetters — the  chains  o'  his  Jean ! 
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0  THIS  IS  NO  MY  AIN  LASSIE. 
Tune — 0  this  is  no  my  ain  House. 

[This  lyric  must  rank  in  excellence,  as  a  love-song,  along  with  "  0  were  I  on 
Parnassus'  Hill" — page  250,  Vol.  I.  In  the  same  letter  which  enclosed  it,  dated 
3rd  August,  1795,  the  poet  transmitted  another  song  of  superlative  merit,  begin- 
ning— "0  bonie  was  yon  rosy  brier,"  celebrating  the  charms  of  his  Chloris, 
thereby  plainly  proclaiming  who  was  the  "  Jean  "  of  the  present  song.  Yet 
whatever  a  censorious  world  may  say  in  condemnation  of  Burns'  attachment  to 
her  with  the  "flaxen  ringlets,"  and 

"  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue, 

Bewitchingly  o'er-arching 
Twa  laughin'  een  o'  bonie  blue," 
we  cannot  but  be  satisfied  with  the  elegance  and  purity  of  all  the  lyrics  that  her 
charms  inspired.   In  the  very  last  song  he  sung  in  her  praise,  we  find  these 
qualities  in  perfection,  thus : — 

"  Yon  rosebuds  in  the  morning  dew, 

How  pure  amang  the  leaves  sae  green ; 
But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 

They  witnessed  in  their  shade  yestreen. 
The  pathless  wild,  and  wimpling  burn, 

Wi'  Chloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine  ; 
And  I  the  world,  nor  wish,  nor  scorn, 
Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign."] 

CHORUS. 

0  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie^ 

Fair  though  the  lassie  he  ; 
0  weel  hen  I  my  ain  lassie^ 

Kind  love  is  in  her'  e'e. 

1  SEE  a  form,  I  see  a  face, 

Ye  weel  may  wi'  the  fairest  place : 
It  wants,  to  me,  the  witching  grace, — 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 
0  this  is  no,  ^c. 

She's  bonie,  blooming,  straight,  and  tall, 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall ; 
And  aye  it  charms  my  very  saul, — 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 
0  this  is  no,  ^c. 

A  thief  sae  pawkie  is  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  blink,  by  a'  unseen  ; 
But  gleg  as  light  are  lovers'  een, 
When  kind  love  is  in  the  e'e. 
0  this  is  no,  ^c. 
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It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks, 
It  may  escape  the  learned  clerks ; 
But  weel  the  watching  lover  marks 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e 
0  this  is  no^  ^c. 


THE  HOPELESS  LOVER 

A  SCOTTISH  SONG. 
INSCEIBED  "TO  MY  VALUED  FRIEND,  CUNNINGHAM." 

[The  date  of  the  poet's  letter  enclosing  this,  and  three  other  productions,  is 
shewn  by  the  post-mark  to  be  3rd  August,  1795.  This  composition  is  more  of  a 
ballad-poem  than  a  song,  and  was  intended,  as  Allan  Cunningham  observes,  to 
be  administered  "as  a  sort  of  poetic  medicine  for  the  heart"  of  poor  Sandy 
Cunningham  of  Edinburgh,  whom  the  poet  had  doctored  in  the  same  fashion  at 
former  dates. — (See  notes  to  the  song,  "Fair  and  Fause,"  page  326,  Vol.  I.,  and 
also  the  song,  "Had  I  a  Cave,"  at  page  57  of  present  volume.)  "It  is  no  easy 
matter,"  Allan  adds,  "for  a  poet  to  load  himself  with  another  man's  woes,  and 
sing  them  with  a  natural  and  deep  emotion." 

In  the  poet's  printed  correspondence,  there  is  giA'en  a  short  letter  of  his  to 
Mrs.  Maria  Eiddel,  dated  20th  January,  1796,  which  closes  as  follows: — "The 
muses  have  not  quite  forsaken  me.  The  following  detached  stanzas  I  intend  to 
interweave  in  some  disastrous  tale  of  a  shepherd  '  despairing  beside  a  clear 
stream.' "  Dr.  Currie,  who  first  printed  this  letter,  did  not  state  what  the  ap- 
pended stanzas  were,  nor  supply  them ;  but  it  has  been  lately  alleged  that  they 
were  merely  a  portion  of  the  present  lyric,  composed  six  months  previously.] 

Now  spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green. 

And  strewed  the  lea  wi'  flowers : 
The  furrowed,  waving  corn  is  seen 

Rejoice  in  fostering  showers ; 
While  ilka  thing  in  nature  join, 

Their  sorrows  to  forego, 
O  why  thus  all  alone  are  mine 

The  weary  steps  of  woe ! 

The  trout  within  yon  wimpling  burn 

Ghdes  swift — a  silver  dart ; 
And  safe  beneath  the  shady  thorn 

Defies  the  angler's  art : 
My  Hfe  was  ance  that  careless  stream, 

That  wanton  trout  was  I ; 
But  love,  wi'  unrelenting  beam. 

Has  scorched  my  fountains  dry. 


(    79  ) 


The  little  floweret's  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows — 
Which,  save  the  Knnet's  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows — 
Was  mine ;  till  love  has  o'er  me  past, 

And  bhghted  a'  my  bloom, 
And  now  beneath  the  withering  blast 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  wakened  laverock  warbling  springs, 

And  climbs  the  early  sky. 
Winnowing  blythe  her  dewy  wings 

In  morning's  rosy  eye : 
As  little  recked  I  sorrow's  power. 

Until  the  flowery  snare 
O'  witching  love,  in  luckless  hour, 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  care. 

O  had  my  fate  been  Greenland  snows, 

Or  Afric's  burning  zone, 
Wi'  man  and  nature  leagued  my  foes, 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known  ! 
The  wretch  whase  doom  is,  '  hope  nae  mair,' 

What  tongue  his  woes  can  tell  ? — 
Within  whase  bosom,  save  despair, 

Nae  kinder  spirits  dwell. 


HEY  FOR  A  LASS  WF  A  TOCHER. 
Tune — Balinamona  ora. 

[After  an  interval  of  six  months  in  the  bard's  correspondence  with  Thomson, 
during  which  period  (to  use  his  own  words)  he  had  drunk  deep  of  the  cup  of 
affliction — the  autumn  had  robbed  him  of  his  only  daughter,  and  before  recover- 
ing from  that  shock,  he  became  himself  the  victim  of  a  severe  rheumatic  fever, 
and  was  just  beginning,  on  1st  Feb.,  1796,  after  many  weeks  of  a  sick-bed,  to 
crawl  across  the  room — ^under  these  circumstances  he  composed  and  sent  the 
following  humorous  song  to  fit  a  favourite  Irish  air.  Thomson,  in  acknowledg- 
ing receipt  of  it,  says : — "  It  is  a  most  excellent  song,  and,  with  you,  the  subject 
is  somewhat  new  indeed.  It  is  the  first  time  I  have  seen  you  debasing  the  god 
of  soft  desire  into  an  amateur  of  acres  and  guineas."] 

Aw  a'  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  alarms. 
The  slender  bit  beauty  ye  grasp  in  your  arms : 
O  gie  me  the  lass  that  has  acres  o'  charms, 
0  gie  me  the  lass  wi'  the  weel-stockit  farms. 

F 
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CHORUS. 

Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi  a  tocher. 
Then  hey  for  a  lass  wt'  a  tocher  ; 
Then  hey  for  a  lass  w  'C  a  tocher — 
The  nice  yellow  guineas  for  me. 

Your  beauty's  a  flower,  in  the  morning  that  blows, 
And  withers  the  faster,  the  faster  it  grows ; 
But  the  rapturous  charm  o'  the  bonie  green  knowes. 
Ilk  spring  they're  new  deckit  wi'  bonie  white  yowes. 
Then  hey^  ^c. 

And  e'en  when  this  beauty  your  bosom  has  blest, 
The  brightest  o'  beauty  may  cloy,  when  possest ; 
But  the  sweet  yellow  darUngs  wi'  Geordie  imprest. 
The  langer  ye  hae  them,  the  mair  they're  carest. 
Then  hey,  ^c. 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  ANE  I  LO'E  DEAR ! 

[In  the  month  of  May,  1796.  the  dying  poet  composed  and  forwarded  to 
Thomson  this  highly-finished  lyric.  In  the  preceding  month  he  had  written 
thus  to  his  musical  correspondent : — "  By  Babel  streams  I  have  sat  and  wept 
almost  ever  since  I  wrote  you  last :  I  have  only  known  existence  by  the  pressure 
of  the  heavy  hand  of  sickness,  and  have  counted  time  by  the  repercussions  of 
pain  !  Eheumatism,  cold,  and  fever,  have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  combination. 
I  close  my  eyes  in  misery,  and  open  them  without  hope.  I  look  on  the  vernal 
day,  and  exclaim  with  poor  Fergusson, 

'  Say  wherefore  has  an  all-indulgent  Heaven 
Light  to  the  comfortless  and  wretched  given?"* 
The  "Jessy  "  of  the  present  song  was  a  sister  of  his  brother-exciseman,  Lewars, 
an  amiable  young  woman  who  assisted  Mrs.  Burns  during  the  whole  of  this 
dismal  period,  in  ministering  to  the  wants  of  the  dying  bard.  Dr.  Chambers 
remarks, — "  It  is  curious  to  find  him,  even  in  his  present  melancholy  circum- 
stances, imagining  himself  as  the  lover  of  his  wife's  kind-hearted  young  friend, 
as  if  the  position  of  the  mistress  were  the  most  exalted  in  which  his  fancy  could 
place  any  woman  he  admired,  or  towards  whom  he  felt  gratitude." 

About  this  time  the  poet  made  Jessy  Lewars  the  subject  of  several  compli- 
mentary epigrams,  and  also  addressed  to  her  the  well-known  sweet  verses, 
beginning — "O  wert  thou  in  the  cauld  blast."] 

CHORUS. 

Here^s  a  health  to  ane  I  We  dear  ! 

Here^s  a  health  to  ane  I  Zo'e  dear  ! 

Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers  meet. 

And  soft  as  their  painting  tear-^  Jessy! 
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Although  thou  maun  never  be  mine, 

Although  even  hope  is  denied, 
'Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing, 

Than  aught  in  the  world  beside — Jessy  I 
Here's  a  healthy  ^c. 

I  mourn  through  the  gay,  gaudy  day. 
As,  hopeless,  1  muse  on  thy  charms ; 

But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber, 
For  then  I  am  lockt  in  thy  arms — Jessy  ! 
Here's  a  healthy  ^-c. 

I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 
I  guess  by  the  love-rolhng  e'e ; 

But  why  urge  the  tender  confession, 

'Gainst  fortune's  fell  cruel  decree — Jessy ! 

Here's  a  healthy  ^c* 


*  In  the  poet's  letter  to  Mr.  Thomson,  the  first  two  stanzas  and  chorus  only 
are  given,  and  he  supposed  our  poet  had  uever  gone  farther.  Among  his  MSS. 
was,  however,  found  the  third  stanza,  which  completes  this  exquisite  song,  the 
last  finished  offspring  of  the  poet's  muse. 


HERE  CLOSES  THE  LIST  OF  SONGS  PUBLISHED  BY  THOMSON  PRIOR 
TO  THEIR  APPEARANCE  IN  CURRIE'S  SUBSCRIPTION  EDITION  (1800.) 


STRAY  PUBLICATION  OF  POSTHUMOUS  PIECES,  PRIOR  TO  A.D.,  1800. 


Between  the  date  of  the  poet's  death,  and  the  production  of  Dr.  Carrie's  first 
edition,  several  unauthorized  publications  were  issued  from  time  to  time,  by 
printers  and  book  venders,  containing  poems  and  songs  by  Bums  that  hitherto 
had  not  appeared  in  any  collected  volume  of  his  works.  The  most  remarkable 
of  these  was  a  series  of  penny  and  twopenny  chap-books  (18mo.  size),  "printed 
for  and  sold  by  Stewart  &  Meikle,  Glasgow."  These  came  out  consecutively, 
every  Saturday,  commencing  27th  July,  1799,  on  which  day  appeared — 

L— "The  Jolly  Beggars;  or,  Tatterdemalions:  a  Cantata.  By  Eobert 
Burns,  the  Ayrshire  Poet.  Printed  from  the  Author's  own  Manuscript. 
Price  Twopence." 

II. — On  Saturday,  3rd  August,  were  issued,  "  The  Kirk's  Alarm  :  a  Satire, — 
The  Twa  Herds;  or.  The  Holy  Tulzib:  an  unco  mournfu'  Tale,— 
Epistle  from  a  Tailor  to  Egbert  Burns,  and  Eobert  Burns' 
Answer,— Epitaph  on  John  Dove,  Innkeeper,  Mauchline,— and  The 
Deil's  AWA'  wi'  the  Exciseman:  a  Song.  By  Eobert  Burns,  the  Ayr- 
shire Poet.   Price  Twopence." 

III.— On  10th  August  were  published,  "  Holy  Willie's  Pra:ybr  (without  the 
Epitaph),  Letter  to  John  Goudie,  Kilmarnock,  and  Six  favourite 
Songs.  By  Eobert  Bums,  the  Ayrshire  Poet  Price  Twopence."  [N.B. — 
The  whole  six  songs  had  been  previously  published  excepting  one — A 
Man's  a  Man  for  a'  that.'] 

We  shall  again  have  occasion  to  revert  to  the  subject  of  these  Chap-Books, 
when,  in  the  order  of  our  arrangement,  we  come  to  print  those  posthumous 
pieces  which  were  published,  in  one  volume,  by  Thomas  Stewart,  Glasgow,  in 
1801 :  meanwhile,  we  will  only  further  point  out  that  similar  little  publications 
were  issued  by  George  Gray,  Bookseller,  North  Bridge  Street,  Edinburgh, 
in  July,  1799.  From  one  of  these  now  before  us,  we  note  the  "Elegy 
on  the  Year  1788,"  "Verses  written  on  a  window  of  the  Inn  at  Oarron," 
and  "Impromptu,  on  being  hospitably  entertained  at  Dalnacardoch,  in  the 
Highlands." 

A  series  of  chap-books, — ^but  without  date, — containing  several  pieces  by 
Burns,  was  also  issued  by  Brash  &  Eeid,  printers,  Glasgow,  and  afterwards 
collected  and  published  in  one  volume,  under  the  title  of  "  Poetry :  Original 
and  Select; "  the  date  of  these,  however,  might  be  subsequent  to  those  above 
referred  to. 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS 


FIRST  PUBLISHED  BY  CURRIE,  IN  1800. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


Dr.  Ourrie  was  the  son  of  the  parish  minister  of  Kirkpatrick-Fleming,  in 
Dumfriesshire.  He  was  bom  in  1756,  and  applied  himself  in  early  life  to 
mercantile  pursuits,  which  he  afterwards  abandoned  for  the  profession  of 
medicine;  and  having  studied  at  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  he  commenced 
practice  as  a  physician  at  Liverpool  in  1780.  After  the  death  of  Burns,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  earnest  solicitations  of  Mr  Syme  of  Kyedale,  joined  to  those  of 
his  "  excellent  friend  and  relation,  Mrs.  Dunlop,"  and  other  friends  of  the  poet's 
family,  he  was  prevailed  on  to  undertake  the  task  of  biographer  and  editor  of 
Bums.  To  obviate  in  some  degree  the  disadvantages  of  distance,  Mr.  Syme  and 
Mr.  Gilbert  Burns  made  a  journey  to  Liverpool,  where  they  explained  and 
arranged  the  manuscripts,  and  selected  such  as  appeared  worthy  of  the  press. 

"  Dr.  Currie  does  not  seem  to  have  thought  any  particular  effort  at  arrange- 
ment or  illustration  necessary.  He  chiefly  confined  himself  to  the  duty  of  a 
pure  and  tasteful  selection.  It  appears  from  his  own  letters,  that  he  afterwards 
saw  possibilities  of  improvement,  but  he  did  not  live  to  accomplish  them.  This 
amiable  man — who  had  given  the  leisure  of  several  years  to  a  task  by  which 
£1400  were  realised  for  the  poet's  family— looking  for  no  reward  to  himself  be- 
yond the  happiness  of  succouring  the  helpless — died  at  a  too  early  age,  in  1805, 
perhaps  in  some  degree  the  victim  of  his  benevolent  exertions." — Chambers. 

Currie  has  recorded  that  in  the  summer  of  1792,  he  had  an  opportunity  of 
seeing  and  conversing  with  Burns  in  Dumfries.  He  writes, — "It  has  been  my 
fortune  to  know  some  men  of  high  reputation  in  literature,  as  well  as  in  public 
life,  but  never  to  meet  any  one  who,  in  the  course  of  a  single  interview,  com- 
municated to  me  BO  strong  an  impression  of  the  force  and  versatility  of  his 
talents.  After  this  I  read  with  greater  interest  and  attention  the  poems  then 
published,  with  a  full  conviction  that,  extraordinary  as  they  are,  they  afford  but 
an  inadequate  proof  of  the  powers  of  their  unfortunate  author." 


SONGS  FURNISHED  FOR  THOMSON,  BUT  FIRST  PUBLISHED  BY  CURRIE. 


(See  Introductory  Note,  page  A6.) 


MY  AIN  KIND  DEARIE. 

[This  is  the  very  first  song  contributed  by  Burns  for  Thomson'3  collection. 
That  gentleman,  on  13th  October,  1792,  had  written  to  him,  enclosing  a  note  of 
eleven  Scottish  songs  that,  in  his  opinion,  required  to  be  supplanted  by  others 
of  a  purer  kind  or  better  lyric  quality.  "  We  will  patiently  wait  your  own  time, " 
he  adds ;  "  one  thing  only  I  beg,  which  is,  that  however  gay  and  sportive  the 
Muse  may  be,  she  may  always  be  decent.  Let  her  not  write  what  beauty  would 
blush  to  speak,  nor  wound  that  charming  delicacy  which  forms  the  inost 
precious  dowry  of  our  daughters." 

The  poet  was  not  long  in  replying  to  Mr.  Thomson,  thus : — "  Let  me  tell  you 
that  you  are  too  fastidious  in  your  ideas  of  songs  and  ballads.  I  own  your 
criticisms  are  just:  the  songs  you  specify  in  your  list  have — all  but  one — the 
faults  j'ou  remark  in  them;  but  who  shall  mend  the  matter?  Who  shall  rise 
up  and  say,  '  G-o  to !  I  will  make  a  better  ?  '  For  instance,  on  reading  over  The 
Lea-Rig,  I  immediately  set  about  trying  my  hand  on  it,  and,  after  all,  I  could 
make  nothing  more  of  it  than  the  following,  which  Heaven  knows,  is  poor 
enough." 

The  melody  of  The  Lea-Rig  had  long  been,  and  is  yet,  a  standard  favourite 
among  Scottish  airs,  and  the  older  words  which  Burns  referred  to,  were  likely 
those  by  the  poet  Fergusson,  in  Johnson's  first  volume,  commencing — 
"  Will  ye  gang  o'er  the  lea-rig,  my  ain  kind  dearie,  0 ; 
And  cuddle  there  sae  kindly  wi'  me,  my  kind  dearie,  0 : " 
a  song  containing  some  good  points,  but  not  up  to  the  mark  for  polite  singing.] 

When  o'er  the  hill  the  eastern  star, 

Tells  bughtin-time  is  near,  my  jo, 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrow'd  field, 

Heturn  sae  dowf  and  weary,  O ; 
Down  by  the  burn,  where  scented  birks 

Wi'  dew  are  hanging  clear,  my  jo, 
I'll  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  0. 

In  mirkest  glen  at  midnight  hour, 

I'd  rove,  and  ne'er  be  eerie  O, 
If  thro'  that  glen  I  gaed  to  thee. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  0  : 
Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  sae  wild, 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary,  0, 
I'd  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  0. 
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The  hunter  lo'es  the  morning  sun, 

To  rouse  the  mountain  deer,  my  jo ; 
At  noon  the  fisher  seeks  the  glen, 

Along  the  burn  to  steer,  my  jo : 
Gie  me  the  hour  o'  gloamin  grey. 

It  mak's  my  heart  sae  cheery,  O, 
To  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 


WILL  YE  GO  TO  THE  INDIES,  MY  MARY? 

[The  second  song  in  Mr.  Thomson's  list  requiring  amendment  or  substitution 
was  the  time-worn  favourite,  Will  ye  go  to  the  Ewe-bughts,  Marion  f  Burns  did 
not  need  to  compose  new  verses  for  this  air,  because  lie  had  lying  in  his  deslc 
an  old  effort  of  his  to  clothe  that  exquisite  air  with  new  words,  and  he  now 
offered  it  to  Thomson.  The  verses  were  those  of  the  text ;  but  Thomson  had 
not  the  soul  to  appreciate  them,  and,  consequently,  threw  them  aside.  The  poet 
remarked, — "The  Ewe-hughts,  Marion,  has  obtained  a  place  among  our  more 
classical  Scottish  songs,  and  what  with  many  beauties  in  its  composition,  and 
more  prejudices  in  its  favour,  you  will  not  find  it  easy  to  supplant  it. 

"  In  my  very  early  years,  when  I  was  thinking  of  going  to  the  West  Indies,  1 
took  the  following  farewell  of  a  dear  girl.  It  is  quite  trifling,  and  has  nothing 
of  the  merits  of  the  Ewe-bughts ;  but  it  will  fill  up  this  page  (the  same  which 
contained  The  Lea-Rig.)  You  must  know  that  all  my  earlier  love-songs  were  the 
breathings  of  ardent  passion,  and  though  it  might  have  been  easy  in  after-times 
to  have  given  them  a  polish,  yet  that  polish  to  me,  whose  they  were,  and  who 
perhaps  alone  cared  for  them,  would  have  defaced  the  legend  of  my  heart, 
which  was  so  faithfully  inscribed  on  them.  Their  uncouth  simplicity  was,  as 
they  say  of  wines,  their  race." — See  Highland  Mary,  page  54,  and  also  head-notes 
at  pages  91,  208,  261,  288,  319,  Vol.  I.] 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

And  leave  auld  Scotia's  shore? 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

Across  th'  Atlantic's  roar  ? 

0  sweet  grows  the  lime  and  the  orange. 
And  the  apple  on  the  pine ; 

But  a'  the  charms  o'  the  Indies, 
Can  never  equal  thine. 

1  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Mary, 
I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  be  true ; 

And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me. 
When  I  forget  my  vow ! 
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O  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
And  phght  me  your  lily-white  hand ; 

0  phght  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
Before  I  leave  Scotia's  strand. 

We  hae  plighted  our  troth,  my  Mary, 

In  mutual  affection  to  join, 
And  curst  be  the  cause  that  shall  part  us ! 

The  hour  and  the  moment  o'  time ! 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WmSOME  WEE  THING. 


[The  next  eong  in  Thomson's  list  which  the  poet  selected  as  a  subject  worthy 
of  improvement,  was  an  old-fashioned  ditty,  preserved  in  Herd's  collection  and 
in  the  Museum,  which  runs  thus : — 

"  My  wife's  a  wanton  wee  thing, 
She'll  never  be  guided  by  me; 
She  play'd  the  loon  ere  she  was  married. 
She'll  do't  again  ere  she  dee ! 

She  sell'd  her  coat,  and  she  drank  it. 

She  row'd  hersel'  in  a  blanket, 
She  winna  be  guided  by  me ! 

She  mind't  na  when  I  forbad'  her, 

I  took  a  rung  and  I  claw'd  her, 
And  a  braw  gude  bairn  grew  she ! "  "  ♦ 
It  required  very  small  effort  indeed,  on  Burns'  part,  to  improve  upon  this ;  so, 
on  8th  November,  1792,  he  sent  the  lines  in  the  text,  with  this  observation : — 
"  In  the  air — My  wife's  a  wanton  wee  thing — if  a  few  lines,  smooth  and  pretty,  can 
be  adapted  to  it,  it  is  all  you  can  expect.  The  following  were  made,  extempore, 
for  it;  and  though,  on  farther  study,  I  might  give  you  something  more  profound, 
yet  it  might  not  suit  the  light-horse  gallop  of  the  air  so  well  as  this  random  clink." 

The  "  random  clink  "  of  Burns  was  not  sufficient  for  Thomson,  and  he  tried 
his  own  hand  at  an  alteration,  which  the  poet  in  his  reply  admitted  to  be  "  a 
positive  improvement."  So  uplifted  was  the  song-collector  with  this  compli- 
ment, that  he  soon  commenced  poet  on  his  own  account,  and  it  frequently 
required  no  little  exercise  of  firmness  on  Burns'  part  to  curb  his  correspondent's 
tendency  to  interfere  with  the  songs  furnished  to  him.  When  Thomson  came 
to  print  the  piece  with  his  own  "improvements,"  after  the  poet's  death,  he 
entitled  it:  '■'■My  wife's  a  winsome  wee  thing,  by  Burns  and  Thomson."] 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  bonie  wee  thing, 

This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine. 
I  never  saw  a  fairer, 
I  never  lo'ed  a  dearer. 
And  neist  my  heart  I'll  wear  her, 

For  fear  my  jewel  tine. 
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She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  bonie  wee  thing. 

This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine. 
The  warld's  wrack  we  share  o't, 
The  warstle  and  the  care  o't ; 
Wi'  her  I'll  blythely  bear  it, 

And  think  my  lot  divine. 


MARY  MORISON. 
Tune — Duncan  Davidson, 

[On  20th  March,  1793,  with  a  view  to  fit  a  well-known  tune — Duncan  Davidson — ■ 
with  modest  words,  the  poet  forwarded  this  exquisite  lyric,  observing  that  it 
was  one  of  his  "  juvenile  works,  not  very  remarkable  either  for  its  merits  or 
demerits."  There  has  been  considerable  speculation  as  to  who  the  "Mary 
Morison  "  of  his  youthful  days  might  be,  for  the  name  was  entirely  unknown  in 
his  early  localities.  The  poet's  sister  (Mrs.  Begg)  used  often  to  refer  with 
pleasure  to  an  amiable  young  woman  named  Ellison  Begbie,  whom  the  poet  was 
deeply  in  love  with  when  he  was  about  22  years  old,  and  whom  he  has  celebrated 
under  the  title  of  "  The  Lass  of  Cessnock  Bank."  Her  very  prosaic  surname 
being  so  ill-suited  for  weaving  into  song,  it  is  thought  that  by  transposing  it  and 
softening  the  sound  a  very  little,  he  converted  it  into  the  euphonious  name, 
"Peggy  Ellison."  Gilbert  Burns,  on  being  asked  by  Thomson  to  state  who  waa 
the  subject  of  the  song  Mary  Morison,  replied,  "  Mary  Morison  was  the  heroine 
of  some  old  light  verses,  beginning — Fll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet." 

The  reader  will  find  these  verses  at  page  232,  Vol.  I.,  addressed  by  Burns  to 
"  My  bonie  Peggy  Alison ;"  therefore  it  seems  reasonable  to  infer  that  Peggy 
Alison,  Mary  Morison,  and  Ellison  Begbie,  were  one  and  the  same  person,  and 
that  in  the  last  line  of  each  verse  of  the  present  song,  the  name  originally  read 
"Peggy  Ellison,"  instead  of  Mary  Morison. 

It  will  not  do  to  say  that  Burns  might  write  such  lyrics  as  these  without 
having  any  particular  person  in  view;  for  he  has  expressly  said  that  there  was 
"a  legend  of  his  heart  inscribed  ou  all  his  early  love-songs."] 

O  MARY,  at  thy  window  be. 

It  is  the  wish'd,  the  trysted  hour ; 
Those  smiles  and  glances  let  me  see^ 

That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor  : 
How  blythely  wad  I  bide  the  stoure, 

A  weary  slave  frae  sun  to  sun ; 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure — 

The  lovely  Mary  Morison ! 

Yestreen,  when  to  the  trembling  string, 
The  dance  gaed  thro'  the  lighted  ha', 

To  thee  my  fancy  took  its  wing, 
I  sat,  but  neither  heard  or  saw : 
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Tho'  tliis  was  fair,  and  that  was  brawj 
And  yon  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 

I  sigh'd,  and  said  amang  them  a', 
'  Ye  are  na  Mary  Morison/ 

O  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  his  peace, 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  gladly  dee  ? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  his, 

Whase  only  faut  is  loving  thee  ? 
If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie. 

At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown ; 
A  thought  ungentle  canna  be 

The  thought  o'  Mary  Morison. 


MEG  0'  THE  MILL. 

Tune. — Jackie  Ilume^s  Lament. 

[Communicated  to  Thomson  in  April,  1793.  The  bard  reckoned  this  as  one 
of  his  best  songs,  and  yet  so  squeamish  was  the  taste  of  his  correspondent,  that 
he  declined  to  adopt  it  in  his  collection.  Burns  thus  refers  to  this  production : — 
"  What  pleases  me  as  simple  and  naive,  disgusts  you  as  ludicrous  and  low.  For 
this  reason.  Fie,  gie  me  my  coggie,  sirs,  Fie,  lefs  a'  to  the  bridal,  with  several  others 
of  that  cast,  are  to  me  highly  pleasing ;  while  Saw  ye  my  father,  or  saw  ye  my 
mother?  delights  me  with  its  descriptive,  simple  pathos.  Thus  my  song,  'Ken 
ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten  ? '  pleases  myself  so  much  that  I  cannot  try 
my  hand  at  another  song  to  the  air,  so  I  shall  not  attempt  it.  I  know  you  will 
laugh  at  this ;  but,  ilka  man  wears  his  belt  his  ain  gait." 

In  Johnson's  sixth  volume,  there  is  another  song  of  the  same  title  with  the 
present — a  remarkably  clever,  but  not  very  polite  production — to  which  Burns' 
name  is  attached.   It  will  be  given  in  its  due  place.] 

0  KEN  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten, 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten  ? 
She  has  gotten  a  coof  wi'  a  claut  o'  siller, 
And  broken  the  heart  o'  the  barley  Miller. 

The  Miller  was  strappin,  the  Miller  was  ruddy ; 
A  heart  Hke  a  lord,  and  a  hue  hke  a  lady : 
The  Laird  was  a  widdiefu',  bleerit  knurl ; 
She's  left  the  gude-fellow  and  taen  the  churl. 

The  Miller  he  hecht  her,  a  heart  leal  and  loving : 
The  Laird  did  address  her  wi'  matter  mair  moving, 
A  fine-pacing  horse  wi'  a  clear  chained  bridle, 
A  whip  by  her  side,  and  a  bonie  side-saddle. 
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0  wae  on  the  siller,  it  is  sae  prevailing ; 
And  wae  on  the  love  that's  fix'd  on  a  mailin  ! 
A  tocher's  nae  word  in  a  true  lover's  parle, 
But,  gie  me  my  love,  and  a  fig  for  the  warl ! 


LOGAN  BRAES. 
Tune — Logan  Water. 

[On  25th  Jane,  1793,  the  poet  thus  wrote  to  Thomson: — "Have  you  ever,  my 
dear  sir,  felt  your  bosom  ready  to  burst  with  indignation,  on  reading  of  those 
mighty  villains  who  divide  kingdom  against  kingdom,  desolate  provinces,  and 
lay  nations  waste,  out  of  the  wantonness  of  ambition,  or  often  from  still  more 
ignoble  passions  ?  In  a  mood  of  this  kind  to-day,  I  recollected  the  air,  Logan 
Water,  and  it  occurred  to  me  that  its  querulous  melody  probably  had  its  origin 
from  the  plaintive  indignation  of  some  swelling,  suffering  heart,  flred  at  the 
tyrannic  strides  of  some  public  destroyer,  and  overwhelmed  with  private  dis- 
tress, the  consequence  of  a  country's  ruin.  If  I  have  done  anything  like  justice 
to  my  feelings,  the  following  song,  composed  in  three  -quarters  of  an  hour's 
meditation  in  my  elbow-chair,  ought  to  have  some  merit." 

Thomson's  criticism  is  as  follows : — "  Your  apostrophe  to  statesmen  is  admir- 
able ;  but  I  am  not  sure  if  it  is  quite  suitable  to  the  supposed  gentle  character 
of  the  fair  mourner  who  speaks  it." 

It  is  proper  to  notice  here,  that  there  is  another  fine  song  on  this  subject,  more 
simple  and  pastoral  in  treatment,  which  has  acquired  very  great  popularity.  It 
was  composed  by  John  Mayne,  and  published  in  1789.] 

0  Logan,  sweetly  didst  thou  glide, 
That  day  I  was  my  Willie's  bride, 
And  years  sinsyne  hae  o'er  us  run. 
Like  Logan  to  the  simmer  sun ; 
But  now  thy  flowery  banks  appear 
Like  drumhe  winter,  dark  and  drear  ; 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  face  his  faes, 
Far,  far  frae  me  and  Logan  braes. 

Again  the  merry  month  o'  May, 

Has  made  our  hills  and  valleys  gay ; 

The  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers. 

The  bees  hum  round  the  breathing  flowers : 

Blythe,  morning  lifts  his  rosy  eye, 

And  evening's  tears  are  tears  of  joy : 

My  soul,  delightless,  a'  surveys, 

While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 
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Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  bush, 
Amang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush ; 
Her  faithfu'  mate  will  share  her  toil, 
Or  wi'  his  song  her  cares  beguile : 
But  I  wi'  my  sweet  nurslings  here — 
Nae  mate  to  help,  nae  mate  to  cheer — 
Pass  widow'd  nights  and  joyless  days. 
While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

O  wae  upon  you,  men  o'  state. 
That  brethren  rouse  to  deadly  hate ! 
As  ye  make  mony  a  fond  heart  mourn, 
Sae  may  it  on  your  heads  return ! 
How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry  1  * 
But  soon  may  peace  bring  happy  days. 
And  Willie,  hame  to  Logan  braes ! 


0  WERE  MY  LOYE  YON  LILAC  FAIR. 
Tune — Hughie  Graham. 

[This  double  Btanza  was  composed  in  June,  1793,  as  additional  words  to  the 
following  beautiful  fragment  published  in  Herd's  collection,  VoL  II.,  1776 : — 
"  0  gin  my  love  were  yon  red  rose,  that  grows  upon  the  castle  wa'; 
And  I  mysel'  a  drap  o'  dew,  into  her  bonie  breast  to  fa': 
Oh  there,  beyond  expression  blest,  I'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night ; 
Seal'd  on  her  silk-saft  faulds  to  rest,  till  fley'd  awa  by  Phoebus'  light" 
Burns  writes, — "  This  thought  is  inexpressibly  beautiful,  and,  so  far  as  I  know, 
quite  original.   It  is  too  short  for  a  song,  else  I  would  forswear  you  altogether, 
unless  you  gave  it  a  place.   I  have  often  tried  to  eke  a  stanza  to  it,  but  in  vain. 
After  balancing  myself  for  a  musing  five  minutes  in  my  elbow-chair,  I  produced 
the  following.   The  lines  are  far  inferior  to  the  foregoing,  I  frankly  confess ; 
but  if  worthy  of  insertion  at  all,  they  might  be  first  in  place,  as  every  poet  who 
knows  anything  of  his  trade  will  husband  his  best  thoughts  for  a  concluding 
stroke." 

Referring  to  Burns'  additional  words,  Cunningham  observes  that  he  made  an 
unhappy  choice  in  sheltering  his  little  bird  in  the  lilac  tree ;  for  the  feathered 
songsters  are  foimd  to  avoid  it,  on  account  of  the  peculiar  smell  of  the  flower.] 

0  WERE  my  love  yon  lilac  fair, 

Wi'  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring ; 

And  I,  a  bird  to  shelter  there, 
When  wearied  on  my  little  wing. 


•  Originally, 

"  Te  mind  na,  'mid  your  cruel  jo3?s, 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cries." 
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How  I  wad  mourn,  when  it  was  torn 
By  autumn  wild,  and  winter  rude ! 

But  I  wad  sing  on  wanton  wing, 

When  youthfu'  May  its  bloom  renew'd. 


BONIE  JEAN. 

[On  2nd  July,  1793,  the  poet  wrote  thus  in  communicating  this  exquisite  pro- 
duction:— "I  have  just  finished  the  following  ballad,  and,  as  I  do  think  it  in  my 
best  style,  I  send  it  to  you.  The  heroine  is  Miss  Macmurdo,  daughter  of  Mr. 
Macmurdo  of  Drumlanrig,  one  of  your  subscribers."  (I  have  not  painted  her  in 
the  rank  which  she  holds  in  life,  but  in  the  dress  and  character  of  a  cottager.) 

Robert  Chambers,  who  had  access  to  the  original  correspondence,  notes  that 
this  last  sentence  which  we  have  marked  oflf,  "  does  not  appear  in  the  original 
letter;"  and  he  tells  us  that  many  such  liberties  had  been  taken  in  course  of 
publishing  the  "  Thomson  correspondence."] 

There  was  a  lass  and  she  was  fair, 

At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen; 
When  a'  the  fairest  maids  were  met. 

The  fairest  maid  was  bonie  Jean : 
And  ay  she  wrought  her  mammie's  wark, 

And  ay  she  sang  sae  merrilie ; 
The  blythest  bird  upon  the  bush, 

Had  ne'er  a  hghter  heart  than  she. 

But  hawks  will  rob  the  tender  joys 

That  bless  the  little  hntwhite's  nest ; 
And  frost  will  blight  the  fairest  flowers, 

And  love  will  break  the  soundest  rest. 
Young  Bobie  was  the  brawest  lad. 

The  flower  and  pride  of  a'  the  glen ; 
And  he  had  owsen,  sheep,  and  kye. 

And  wanton  naigies  nine  or  ten : 

He  gaed  wi'  J eanie  to  the  tryste. 

He  danc'd  wi'  Jeanie  on  the  down ; 
And  lang  e'er  witless  Jeanie  wist, 

Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peace  was  stown. 
As  in  the  bosom  o'  the  stream. 

The  moon-beam  dwells  at  dewy  e'en ; 
So  trembling,  pure,  was  tender  love 

Within  the  breast  o'  bonie  Jean.  * 

•  In  the  original  MS.,  our  poet  asks  Mr.  Thomson  if  this  stanza  is  not  original 
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And  now  she  works  her  mammie's  wark, 

And  ay  she  sighs  wi'  care  and  pain ; 
Ye  wist  na  what  her  ail  might  be,* 

Or  what  wad  mak'  her  weel  again. 
But  did  na  Jeanie's  heart  loup  light, 

And  did  na  joy  bhnk  in  her  e'e, 
As  Robie  tauld  a  tale  o'  love 

Ae  e'enin'  on  the  lily  lea? 

The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  west, 

The  birds  sang  sweet  in  ilka  grove ; 
His  cheek  to  hers  he  fondly  prest, 

And  whisper'd  thus  his  tale  o'  love : 
0  Jeanie  fair,  I  lo'e  thee  dear ; 

0  canst  thou  think  to  fancy  me  1 — 
Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie's  cot, 

And  learn  to  tent  the  farms  wi'  me  ? 

At  barn  or  byre  thou  shalt  na  drudge. 

Or  naethiug  else  to  trouble  thee ;  f 
But  stray  amang  the  heather-bells, 

And  tent  the  waving  corn  wi'  me. 
^^^ow  what  could  artless  Jeanie  do  ? 

She  had  nae  will  to  say  him  na : 
At  length  she  blush'd  a  sweet  consent. 

And  love  was  ay  between  them  twa. 


*  By  a  strange  misprint,  which  runs  through  all  editions  from  Ourrie  down- 
wards, the  first  word  of  this  line  has  been  made  "  Yet "  instead  of  Ve.  If  "  Yet " 
is  to  be  used,  then  the  following  word  must  be  altered  to  wists,  else  the  poet  is 
guilty  of  bad  grammar.  Bonie  Jean  knows  right  well  what  her  ailment  is:  it 
is  only  outsiders  that  "  wist  na  what  her  ail  might  be." 

t  In  the  MS.  presented  to  the  Macmurdo  family,  this  couplet  reads— 

"  Thy  handsome  foot  thou  shalt  na  set 
In  barn  or  byre  to  trouble  thee." 
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ADOWN  WINDING  NITH. 

Tune — The  mucking  o'  Geovdie^s  hyre. 

[This  highly  finished  song  was  produced  and  forwarded  to  Thomson  in  Aug., 
1793.  The  poet  remarked  thus : — "  Another  favourite  air  of  mine  is  The  Mucking 
o"  Geordie's  Byre.  When  sung  slow  with  expression,  I  have  ^vished  that  it  had 
better  poetry:  that  I  have  endeavoured  to  supply  as  follows.  Mr.  Clarke  (the 
musician)  begs  you  to  give  Miss  Phillis  a  corner  in  your  book,  as  she  is  a  particu- 
lar flame  of  his.  She  is  a  Miss  Phillis  Macmurdo,  sister  to  '  Bonie  Jean.'  They 
are  both  pupils  of  his."] 

Adoavn  winding  Nith  I  did  wander, 

To  mark  the  sweet  flowers  as  they  spring ; 

Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander, 
Of  PhilHs  to  muse  and  to  sing. 


CHORUS. 

Awa^  WTL  your  belles  and  your  heautieSy 
They  never  wH  her  can  compare : 

Whaever  has  met  ivi'  my  Phillis^ 
Has  met  wH  the  queen  d  the  fair. 

The  daisy  amus'd  my  fond  fancy, 

So  artless,  so  simple,  so  wild ; 
Thou  emblem,  said  I,  o'  my  Phillis, 

For  she  is  simplicity's  child. 

The  rose-bud's  the  blush  o'  my  charmer, 
Her  sweet  balmy  Hp  when  'tis  prest : 

How  fair  and  how  pure  is  the  lily, 
But  fairer  and  purer  her  breast. 
Awa\  ^c. 

Yon  knot  of  gay  flowers  in  the  arbour, 
They  ne'er  wi'  my  Phillis  can  vie : 

Her  breath  is  the  breath  o'  the  woodbine. 
Its  dew-drop  o'  diamond,  her  eye. 
Awa\  ^c. 

Her  voice  is  the  song  of  the  morning. 

That  wakes  thro'  the  green-spreading  grove, 

When  Phoebus  peeps  over  the  mountains. 
On  music,  and  pleasure,  and  love. 
Aiva\  ^c. 
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But  beauty,  how  frail  and  how  fleeting, 
The  bloom  of  a  fine  summer's  day ! 

While  worth  in  the  mind  o'  my  Phillis 
Will  flourish  without  a  decay. 


PHILLIS  THE  FAIR. 

Tune— i?o5m  Adair, 

[This  was  also  forwarded  in  August,  1793,  and  the  subject  is  the  same  as  that 
of  the  preceding  song.  It  was  not  the  fate  of  Mr.  Clarke  to  secure  the  hand  of 
Miss  Phillis  Macmurdo,  for  she  became  Mrs.  Norman  Lockhart  of  Carnwath. 
The  poet,  in  sending  this  little  song,  thus  wrote : — "  I  have  tried  my  hand  on 
Robin  Adair,  and,  you  will  probably  think,  with  little  success ;  but  it  is  such  a 
cursed,  cramp,  out-of-the-way  measure,  that  I  despair  of  doing  anything  better 
of  it.  So  much  for  namby-pamby.  I  may,  after  all,  try  my  hand  on  it  in  Scots 
versa   There  I  always  find  myself  most  at  home." 

He  accordingly,  in  his  next  letter,  enclosed  his  beautiful  song  to  the  same  ail, 
already  given  at  page  57.] 

While  larks  with  little  wing, 

Fann'd  the  pure  air, 
Tasting  the  breathing  spring, 

Forth  I  did  fare : 
Gay  the  sun's  golden  eye, 
Peep'd  o'er  the  mountains  high ; 
Such  thy  morn !  did  I  cry — 

Phillis  the  fair. 

In  each  bu*d's  careless  song. 

Glad,  I  did  share ; 
While  yon  wild  flowers  among, 

Chance  led  me  there : 
Sweet  to  the  opening  day, 
Rosebuds  bent  the  dewy  spray ; 
Such  thy  bloom  !  did  I  say — 

PhilHs  the  fair. 

Down  in  a  shady  walk. 

Doves  cooing  were, 
I  mark'd  the  cruel  hawk 

Caught  in  a  snare : 
So  kind  may  fortune  be ! 
Such  make  his  destiny ! 
He  who  would  injure  thee, 

PhilHs  the  fair. 
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BEHOLD  THE  HOUIL 
Tune —  Oran-gaoil, 

[Forwarded  in  September,  1793.  The  poet  thus  wrote  regarding  it: — "The 
following  song  I  have  composed  for  Qran  Gaoil,  the  Highland  air  that  you  tell 
me  in  your  last  you  have  resolved  to  give  a  place  to  in  your  book.  I  have  this 
moment  finished  the  song,  so  you  have  it  glowing  from  the  mint."  There  can 
be  no  doubt  that  this  lyric  was  composed  in  reference  to  Clannda's  departure 
for  the  West  Indies  in  Februarj-,  1792 ;  indeed,  her  grandson  alleges  that  the 
first  draft  of  it  was  sent  to  the  lady  herself,  on  27th  December,  1791 — a  statement 
that  may  not  be  inconsistent  with  the  words  of  the  poet  quoted  above.  It  might 
have  been  only  the  finishing-sixokes  that  were  "glowing  from  the  mint"  when 
be  sent  the  song  to  Thomson.] 

Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive : 

Thou  goest,  thou  darling  of  my  heart : 
Sever'd  from  thee,  can  I  survive  ? 

But  fate  has  will'd,  and  we  must  part. 
I'll  often  greet  the  surging  swell, 

Yon  distant  isle  will  often  hail : 
'  E'en  here,  I  took  the  last  farewell ; 

There  latest  mark'd  her  vanish'd  sail/ 

Along  the  solitary  shore, 

While  flitting  sea-fowl  round  me  cry, 
Across  the  rolhng,  dashing  roar, 

I'll  west- ward  turn  my  wistful  eye : 
Happy,  thou  Indian  grove,  I'll  say. 

Where  now  my  Nancy's  path  may  be ! 
While  thro'  thy  sweets  she  loves  to  stray, 

0  tell  me,  does  she  muse  on  me ! 


DOWN  THE  BURN  DAYIE. 

[This  was  an  old  song,  by  Eobert  Crawford,  which  Thomson  was  anxious  to 
preserve  in  his  collection ;  but  two  very  indelicate  concluding  verses  rendered 
it  inadmissable  without  some  alteration.  In  September,  1793,  Burns  wrote 
thus: — "'Down  the  Burn,  Davie — I  have  this  moment  tried  an  alteration,  leaviiig 
out  the  last  half  of  the  third  stanza,  and  the  first  half  of  the  last  stanza,  thus  "] — 

As  down  the  burn  they  took  their  way. 

And  thro'  the  flowery  dale; 
His  cheek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay, 
And  love  was  ay  the  tale. 
p  G 
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With  '  Mary,  when  shall  we  return, 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew  ? ' 
Quoth  Mary,  '  love,  I  like  the  burn, 

And  ay  shall  follow  you.' 

[Thomson,  who  had  taken  it  into  his  head  that  he  could  write  verses  as  well  as 
Burns,  discarded  the  above,  and  published  instead,  two  double-stanzas  of  his 
own,  of  the  iosfdest  kind,  excusing  himself  by  saying  that  Burns'  alteration, 
"though  a  great  improvement  on  Crawford's  song,  did  not  bring  it  to  the 
desirable  conclusion  here  given  to  it" 

For  the  sake  of  our  lady-readers,  we  give  eight  of  Thomson's  lines,  in  order  to 
show  his  notion  of  the  "  desirable  conclusion  "  of  a  love  song 
"  Not  May,  in  all  her  maiden  pride, 
Is  half  sae  sweet  as  thee ; 
O  say  thou'lt  be  my  ain  dear  bride ! 

Thou'rt  a'  the  world  to  me." 
•  Oh !  rapturous  sounds !  my  first,  best  love, 

Oome,  take  my  plighted  hand ! 
My  faith  and  truth  I'll  fondly  prove 
In  wedlock's  holy  band."] 


FAIR  JENNY. 

Tune — Saw  ye  my  Father. 

[Composed  and  sent  to  Thomson  in  September,  1793,  as  English  verses  to 
follow  the  favourite  Scots  ballad.  Saw  ye  my  father  ?  On  the  same  sheet  was 
inscribed  the  sweet  song  given  at  page  62,  Tlwu  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie,  as 
English  verses  to  follow  the  very  popular  ballad,  Fee  him.  Father,  fee  him.  Eobert 
Chambers  gives  the  following  very  inconsiderate  note  on  these  two  productions 
of  our  poet : — 

"The  old  song  (Saw  ye  my  Father),  though  objectional  in  subject,  has  kept  its 
ground  against  Burns'  effort  to  supplant  it."  "  Fee  him  father,  fee  him. — It  is 
surprising  that  Burns  should  have  thought  it  necessary  to  substitute  new  verses 
for  the  old  song  to  this  air,  which  is  one  of  the  most  exquisite  effusions  of 
genuine  natural  sentiment  in  the  whole  range  of  Scottish  lyrical  poetry.  Its 
merit  is  now  fully  appreciated,  while  Burns'  substitute  song  is  scarcely  ever  sung." 

These  remarks  are  as  imjust  as  they  are  inconsiderate.  Burns  has  recorded  his 
unbounded  admiration  of  both  the  old  ballads  referred  to;  and  the  verses  by 
himself,  thus  commented  on,  were  not  given  as  substitution-songs  and  supplanters', 
but  as  additional  songs  to  suit  the  English  singer,  in  conformity  with  the  plan 
of  Thomson's  work.  Besides,  we  deny  that  Burns'  song.  Thou  hast  left  me  ever, 
Jamie,  is  "scarcely  ever  sung."  It  was  one  of  John  Wilson's  most  effective 
songs,  and  will  be  sung  as  long  as  Scottish  melody  is  married  to  immortal  verse.] 

Where  are  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  morning, 
That  danc'd  to  the  lark's  early  song  ? 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wand'ring. 
At  evening  the  wild- woods  among  ? 

No  more  a-winding  the  course  of  yon  river. 
And  marking  sweet  flow'rets  so  fair ; 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  of  pleasure. 
But  sorrow  and  sad-sighing  care. 
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Is  it  that  summer's  forsaken  our  valleys, 

And  grim,  surly  winter  is  near  ? 
No,  no,  the  bees  humming  round  the  gay  roses, 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  the  year. 

Fain  would  I  hide  what  I  fear  to  discover. 
Yet  long,  long  too  well  have  I  known, 

All  that  has  caused  this  wreck  in  my  bosom 
Is  Jenny,  fair  Jenny  alone. 

Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefs  are  immortal. 
Not  hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow  : 

Come  then — enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  anguish, 
Enjoyment  I'll  seek  in  my  woe. 


DELUDED  SWAIN. 


[It  cannot  be  certain  how  much  of  this  song  is  the  composition  of  Burns.  It 
was  forwarded  in  September,  1793,  and  dismissed  with  this  remark :  "  As  for 
the  Collier's  Dochter,  take  the  following  old  bacchanal. "  If  it  is  an  old  song,  none 
of  the  poet's  annotators  have  been  so  fortunate  as  to  discover  it  in  old  collections.] 


Deluded  swain,  the  pleasure 
The  fickle  fair  can  give  thee. 

Is  but  a  fairy  treasure, 

Thy  hopes  will  soon  deceive  thee. 

The  billows  on  the  ocean, 
The  breezes  idly  roaming, 

The  clouds  uncertain  motion, 
They  are  but  types  of  woman. 

0  !  art  thou  not  ashamed. 
To  doat  upon  a  feature  ? 

If  man  thou  wouldst  be  named, 
Despise  the  silly  creature. 

Go  find  an  honest  fellow; 

Good  claret  set  before  thee: 
Hold  on  till  thou  art  mellow, 

And  then  to  bed  in  glory. 
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ON  THE  SEAS  AND  FAR  AWAY. 

Tune — O'er  the  hills^  ^c. 

[Communicated,  SOtti  August,  1794.  with  these  remarks: — "Th6  last  evening 
as  I  was  straying  out,  and  thinking  of  O'er  the  hills  and  far  away,  I  spun  the 
following  stanzas  for  it ;  but  whether  my  spinning  will  deserve  to  be  laid  up  in 
store,  like  the  precious  thread  of  the  silkworm,  or  brushed  to  the  devil,  like  the 
vile  manufacture  of  the  spider,  I  leave,  my  dear  sir,  to  your  usual  candid 
criticism.  I  was  pleased  with  several  lines  in  it  at  first,  but  I  own  that  it 
appears  rather  a  flimsy  business.  I  give  you  leave  to  abuse  this  song,  but  do 
it  in  the  spirit  of  Christian  meekness." 

Thomson  accordingly  put  on  his  critical  spectacles,  and  in  answer  said :  "  You 
have  anticipated  my  opinion.  I  do  not  think  it  one  of  your  happiest  productions, 
though  it  contains  some  stanzas  that  are  worthy  of  all  acceptation.  The  second 
is  the  least  to  my  liking,  particularly  'Bullets,  spare  my  only  joy!'  Confound 
the  bullets!  *  It  might  perhaps  be  objected  to  the  third  verse,  that  it  has  too 
much  grandeur  of  imagery,  and  that  greater  simplicity  of  thought  would  have 
better  suited  the  character  of  a  sailor's  sweetheart." 

The  poet  bit  his  lips,  and  replied, — "  I  shall  withdraw  my  On  the  seas  and  far 
away  altogether.  Making  a  poem  is  like  begetting  a  son:  you  cannot  know 
whether  you  have  a  wise  man  or  a  fool,  until  you  produce  him  to  the  world  to 
try  him."] 

How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad, 
When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad  ? 
How  can  I  the  thought  forego, 
He's  on  the  seas  to  meet  the  foe  ? 
Let  me  wander,  let  me  rove. 
Still  my  heart  is  with  my  love ; 
Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day  ^ 
Are  with  him  that's  far  away. 

CHORUS. 

On  the  seas  and  far  away^ 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away ; 
Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day 
Are  ay  with  him  that's  far  away. 

When  in  summer's  noon  I  faint. 
As  weary  flocks  around  me  pant, 
Haply  in  this  scorching  sun 
My  sailor's  thund'ring  at  his  gun : 
Bullets,  spare  my  only  joy ! 
Bullets,  spare  my  darhng  boy ! 
Fate,  do  with  me  what  you  may. 
Spare  but  him  that's  far  away ! 
On  the  seas,  ^c. 


*  Currie,  in  a  foot-note,  remarks, — "Doctors  differ.  The  objection  to  the' 
second  stanza  does  not  strike  the  editor." 
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At  the  starless  midnight  hour, 
When  winter  rules  with  boundless  power ; 
As  the  storms  the  forest  tear, 
And  thunders  rend  the  howling  air  ; 
Listening  to  the  doubling  roar, 
Surging  on  the  rocky  shore, 
All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray. 
For  his  weal  that's  far  away. 
On  the  seas^  4'C. 

Peace,  thy  olive  wand  extend, 
And  bid  wild  war  his  ravage  end — 
Man  with  brother  man  to  meet, 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet : 
Then  may  heaven  with  prosp'rous  gales. 
Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sails — 
To  my  arms  their  charge  convey — 
My  dear  lad  that's  far  away. 
On  the  seas,  ^-c. 


CA'  THE  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES. 

[At  page  256,  Vol.  I.,  will  be  found  the  older  version  of  this  favourite  song, 
with  two  fresh  verses  by  Burns.  The  head-note  to  that  production  will  apply 
to  the  present  beautiful  lyric.  The  verse  referring  to  "  Olouden's  silent  towers," 
points  out  the  favourite  haunt  of  the  poet,  referred  to  in  the  ballad  called  "  The 
Vision,"  given  at  page  5, — As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  ioicer.] 

CHORUS. 

Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 
Gd  them  whare  the  heather  grows, 
CcH  them  whare  the  hurnie  rowes, 
My  home  dearie. 

Hark,  the  mavis'  evening  sang 
Sounding  Clouden's  woods  amang !  * 
Then  a  faulding  let  us  gang. 
My  bonie  dearie. 
Ca'  the,  ^G. 


*  The  river  Olouden,  a  tributary  stream  to  the  Nith. 
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We'll  gae  down  by  Clouden  side, 
Thro'  the  hazels  spreading  wide, 
O'er  the  waves,  that  sweetly  glide 
To  the  moon  sae  clearly. 
Cd  the^  ^c. 

Yonder  Clouden's  silent  towers, 
Where  at  moonshine  midnight  hours, 
O'er  the  dewy  bending  flowers, 
Fairies  dance  sae  chearie. 
Cd!  the,  ^c. 

Ghaist  nor  bogle  shalt  thou  fear ; 
Thou'rt  to  love  and  heaven  sae  dear, 
Nocht  of  ill  may  come  thee  near. 
My  bonie  dearie. 
Cd  the,  ^c. 

Fair  and  lovely  as  thou  art. 
Thou  hast  stown  my  very  heart ; 
I  can  die — but  canna  part, 
My  bonie  dearie* 
Cd  the,  ^c. 


SAW  YE  MY  PHELY, 

(Quasi  dicat  Phillis.) 

Tune — When  she  cam  hen  she  bohbit. 

[This  is  merely  i  remodelling  of  the  poet's  song,  called,  Eppie  WNdb,  given 
at  page  290,  Vol.  I.  The  »«Phely"  would,  no  doubt,  be  Miss  Phillis  Macmurdo, 
and  the  broken-hearted  "  Willy  "  must  stand  for  the  love-lorn  Stephen  CIark&] 

O  SAW  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ? 
O  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ? 
She's  down  i'  the  grove,  she's  wi*  a  new  love. 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  Willy. 

What  says  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely? 
What  says  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  ? 
She  lets  thee  to  wit  that  she  has  thee  forgot. 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  Willy. 
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O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely  ? 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely  ? 
As  hght  as  the  air,  and  fause  as  thou's  fair, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  Willy. 


THE  LOVER'S  MORNING  SALUTE  TO  HIS 
MISTRESS. 
Tune — Deil  tak'  the  wars. 

[In  the  same  sheet  which  contained  the  foregoing  song,  the  poet  sent  the 

1)resent  highly-finished  lyric,  inspired  by  the  charms  of  his  "  Chloris."  The 
etter  is  dated  19th  October,  1794.  He  says,  in  reference  to  this  Morning 
Salute, — "Since  the  foregoing  was  written,  I  have  been  out  in  the  country 
taking  dinner  with  a  friend,  where  I  met  the  lady  whom  I  mentioned  iu  the 
second  page  of  this  odds-and-ends  of  a  letter.  As  usual,  I  got  into  song ;  and 
returning  home,  I  composed  the  following."  The  poet's  reference  to  Chloris 
here  alluded  to,  will  be  found  quoted  in  the  note,  page  274,  Vol.  I.] 

Sleep'st  thou,  or  wak'st  thou  fairest  creature  ? 

Rosy  morn  now  lifts  his  eye. 
Numbering  ilka  bud  which  nature 

Waters  wi'  the  tears  o'  joy : 

Now  through  the  leafy  woods,  * 

And  by  the  reeking  floods ; 
Wild  nature's  tenants,  freely,  gladly  stray ; 

The  Hntwhite  in  his  bower 

Chants  o'er  the  breathing  flower : 

The  lav'rock  to  the  sky 

Ascends  wi'  sangs  o'  joy. 
While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  bless  the  day. 

Phoebus  gilding  the  brow  o'  morning. 

Banishes  ilk  darksome  shade, 
Nature  gladdening  and  adorning ; 

Such  to  me  my  lovely  maid  : 

When  absent  frae  my  fair. 

The  murky  shades  o'  care 


Variation.   Now  to  the  streaming  fountain, 
Or  up  the  heathy  mountain 
The  hart,  hind,  and  roe,  freely,  wildly- wanton  stray ; 
In  twining  hazel  bowers 
His  lay  the  linnet  pourfe : 
The  lav'rock,  &c. 
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With  starless  gloom  o'ercast  my  sullen  sky ; 

But  when,  in  beauty's  light, 

She  meets  my  ravish'd  sight, 

When  through  my  very  heart 

Her  beaming  glories  dart ; 
'Tis  then  I  wake  to  life,  to  light  and  joy.* 


MARK  YONDER  POMP  OF  COSTLY  FASHION. 
Tune — Deil  tak^  the  wars. 

p:his  fine  lyric,  inspired  also  by  "  Chloris,"  and  produced  in  May,  1795,  was 
jomposed  to  fit  the  same  air  as  the  foregoing.  The  poet's  remarks  are  as 
follow: — "  Well !  this  is  not  amiss.  You  see  how  I  answer  your  orders — your 
tailor  could  not  be  more  punctual.  I  am  just  now  in  a  high  fit  for  poetizing, 
provided  that  the  strait-jacket  of  criticism  don't  cure  me.  If  you  can,  in  a 
post  or  two,  administer  a  little  of  the  intoxicating  potion  of  your  applause,  i  t 
will  raise  your  humble  servant's  frenzy  to  any  height  you  want.  I  am  at  this 
moment '  holding  high  converse '  with  the  Muses,  and  have  not  a  word  to  throw 
away  on  such  a  prosaic  dog  as  you  are." 

In  reference  to  the  air,  Deil  tak"  the  wars,  for  which  this  and  the  song 
immediately  preceding  were  written,  the  poet  remarked, — "  If  I  understand 
the  expression  of  it  properly,  it  is  the  very  native  language  of  simplicity,  tender- 
ness, and  love."] 

Mark  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashion. 

Round  the  wealthy  titled  bride ; 
But  when  compar'd  with  real  passion. 

Poor  is  all  that  princely  pride : 

What  are  their  showy  treasures  ? 

What  are  their  noisy  pleasures  ? 
The  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  art : 

The  polish'd  jewel's  blaze, 

May  draw  the  wond'ring  gaze. 

And  courtly  grandeur  bright, 

The  fancy  may  dehght, 
But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  heart. 


*  Variation.   When  frae  my  Chloris  parted, 
Sad,  cheerless,  broken-hearted, 
Then  night's  gloomy  shades,  cloudy,  dark,  o'ercast  my  sky: 
But  when  she  charms  my  sight, 
In  pride  of  beauty's  light; 
When  thro'  my  very  heart 
Her  beaming  glories  dart ; 
'Tis  then,  'tis  then  I  wake  to  life  and  joy. 
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But  did  you  see  my  dearest  Chloris, 

In  simplicity's  array ; 
Lovely  as  yon  sweet  opening  flower  is, 

Shrinking  from  the  gaze  of  day. 

0  then,  the  heart  alarming, 

And  all  resistless  charming. 
In  love's  delightful  fetters  she  chains  the  willing  soul !  * 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown, 

Even  Av*rice  would  deny 

His  worship'd  deity, 
And  feel  thro'  every  vein  love's  raptures  roll. 


MY  CHLORIS,  MARK  HOW  GREEN  THE 
GROYES. 
Tune — My  lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground* 

[Furnished  in  November,  1794.  The  first  three  words  of  the  opening  line  of 
this  song  are  generally  printed,  "■Behold  my  love,  how  green,"  &c.  The  poet 
introduced  the  lyric  with  these  remarks: — "  In  my  last,  I  told  you  my  objections 
to  the  song  you  had  selected  for  My  lodging  is  on  the  coldground.  On  my  visit  the 
other  day  to  my  fair  Chloris — that  is  the  poetic  name  of  the  lovely  goddess  of 
my  inspiration — she  suggested  an  idea,  which  I,  on  my  return  from  the  visit, 
wrought  into  the  following  song.  How  do  you  like  the  simplicity  and  tender- 
ness of  this  pastoral?   I  think  it  pretty  well."] 

My  Chloris  !  mark  how  green  the  groves, 

The  primrose  banks  how  fair : 
The  balmy  gales  awake  the  flowers, 

And  wave  thy  flaxen  hair. 
The  lav'rock  shuns  the  palace  gay, 

And  o'er  the  cottage  sings ; 
For  nature  smiles  as  sweet,  I  ween, 

To  shepherds  as  to  kings. 

Let  minstrels  sweep  the  skilfu'  string 

In  lordly  lighted  ha' ; 
The  shepherd  stops  his  simple  reed, 

Blythe,  in  the  birken  shaw  : 


*  "  Save  love's  willing  fetters — the  chains  o'  his  Jean," — Song,  page  76. 
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The  princely  revel  may  survey 

Our  rustic  dance  wi'  scorn ; 
But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  ours 

Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  ? 

The  shepherd,  in  the  flowery  glen, 

In  shepherd's  phrase  will  woo ; 
The  courtier  tells  a  finer  tale ; 

But  is  his  heart  as  true  ? 
These  wild- wood  flowers  I've  pu'd,  to  deck 

That  spotless  breast  o'  thine : 
The  courtier's  gems  may  witness  love — 

But  'tis  na  love  Uke  mine. 


LASSIE  Wr  THE  LINT-WHITE  LOCKS. 
Tune — Hothemurche's  Rant. 

[This  pretty  song  was  produced  in  November,  1794 — inspired,  like  so  toany 
others  at  that  period,  by  the  charms  of  "  Ohloris."    "  This  piece,"  said  the  poet, 

has  at  least  the  merit  of  being  a  regular  pastoral :  the  vernal  morn,  the  summer 
noon,  the  autumnal  evening,  and  the  winter  night,  are  regularly  rounded.  .  .  . 
The  air  puts  me  in  raptures ;  and,  in  fact,  unless  I  be  pleased  with  the  tune,  I 
never  can  make  verses  to  it."] 

CHORUS. 

Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  lochs^ 

Bonie  lassie^  artless  lassie^ 
Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  Jlocksf 
Wilt  thou  he  my  dearie  0  ? 

Now  nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea, 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee ; 
O  wilt  thou  share  its  joys  wi'  me, 
And  say  thou'lt  be  my  dearie  0  ? 
Lassie  wi\  ^c. 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer-shower 
Has  chear'd  ilk  drooping  little  flower ; 
We'll  to  the  breathing  woodbine  bower 
At  sultry  noon,  my  dearie  0. 
Lassie  wi\  ^c. 
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When  Cynthia  lights,  wi'  silver  ray, 
The  weary  shearer's  hameward  way ; 
Thro'  yellow  waving  fields  we'll  stray, 
And  talk  o'  love,  my  dearie  0. 
Lassie  wi\  ^c. 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 
Disturbs  my  lassie's  midnight  rest ; 
Enclasped  to  my  faithfu'  breast, 
I'll  comfort  thee,  my  dearie  0.* 
Lassie  wi^,  ^c. 


PHILLY  AND  WILLY. 

Tune — The  Sow's  Tail  to  Geordie 

[This  pastoral  dialogue  song  was  furnished  in  November,  1794.  The  poet 
nshered  it  in  with  these  observations : — "  This  morning,  though  a  keen  blowing 
frost,  in  my  walk  before  breakfast,  I  finished  the  duet  which  you  were  pleased 
to  praise  so  much.  Whether  I  have  uniformly  succeeded,  I  will  not  say ;  but 
here  it  is  for  you,  though  it  is  not  an  hour  old.  I  am  much  pleased  with  your 
idea  of  singing  our  songs  in  alternate  stanzas,  and  regret  that  you  did  not  hint 
it  to  me  sooner."  In  the  month  of  September  before  sending  this  song,  he  thus 
wrote  to  Thomson  about  it : — *'  Did  you  not  once  propose  Tfie  sow's  tail  to  Oeordie 
as  an  air  for  your  work  ?  I  am  quite  delighted  with  it ;  yet  I  acknowledge  that 
is  no  mark  of  its  excellence.  I  once  set  about  verses  for  it,  which  I  meant  to  be 
in  the  alternate  way  of  a  lover  and  his  mistress  chanting  together.  I  have  not 
the  pleasure  of  knowing  Mrs.  Thomson's  christian  name;  and  yours,  I  am  afraid, 
is  rather  burlesque  for  sentiment,  else  I  had  meant  to  have  made  you  two  the 
hero  and  heroine  of  the  little  piece." 

The  reader  will  scarcely  credit — so  exquisite  was  Thomson's  fastidiousness— 
that  he  suppressed  the  old  name  of  the  tune  as  shocking  to  refined  taste,  and 
styled  it  in  his  collection,  "A  Jacobite  Air  I"] 

HE. 

O  Phillt,  happy  be  that  day 
When  roving  through  the  gather'd  hay, 
My  youthfu'  heart  was  stown  away. 
And  by  thy  charms,  my  Philly. 


•  In  some  of  the  MSS.  this  stanza  runs  thus: 

And  should  the  howling  wintry  blast 
Disturb  my  lassie's  midnight  rest ; 
I'll  fauld  thee  to  my  faithfu'  breast, 
And  comfort  thee,  my  dearie  0. 
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SHE. 

O  Willy,  ay  I  bless  the  grove 
Where  first  I  owned  my  maiden  love  ; 
Whilst  thou  didst  pledge  the  powers  above 
To  be  my  ain  dear  Willy. 

HE. 

As  songsters  of  the  early  year 
Are  ilka  day  mair  sweet  to  hear ; 
So  ilka  day  to  me  mair  dear 
And  charming  is  my  Philly. 

SHE. 

As  on  the  brier  the  budding  rose 
Still  richer  breathes  and  fairer  blows  ; 
So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 
The  love  I  bear  my  Willy. 

HE. 

The  milder  sun  and  bluer  sky, 
That  crown  my  harvest  cares  wi'  joy, 
Were  ne'er  sae  welcome  to  my  eye 
As  is  a  sight  o'  Philly. 

SHE. 

The  little  swallow's  wanton  wing, 
Tho'  wafting  o'er  the  flowery  spring. 
Did  ne'er  to  me  sic  tidings  bring. 
As  meeting  o'  my  Willy. 

HE. 

The  bee  that  thro'  the  sunny  hour 
Sips  nectar  in  the  opening  flower, 
Compar'd  wi'  my  delight  is  poor, 
Upon  the  lips  o'  Philly. 

SHE. 

The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet 
When  evening  shades  in  silence  meet, 
Is  nocht  sae  fragrant  or  sae  sweet 
As  is  a  kiss  o'  Willy. 
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HE. 

Let  fortune*s  wheel  at  random  rin, 
And  fools  may  tyne,  and  knaves  may  win ; 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  in  ane, 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Philly. 

SHE. 

What's  a'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gie? 
I  care  na  wealth  a  single  flie ; 
The  lad  I  love's  the  lad  for  me, 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Willy. 


FOR  A'  THAT  AND  A'  THAT. 

[This  noble  production  was  composed  in  January,  1795.  The  poet's  observa- 
tions on  sending  it  were  as  follow: — "I  fear  for  my  songs;  however,  a  few 
may  please,  yet  originality  is  a  coy  feature  in  composition,  and  in  a  multiplicity 
of  efforts  in  the  same  style,  disappears  altogether.  A  great  critic  (Aikin)  on 
Bongs  says,  that  love  and  wine  are  the  exclusive  themes  for  song-writing.  The 
following  is  on  neither  subject,  and  consequently  is  no  song,  but  will  be  allowed, 
I  think,  to  be  two  or  three  pretty  good  prose  thoughts  inverted  into  rhyme.  I 
do  not  give  it  for  your  book,  but  merely  by  way  of  vive  la  bagatelle;  for  the 
piece  is  not  really  poetry."  Chambers  observes,  that  "  This  song  may  be  said 
to  embody  all  the  false  philosophy  of  Burns'  time,  and  of  his  own  mind."] 

Is  there,  for  honest  poverty 

That  hangs  his  head,  and  a'  that  ? 
The  coward-slave,  we  pass  him  by — 

We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Our  toils  obscure,  and  a'  that, 
The  rank  is  but  the  guinea's  stamp — 

The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 

What  though  on  hamely  fare  we  dine — 

Wear  hoddin  grey,  and  a'  that  ? 
Gie  fools  their  silks,  and  knaves  their  wine— ' 

A  man's  a  man,  for  a'  that : 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  tinsel  show,  and  a'  that ; 
The  honest  man,  though  e'er  sae  poor, 

Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  that. 


(    108  ) 


Ye  see  yon  birkie  ca'd  a  lord, 

Wha  struts,  and  stares,  and  a'  that ; 
Though  hundreds  worship  at  his  word, 

He's  but  a  coof  for  a'  that : 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

His  ribband,  star,  and  a'  that ; 
The  man  of  independent  mind, 

He  looks  and  laughs  at  a'  that. 

A  prince  can  mak'  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that ; 
But  an  honest  man's  aboon  his  might, 

Gude  faith  he  mauna  fa'  that !  * 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Their  dignities,  and  a'  that ; 
The  pith  o'  sense,  and  pride  o'  worth, 

Are  higher  rank  than  a'  that. 

Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may, 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that. 
That  sense  and  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth, 

May  bear  the  gree  and  a'  that  : 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

It's  comin'  yet  for  a'  that. 
That  man  to  man,  the  warld  o'er. 

Shall  brothers  be  for  a'  that ! 


LET  ME  IN  THIS  AE  NIGHT. 

[This  was  composed  in  February,  1795,  with  a  view  to  fit,  with  modest  words, 
a  very  favourite  air,  which  had  long  been  sung  to  beautiful  but  rather  indelicate 
verses.  In  September,  1794,  the  poet  wrote  thus  to  Thomson  regarding  it: — "I 
have  begun  Let  me  in  this  ae  Night.  Do  you  think  that  we  ought  to  retain  the  old 
chorus  ?  I  think  we  must  retain  both  the  old  chorus  and  the  first  stanza  of  the 
old  song.  I  do  not  altogether  like  the  third  line  of  the  first  stanza,  but  cannot 
alter  it  to  please  myself.  I  am  j  ust  three  stanzas  deep  in  it  Would  you  have  the 
denouement  to  be  successful  or  otherwise  ? — should  she  '  let  him  in '  or  not  ?  "] 

0  LASSIE,  art  thou  sleeping  yet. 

Or  art  thou  wakin',  I  would  wit  ? 
For  love  has  bound  me,  hand  and  fit. 

And  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 

*  "Mauna  fa'  that" — must  not  try  that.  There  is  an  old  Jacobite  song  given 
by  Bitson  where  the  same  expression  occurs — 

"The  whigs  think  a'  that  weal  is  won;  but  faith  they  mauna  fa'  that." 
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CHORUS. 

0  let  me  in  this  ae  nighty 
This  ae^  ae,  ae  night ; 

For  pity's  sake,  this  ae  nighty 
0  rise  and  let  me  in,  jo. 

Thou  hear'st  the  winter  wind  and  weet ; 
Nae  star  bhnks  thro'  the  driving  sleet ; 
Tak'  pity  on  my  weary  feet, 
And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  jo. 
0  let  me  in,  ^c. 

The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  blaws, 
Unheeded  howls,  unheeded  fa's ; 
The  cauldness  o'  thy  heart's  the  cause 
Of  a'  my  grief  and  pain,  jo. 
0  let  me  in,  ^c. 


HER  ANSWER. 

O  TELL  na  me  o'  wind  and  rain, 
Upbraid  na  me  wi'  cauld  disdain  ; 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  cam'  again, 
I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

CHORUS. 

/  tell  you  now  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 

And  ance  for  a\  this  ae  night, 
I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

The  snellest  blast,  at  mirkest  hours, 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours, 
Is  nocht  to  what  poor  she  endures 
That's  trusted  faithless  man,  jo. 
/  tell  you  now,  ^c. 
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The  sweetest  flower  that  deck'd  the  mead, 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed : 
Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read, 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo. 
/  tell  you  now,  ^c. 

The  bird  that  charm' d  his  summer- day, 
Is  now  the  cruel  fowler's  prey : 
Let  witless,  trusting  woman  say 
How  aft  her  fate's  the  same,  jo. 
/  tell  you  now,  ^c. 


FORLORN,  MY  LOYE,  NO  COMFORT  NEAR. 

Tune — Let  me  in  this  ae  night, 

[This  is  the  English  song  which  Burns  composed  to  follow  the  foregoing  Scots 
verses  to  the  same  air.  The  date  appears  from  Thomson's  reply  to  have  been 
June,  1795,  and  "  Chloris  "  is  again  his  subject.  The  poet  asks  in  his  letter— 
"  How  do  you  like  this  ?  I  have  written  it  within  this  hour :  so  much  for  the 
■peed  of  my  Pegasus;  but  what  say  ye  to  his  bottom?"] 

Forlorn,  my  love,  no  comfort  near, 
Far,  far  from  thee,  I  wander  here ; 
Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  severe 
At  which  I  most  repine,  love. 

CHORUS. 

0  wert  thou,  love,  hut  near  me, 
But  near,  near,  near  me ; 
How  kindly  thou  wouldst  cheer  me. 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  love. 

Around  me  scowls  a  wintry  sky, 
That  blasts  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy ; 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I, 
Save  in  these  arms  of  thine,  love. 
0  wert,  4'C. 

Cold,  alter'd  friendship's  cruel  part, 
To  poison  fortune's  ruthless  dart — 
Let  me  not  break  thy  faithful  heart 
And  say  that  fate  is  mine,  love. 
0  wert,  4'C. 
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But  dreary  tho'  the  moments  fleet, 
O  let  me  think  we  yet  shall  meet  I 
That  only  ray  of  solace  sweet 
Can  on  thy  Chloris  shine,  love. 
0  wert,  ^0, 


ON  OHLORIS  BEING  ILL. 
Tune — Ay  wakirC  0. 

[This  song,  "On  Chloris  being  ill,"  was  produced  in  Maj'.  1795,  and  accords 
finely  with  the  plaintive  air  for  which  it  was  written.] 


CHORUS. 

Long^  long  the  nighty 

Heavy  comes  the  morrow^ 

While  my  souVs  delight^ 
Is  on  her  bed  of  sorrow. 

Can  I  cease  to  care  1 
Can  I  cease  to  languish, 

While  my  darUng  fair 

Is  on  the  couch  of  anguish  t 
Long,  ^c. 

Every  hope  is  fled, 

Ev'ry  fear  is  terror ; 
Slumber  even  I  dread, 

Every  dream  is  horror. 
Long, 

Hear  me,  pow'rs  divine ! 

Oh,  in  pity  hear  me ! 
Take  aught  else  of  mine. 

But  my  Chloris  spare  me ! 
Long,  ^c. 


H 
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'TWAS  NA  HER  BONIE  BLUE  E'E. 
Tune — Laddie,  lie  near  me. 

[This  was  forwarded  at  the  same  time  with  the  preceding,  and  although  the 
name  Mary  in  the  last  verse  is  found  in  eome  copies,  the  name  Chloris  appears 
in  others.] 

'TwAs  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin ; 
Fair  tho'  she  be,  that  was  ne'er  my  utidoing : 
'Twas  the  dear  smile  when  naebody  did  mind  us, 
'Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  stown  glance  o'  kindness. 

Sair  do  I  fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me, 
Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun  abide  me; 
But  tho'  fell  fortune  should  fate  us  to  sever, 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  ever. 

Mary,  I'm  thine  wi'  a  passion  sincerest. 
And  thou  hast  plighted  me  love  o'  the  dearest ! 
And  thou'rt  the  angel  that  never  can  alter, 
Sooner  the  sun  in  his  motion  would  falter. 


HOW  CRUEL  ARE  THE  PARENTS. 
Tune — John  Anderson,  my  Jo, 

[Produced  in  May,  1795,  and  noted  as  being  an  alteration  of  "  an  old  English 
BOng."  The  object  was  simply  to  supply  English  words  for  the  old  Scots  air, 
conform  to  the  plan  of  Thomson's  work.] 

How  cruel  are  the  parents 

Who  riches  only  prize, 
And  to  the  wealthy  booby. 

Poor  woman  sacrifice ! 
Meanwhile  the  hapless  daughter 

Has  but  a  choice  of  strife ; 
To  shun  a  tyrant  father's  hate, 

Become  a  wretched  wife. 


(  lis  ) 


The  ravening  hawk  pnrsuing— 
The  trembling  dove  thus  flies ; 

To  shun  impelling  ruin 
A  while  her  pinions  tries ; 

'Till  of  escape  despairing- 
No  shelter  or  retreat, 
.  She  trusts  the  ruthless  falconer, 
And  drops  beneath  his  feet. 


WHY,  WHY  TELL  THY  LOYER. 
Tune — The  Caledonian  Hunfs  Delight. 

[Composed  in  July,  1795.  The  subject  is  Chloris,  and  the  air  is  the  original 
set  of  the  same  time  to  which  Bmie  Boon  is  sung.  Thomson,  misled  by  the 
title,  wanted  Bacchanalian  or  tantivy  words  for  it ;  but  Burns,  who  had  a  fine 
perception  in  music,  could  only  read  pathos  in  the  air,  and  composed  accordingly, 
"  The  Caledonian  Hunt,"  said  he,  "  is  so  charming,  that  it  would  make  any  subject 
in  a  song  go  down;  but  pathos  is  certainly  its  native  tongue."] 

Why,  why  tell  thy  lover, 

Bliss  he  never  must  enjoy  ? 
Why,  why  undeceive  him. 

And  give  all  his  hopes  the  lie  ? 

O  why,  while  fancy,  raptured,  slumbers — 

Chloris,  Chloris  all  the  theme — 
Why,  why  wouldst  thou  cruel 

Wake  thy  lover  from  his  dream  ? 


YON  ROSY  BRIER. 

[This  exquisite  song,  which  seems  to  be  the  very  last  that  was  inspired  by  the 
witchei-y  of  Chloris,  was  composed  in  August,  1795.  It  ranks  among  the  most 
Buccessful  of  Bums' lyrics.  "I  do  not  know,"  said  the  poet,  "whether  I  am 
right,  but  that  song  pleases  me."] 

0  BONiE  was  yon  rosy  brier. 

That  blooms  sae  far  frae  haunt  o'  man ; 
And  bonie  she,  and  ah,  how  dear ! 

It  shaded  frae  the  e'enin'  sun. 
Yon  rosebuds  in  the  morning  dew 

How  pure,  amang  the  leaves  sae  green ! 
But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 

They  witness'd  in  their  shade  yestreen. 
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All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower, 

That  crimson  rose,  how  sweet  and  fair ! 
But  love  is  far  a  sweeter  flower 

Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  care. 
The  pathless  wild,  and  wimpling  burn, 

Wf  Chloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine ; 
And  I  the  world,  nor  wish,  nor  scorn — 

Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign. 


FAIREST  MAID  ON  DEVON  BANKS. 

Tune — RothemurMs  Bant. 

[This  -would  appear  to  be  the  last  poetical  effort  of  Bums.  His  letter  contain- 
ing it  is  dated  from  "  Brow,  on  the  Solway  Firth,  12th  July,  1796,"  and  nine  dajrs 
thereafter  he  was  numbered  with  the  dead.  He  thus  wrote  regarding  the 
song: — "I  tried  my  hand  on  Rothemurche  this  morning:  the  measure  is  so 
difficult  that  it  is  impossible  to  infuse  much  genius  into  the  lines." 

The  verses  were  furnished  to  order,  with  a  view  to  supply  English  words  for 
singing  to  the  fine  Scots  air  for  which  he  had  written  his  admired  song — Lassie 
wV  the  lint-white  locks.  By  this  time  the  poet  seemed  to  have  lost  much  of  his 
regard  for  "Ohloris,"  and  his  mind  wandered  retrospectively  to  that  heyday 
of  his  existence  in  1787 — those  bright  hours  which  he  had  spent  on  the  banks  of 
the  Devon  with  Peggy  Chalmers  and  Charlotte  Hamilton.  His  imagination 
seemed  now  to  suggest  to  him  that  malice  and  slander  had  been  the  means  of 
depriving  him  of  their  coveted  society,  and  hence  the  turn  that  the  following 
verses  took.  So  we  find  that  to  the  last  hour  of  his  existence,  the  communion 
of  soul  betwixt  lover  and  mistress  was  to  Bums,  the  dearest  of  human  emotions.! 

CHORUS. 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  hanhs^ 
Crystal  Devon^  winding  Devon, 

Wilt  thou  lay  that  frown  aside, 
And  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do  ? 

Full  well  thou  knowest  I  love  thee  dear, 
Couldst  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear  ? 
0  did  not  love  exclaim,  '  Forbear, 
Nor  use  a  faithful  lover  so '  ? 
Fairest  maid,  ^c. 

Then  come,  thou  fairest  of  the  fair. 
Those  wonted  smiles,  O  let  me  share ; 
And  by  thy  beauteous  self  I  swear, 
No  love  but  thine  my  heart  shall  know^ 
Fairest  maid,  ^c. 


MISCELLANEOUS  SONGS,  FIRST  PRINTED  BY  DR.  CURRIE* 


BARLY  SCRAPS  OF  VERSB. 


The  poet  mentions  in  his  autobiography,  that  when  he  entered  on  the  Mosegiel 
undertaking,  at  Martinmas,  1783,  he  did  so  with  the  full  resolution  of 
becoming  wise,  by  reading  books  on  farming — calculating  crops,  and 
attending  markets.  Currie  records  that  he  procured  a  little  book  of  blank 
paper,  with  this  purpose  expressed  on  its  first  page.  The  farming  me- 
moranda were  but  thinly  sown,  and  these  soon  made  way  altogether  to 
receive  a  crop  of  versicles  and  ballad-snatches,  of  which  his  biographer 
printed  the  following  samples. 


I'LL  GO  AND  BE  A  SODGER. 

APEIL  1782. 


[This  impromptu  was  uttered  when  he  came  back  to  Lochlea,  after  his  short 
and  fruitless  sojourn  in  Irvine.  The  stone  chimney-piece  of  the  little  garret- 
room  where  he  slept,  in  his  father's  biggin,  still  bears  his  initials,  with  the  date, 
"1782,"  believed  to  have  been  cut  by  his  own  hands.  In  order  to  completely 
understand  the  future  bard's  position  at  this  period,  the  reader  has  but  to  glance 
at  his  own  account  of  it : — "I  was  obliged  to  give  up  this  (flax-dressing)  scheme  : 
the  clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick  roimd  my  father's  head;  and, 
what  was  worst  of  all,  he  was  visibly  far  gone  in  consumption ;  and,  to  crown 
my  distresses,  a  belle  Jllle  whom  I  adored,  and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet 
me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jUted  me,  with  peculiar  circumstances  of 
mortification." 

"  Early  in  life  (so  he  wrote  six  years  after  the  verse  in  the  text  was  uttered,) 
and  all  my  life,  I  reckoned  on  a  recruiting  drimi  as  my  forlorn  hope."] 

0  WHY  the  deuce  should  I  repine, 
And  be  an  ill  foreboder  ? 

I'm  twenty-three,  and  five-feet-nine, — 
I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger! 

1  gat  some  gear  wi'  meikle  care, 
I  held  it  weel  thegither ; 

But  now  it's  gane,  and  something  mair — 
I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger ! 


*  To  avoid  painful  minutiae,  we  here  include  a  few  pieces  which  were  added 
by  Currie  in  his  second  edition  (1801.) 
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ROB  MOSSGIEL. 

[Here  we  have  the  young  poet,  after  his  father's  death,  which  happened  in 
February,  17S4,  in  occupation  (along  with  his  brother  Gilbert,  for  the  family 
behoof)  of  the  farm  of  Moss  cravel  or  Mossgiel,  giving  prudent  advice  to  the  young 
women  of  Mauchllne,  that  little  countrj'  town  about  two-thirds  of  a  mile  from 
his  farm,  and  which,  through  him,  has  become  a  place  of  note  for  ever.  This 
impromptu  he  afterwards  extended  into  an  excellent  song,  which  will  be  given 
among  those  contributed  by  him  to  Johnson's  sixth  volume.] 

0  LEAVE  novels,  ye  Mauchline  belles ! 

Ye're  safer  at  your  spinning  wheel ; 
Such  witching  books,  are  baited  hooks, 

Tor  rakish  rooks  like  Rob  Mossgiel. 
Beware  a  tongue  that's  smoothly  hung, 

A  heart  that  warmly  seems  to  feel ; 
That  feeling  heart  but  acts  a  part, — 

'Tis  rakish  art  in  Rob  Mossgiel. 


THE  BELLES  OF  MAUCHLINE. 


[Here  the  poet  shows  that  me  at  least  of  the  fine  ladies  of  Mauchline  did  not 
take  his  advice  to  beware  of  "  Eob  Mossgiel."  A  foot-note,  by  Chambers,  gives 
some  account  of  the  six  belles  named  in  the  last  four  lines  of  the  verse,  and  to 
his  information  we  have  to  add,  that  the  husband  of  Miss  Markland  was  James 
Finlay,  excise-officer  in  Tarbolton,  who  was  commissioned,  on  Slst  March, 
1788,  to  instruct  Bums  in  the  art  of  gauging  and  excise  book-keeping.  Through 
this  connection,  he  was  introduced  and  married  to  the  "  divine  belle  "  in  Sep- 
tember of  same  year.  Finlay  removed  with  his  wife  to  Greenock  in  1792,  where 
the  latter  died  in  1851,  aged  86,  having  survived  her  husband  17  years. 

Miss  Smith's  husband  was  Mr.  James  Candlish,  an  early  friend  and  corres- 
pondent of  the  poet  In  March,  1787,  Bums  addressed  a  letter  to  him  from 
Edinburgh,  styling  him  "Student  in  Physic,  Glasgow  College;  "  he  calls  him, 
"My  ever  dear,  old  acquaintance,"  and  refers  to  Candlish's  acknowledged 
powers  of  logic.  Two  years  after  this  date,  the  poet  names  him  among  members 
of  the  Grochallan  Club,  at  Edinburgh,  and  hails  him  as  "  Candlish,  the  earliest 
friend,  except  my  only  brother,  that  I  have  on  earth,  and  one  of  the  worthiest 
fellows  that  ever  any  man  called  by  the  name  of  friend."  This  gentleman,  after 
his  marriage  to  Miss  Smith,  became  a  teacher  in  connection  with  Edinburgh 
University,  and  died  in  1806,  leaving  six  children. , the  youngest  of  whom  became 
the  distinguished  Dr.  Candlish  of  the  Free  Church.  The  witty  Belle  of  Mauch- 
line died  in  1854,  aged  86,  and  her  celebrated  son  died  19th  October  1873. 

Miss' Betty  Miller  claimed  to  have  been  the  "Eliza"  of  Burns'  early  song— 
"  From  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  go ;  "  but  this  seems  not  to  have  been  the  case,  as 
we  have  shewn  in  the  note  to  that  song— page  126,  Vol.  I.] 

In  Mauchline  there  dwells  six  proper  young  belles, 
The  pride  of  the  place  and  its  neighbourhood  a'; 

Their  carriage  and  dress,  a  stranger  would  guess, 
In  Lon'on  or  Paris  they'd  gotten  it  a': 
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Miss  Miller  is  fine,  Miss  Marklancts  divine, 

Miss  Smith  she  has  wit,  and  Miss  Betty  is  braw  ; 

There's  beauty  and  fortune  to  get  wi'  Miss  Morton ; 
But  Armour's  the  jewel  for  me  o'  them  a'.* 


CALEDONIA. 
Tune — The  Caledonian  Hunt's  Delight. 

[Dr.  Currie  found  this  curious  compoBition  among  the  poet's  papers,  and  it  ia 
impossible  to  assign  a  date  to  it.  Allan  Cunningham  remarks,  "There  is  both 
knowledge  of  history  and  elegance  of  allegory  in  this  singular  song;  but  the 
most  remarkable  part  is  the  conclusion,  where  the  poet  proves  by  mathematical 
demonstration,  the  Immortality  of  Caledonia.  It  has  been  remarked  of  this,  as 
well  of  others  of  his  productions,  that  it  bears  the  stamp  of  national  love,  and 
of  a  manly  understanding.  Indeed,  in  the  hastiest  snatch  he  ever  penned,  some 
happy  touch  will  be  foimd,  denoting  the  hand  of  the  master,  some  singular 
thought,  or  feUcitouB  line — easy  to  him,  and  unattainable  to  others."] 

There  was  once  a  day,  but  old  Time  then  was  young, 

That  brave  Caledonia,  the  chief  of  her  Mne, 
From  some  of  your  northern  deities  sprung, 

(Who  knows  not  that  brave  Caledonia's  divine  ?) 
From  Tweed  to  the  Orcades  was  her  domain, 

To  hunt,  or  to  pasture,  or  do  what  she  would ; 
Her  heav'nly  relations  there  fixed  her  reign, 

And  pledg'd  her  their  godheads  to  warrant  it  good. 

A  lambkin  in  piece,  but  a  lion  in  war, 

The  pride  of  her  kindred,  the  heroine  grew : 
Her  grandsire,  old  Odin,  triumphantly  swore, — 

'  Whoe'er  shall  provoke  thee,  th'  encounter  shall  rue ! ' 
With  tillage  or  pasture  at  times  she  would  sport. 

To  feed  her  fair  flocks  by  her  green  rustling  corn ; 
But  chiefly  the  woods  were  her  fav'rite  resort, 

Her  darhng  amusement,  the  hounds  and  the  horn. 


*  It  may  be  gratifying  to  curiosity  to  know  the  fates  of  the  six  belles  of 
Mauchline.  Miss  Helen  Miller,  the  first-mentioned,  became  the  wife  of  Burns' 
friend.  Dr.  Mackenzie ;  the  divine  Miss  Markland  was  married  to  a  Mr.  Finlay, 
an  officer  of  excise  at  Greenock ;  Miss  Jean  Smith  was  afterwards  Mrs.  Candlish ; 
MisB  Betty  (Miller)  became  Mrs.  Templeton ;  and  Miss  Morton  married  a  Mr. 
Paterson.  Of  Armour's  history,  immortality  has  taken  charge.  In  1850,  Mrs. 
Paterson,  Mrs.  Finlay,  and  Mrs.  Candlish  survived.— Cftom6er«,  1851. 
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Long  quiet  she  reigned ;  'till  thitherward  steer 

A  flight  of  bold  eagles  from  Adria's  strand :  * 
Repeated,  successive  for  many  long  years, 

They  darken'd  the  air,  and  they  plunder'd  the  land : 
Their  pounces  were  murder,  and  terror  their  cry, 

They'd  conquer'd  and  ruin'd  a  world  beside ; 
She  took  to  her  hills,  and  her  arrows  let  fly, 

The  daring  invaders  they  fled  or  they  died. 

The  fell  Harpy-raven  took  wing  from  the  north. 

The  scourge  of  the  seas,  and  the  dread  of  the  shore ;  f 
The  wild  Scandinavian  boar  issu'd  forth 

To  wanton  in  carnage  and  wallow  in  gore :  X 
O'er  countries  and  kingdoms  their  fury  prevail'd, 

No  arts  could  appease  them,  no  arms  could  repel ; 
But  brave  Caledonia  in  vain  they  assail'd. 

As  Largs  well  can  witness,  and  Loncartie  teU.  § 

The  Camelon-savage  disturb'd  her  repose. 

With  tumult,  disquiet,  rebellion,  and  strife ; 
Provok'd  beyond  bearing,  at  last  she  arose. 

And  robb'd  him  at  once  of  his  hopes  and  his 
The  Anghan  lion,  the  terror  of  France, 

Oft  prowling,  ensanguin'd  the  Tweed's  silver 
But,  taught  by  the  bright  Caledonian  lance, 

He  learned  to  fear  in  his  own  native  wood. 

Thus  bold,  independent,  unconquer'd,  and  free, 

Her  bright  course  of  glory  for  ever  shall  run ; 
For  brave  Caledonia  immortal  must  be — 

I'll  prove  it  from  Euclid  as  clear  as  the  sun : 
Rectangle-triangle,  the  figure  we'll  chuse. 

The  upright  is  Chance,  and  old  Time  is  the  base ; 
But  brave  Caledonia's  the  hypotenuse ; 

Then  ergo,  she'U  match  them,  and  match  them  always.  % 


*  The  Romans.  t  The  Saxons.  J  The  Danes. 

§  Two  famous  battles  in  which  the  Danes  or  Norwegians  were  defeated. 
II  The  Highlanders  of  the  Isles. 

%  This  singular  figure  of  poetry,  taken  from  the  mathematics,  refers  to  the 
famous  proposition  of  Pythagoras,  the  47th  of  Euclid.  In  a  right-angled  triangle, 
the  square  of  the  hypotenuse  is  always  equal  to  the  squares  of  the  two  other 
Bides. 


life:  II 

flood; 
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THE  LASS  0'  BALLOCHMYLE. 
Tune — Ettrick  Banks. 

[The  history  of  this  highly  finished  and  most  artistic  production  is  ■well  Known. 
It  was  composed  in  the  interval  between  the  printing  of  his  poems  at  Kilmar- 
nock in  the  Spring  of  1786,  and  the  end  of  Autumn  following,  when  he  formed 
the  resolution  to  issue  a  second  edition.  He  applied  to  the  heroine  of  the  song 
for  her  permission  to  print  it  in  his  proposed  new  edition — an  unnecessary 
application,  one  would  suppose,  when  the  lady's  name  is  not  mentioned  in  the 
verses ;  he,  nevertheless,  gave  himself  much  concern  on  this  subject,  and  even 
begged  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair  to  use  her  influence  with  Miss  Alexander  to  that 
effect.  "When  in  Edinburgh  too,  he  complained,  in  a  letter  to  Gavin  Hamilton, 
that  this  song,  along  with  another,  having  a  celebrated  Ayrshire  lady  for  its 
subject,  were  tried  by  a  jury  of  literati,  and  the  author  forbidden  to  print  them. 
He  adds, — "I  cannot  help  shedding  a  tear  to  the  memory  of  two  songs  that  had 

cost  me  some  pains ;  but  I  must  submit  My  poor  unfortunate  songa 

come  again  across  my  memory.  D —  the  pedant,  frigid  soul  of  criticism  for 
ever  and  ever!" 

In  his  letter  to  Miss  Alexander,  the  poet  describes  with  great  minuteness  the 
scene  and  the  occasion  which  gave  birth  to  the  song;  and,  judging  from  that 
description,  the  rencontre  alluded  to  could  not  have  occurred  later  than  the  early 
part  of  July;  for  he  refers  to  "the  hoary  hawthorn  twig  that  shot  across  the 
way ; "  to  the  "  harmony  poured  forth  by  the  feathered  warblers ; "  and  to  "  the 
gaiety  of  the  vernal  year."  The  spot  of  meeting  is  now  marked  by  the  erection 
of  a  rustic  grotto,  in  which  a  tablet  is  inserted  containing  a  facsimile  of  the 
poet's  manuscript  of  two  verses  of  the  song. 

Dr.  Chambers  records  that,  in  1837,  he  had  the  pleasure  of  lunching  at 
Ballochmyle  with  "  the  bonie  lass  "  of  the  text — then  a  comely,  cheerful  old 
iady  of  82.  Thus,  she  must  have  been  31  when  the  muse  of  Burns  hailed  her  as 
the  perfection  of  Nature's  works.  She  latterly  resided  in  Kilmarnock,  and  died 
in  1843. — On  same  subject,  see  notes  at  pages  259  and  310,  Vol.  I.] 

'TwAS  even — the  dewy  fields  were  green, 

On  every  blade  the  pearls  hang  ; 
The  Zephyr  wantoned  round  the  bean, 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  alang : 
In  every  glen  the  mavis  sang, 

All  nature  hstening  seemed  the  while ; 
Except  where  green- wood  echoes  rang 

Amang  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle. 

With  careless  step  I  onward  strayed. 

My  heart  rejoiced  in  nature's  joy; 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chanced  to  spy : 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye, 

Her  air  like  nature's  vernal  smile, 
Perfection  whispered  passing  by, 

'  Behold  the  lass  o'  Ballochmyle ! '  * 

*  Variation.   The  lily's  hue  and  rose's  dye 

Bespoke  the  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 
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Fair  is  the  morn  in  flowery  May, 

And  sweet  is  night  in  Autumn  mild ;  , 
When  roving  thro'  the  garden  gay, 

Or  wandering  in  the  lonely  wild : 
But  woman,  nature's  darling  child ! 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compile ; 
Even  there  her  other  works  are  foil'd 

By  the  bonie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle ! 

0  had  she  been  a  country  maid. 

And  I  the  happy  country  swain  ; 
'Tho'  sheltered  in  the  lowest  shed 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain. 
Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil, 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 

Then  pride  might  climb  the  slipp'ry  steep ; 

Where  fame  and  honours  lofty  shine 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep, 

Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine : 
Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  flocks  or  till  the  soil, 
And  every  day  have  joys  divine. 

With  the  bonie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle  ! 
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BONIB  CASTLE  GORDON. 

[This  noble  lyric  was  forwarded,  along  with  the  song  given  at  page  214,  Vol.  L, 
•o  Gordon  Castle,  on  20th  October,  1787,  as  some  return  for  the  hospitality  which 
had  been  shown  to  the  poet  there  on  his  visit  a  few  weeks  before.  Mr.  Hoy,  the 
Duke's  librarian,  wrote  thus  in  acknowledging  receipt  of  the  verses :—"  Your 
Bong  I  shewed  without  naming  the  author,  and  it  was  judged  by  the  Duchess  to 
be  the  production  of  Dr.  Beattie.  When  I  informed  her  that  you  were  the 
author,  she  wished  that  you  had  ymtten  the  verses  in  Scotch."] 

Streams  that  glide  in  orient  plains, 
Never  bound  by  winter's  chains  ; 

Glowing  here  on  golden  sands, 
There  commix'd  with  foulest  stains 

From  tyranny's  empurpled  bands : 
These,  their  richly  gleaming  waves, 
I  leave  to  tyrants  and  their  slaves ; 
Give  me  the  stream  that  sweetly  laves 

The  banks  by  Castle  Gordon. 

Spicy  forests,  ever  gay, 
Shading  from  the  burning  ray 

Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toil. 
Or  the  ruthless  native's  way. 

Bent  on  slaughter,  blood  and  spoil : 
Woods  that  ever  verdant  wave, 
I  leave  the  tyrant  and  the  slave ; 
Give  me  the  groves  that  lofty  brave 

The  storms  by  Castle  Gordon. 

Wildly  here  without  control, 
Nature  reigns  and  rules  the  whole ; 

In  that  sober  pensive  mood. 
Dearest  to  the  feeling  soul, 

She  plants  the  forest,  pours  the  flood : 
Life's  poor  day  I'll  musing  rave. 
And  find  at  night  a  sheltering  cave. 
Where  waters  flow  and  wild  woods  wave, 

By  bonie  Castle  Gordon. 
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MY  PEGGY'S  FACE,  MY  PEGGY'S  FORM. 

[This  song,  through  Bome  mistake  or  other,  was  omitted  from  Johnson's 
second  volume,  against  the  express  desire  of  Burns  to  have  it  inserted  there- 
for " strong  private  reasons" — along  with  that  on  the  same  subject  which  we 
have  given  at  page  234,  Vol.  L — to  the  note  on  which  we  now  refer  the  reader. 
From  some  circumstance  equally  strange,  it  was  not  given  in  any  of  the 
succeeding  volumes  of  Johnson  till  it  appeared  in  Currie's  edition  of  the  poet 
The  heroine  is  Margaret  Chalmers,  afterwards  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay.  She  and 
Charlotte  Hamilton  were  a  kind  of  "  Bessie  Bell  and  Mary  Gray  "  to  the  poet, 
whose  fancy  seemed  to  have  "  jeed  between  them  "  for  a  long  time.  In  both  of 
the  Bongs  written  in  compliment  to  Miss  Chalmers,  it  will  be  observed  that  the 
poet  carefully  avoids  the  conventional  style  of  love-effusions,  and  refers  chiefly 
to  the  charms  of  her  "native  grace  devoid  of  art,"  and  her  mental  and  moral 
qualities.] 

My  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's  form, 
The  frost  of  hermit  age  might  warm ; 
My  Peggy's  worth,  my  Peggy's  mind. 
Might  charm  the  first  of  human  kind : 
I  love  my  Peggy's  angel  air, 
Her  face  so  truly,  heavenly  fair, 
Her  native  grace  so  void  of  art ; 
But  I  adore  my  Peggy's  heart. 

The  lily's  hue,  the  rose's  dye. 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eye ; 
Who  but  owns  their  magic  sway? 
Who  but  knows  they  all  decay? 
The  tender  thrill,  the  pitying  tear. 
The  generous  purpose,  nobly  dear. 
The  gentle  look  that  rage  disarms — 
These  are  all  immortal  charms. 


JOCKIE'S  TA'EN  THE  PARTING  KISS. 

[This  charming  song  was  written  for  Johnson's  Museum;  but,  like  the  one  im- 
mediately preceding,  was  not  published  in  that  work  till  after  its  appearance  in 
Currie's  edition.  The  poet  scarcely  ever  surpassed  the  excellence  which  this 
lyric  displays.] 

Jockie's  ta'en  the  parting  kiss. 

O'er  the  mountains  he  is  gane, 
And  with  him  is  a'  my  bliss, — 

Nought  but  griefs  with  me  remain. 
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Spare  my  luve,  ye  winds  that  blaw ! — 
Plashy  sleets  and  beating  rain ! 

Spare  my  luve  thou  feathery  snaw, 
Drifting  o'er  the  frozen  plain ! 

When  the  shades  of  evening  creep 

O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  e'e, 
Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep, 

Sweetly  blythe  his  waukening  be !  * 
He  will  think  on  her  he  loves. 

Fondly  he'll  repeat  her  name ; 
For  where'er  he  distant  roves, 

Jockie's  heart  is  still  at  hame. 


THE  DUMFRIES  VOLUNTEERS; 
Tune — Push  about  the  Jorum. 


(This  patriotic  effusion  first  appeared  in  the  Dumfries  Journal  of  5th  May. 
J795.  That  regimental  body  was  formed  in  the  spring  of  same  year,  and  Burns 
was  enrolled  a  member  thereof.  Allan  Cunningham  has  written  thus  regarding 
these  volunteers: — "  I  remember  well  the  appearance  of  that  respectable  corps ; 
their  odd,  but  not  ungraceful  dress ;  white  kerseymere  breeches  and  waistcoat ; 
short  blue  coat,  faced  with  red ;  and  round  hat,  surmounted  by  a  bearskin,  like 
the  helmets  of  our  Horse  Guards;  and  I  remember  the  poet  also — his  very 
swarthy  face,  his  ploughman  stoop,  his  large  dark  eyes,  and  his  indifferent 
dexterity  in  the  handling  of  his  arms." 

The  very  expressive  tune  to  which  it  is  adapted  in  the  Museum  (V ol.  VI.,  p. 
565)  was  composed  for  it  by  Stephen  Clarke.  It  was  engraved  by  Johnson,  and 
published  as  a  sheet-song,  and  Burns  distributed  a  large  number  of  copies  among 
the  members  of  his  corps.  He  thus  wrote  to  Johnson  on  receipt  of  these : — "  Thank 
you  for  the  copies  of  my  Volunteer  ballad.  Our  friend  Clarke  has  indeed  done 
well :  'tis  chaste  and  beautiful.  I  have  not  met  with  anything  that  has  pleased 
me  so  much." 

George  Thomson  included  this  song  in  his  work,  but  Clarke's  aiv  being  copy- 
right, he  set  it  to  the  very  unsuitable  tune,  The  barrin  o'  the  door,  0!  Templeton, 
in  his  vocal  entertainments,  did  even  worse ;  for  he  sung  it  to  the  cockney  air, 
Betsy  Baker  r\ 

Does  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat  ? 

Then  let  the  loons  beware,  sir. 
There  are  wooden  walls  upon  our  seas, 

And  volunteers  on  shore,  sir  : 


*  "A  sound  sleep  and  a  blythe  waukening "  was  one  of  those  "weel -waled 
benisons"  which  the  poet  frequently  uttered  as  a  parting  Good-night  to  hia 
cherished  friends. 
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The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincon,* 

And  Criffel  j  sink  in  Sol  way, 
E'er  we  permit  a  foreign  foe 

On  British  ground  to  rally! 
W^ll  ne^er  permit^  ^c, 

0  let  tis  not,  like  snarling  tykes, 

In  wrangling  be  divided; 
'Till  slap! — come  in  an  unco  loon, 

And  wi'  a  rung  decide  it : 
Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  oursel's  united ; 
For  never  but  by  British  hands 

Maun  British  wrangs  be  righted. 
No  !  never  hut  hy^  ^c. 

The  kettle  o'  the  kirk  and  state. 

Perhaps  a  claut  may  fail  in't ; 
But  deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loon 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in't ! 
Our  fathers'  blude  the  kettle  bought, 

And  wha  wad  dare  to  spoil  it ; 
By  Heaven !  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  fuel  be  to  boil  it ! 
By  Heavens  !  ^c. 

The  wretch  that  wad  a  tyrant  own, 

And  the  wretch,  his  true-born  brother, 
Who  would  set  the  moh  aboon  the  throne^ 

May  they  be  damned  together  ! 
Who  will  not  sing  '  God  save  the  king,* 

Shall  hang  as  high's  the  steeple ; 
But,  while  we  sing  '  God  save  the  king,' 

We'll  ne'er  forget  the  People. 
But^  while  we  sing,  ^c. 


*  A  high  hill  at  the  source  of  the  Nith.— (E,  B.) 
t  A  well-known  mountain  at  the  mouth  of  the  same  river.— (B.  B.) 
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OH,  WERT  THOU  IN  THE  CAULD  BLAST. 

[This  little  gem  was  composed  by  the  poet  during  his  last  illness,  and  ad- 
dressed to  his  kind  attendant,  Jessie  Lewars,  in  whose  honour  that  other  dying 
song  of  his — "  Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear  " — ^was  also  composed.  It  is 
said  that  she  was  sitting  at  the  piano  in  a  room  where  the  sick  bard  was  present, 
and  she  endeavoured  to  soothe  him  by  gently  playing  a  sweet,  plaintive  air, 
called  The  Wren,  or  Lennox  Love  (No.  483  of  the  Museum).  The  poet  requested 
her  to  continue  the  music  till  his  ear  got  accustomed  to  the  tune;  and,  taking 
up  a  pencil  and  paper,  he  very  soon  produced  this  admirable  little  song.  Felix 
Mendelssohn,  the  famous  composer,  took  a  fancy  to  these  words,  and  set  them 
to  music  of  his  own ;  but  it  must  be  owned  that  the  old  Scots  air  unites  more 
happily  with  the  verses  than  does  the  melody  by  the  great  musician.  The 
charming  Scots  air,  called  The  lass  o'  Livingston,  would  perhaps  fit  the  song  besl 
of  alL] 

Oh,  wert  thou  in  tlie  cauld  blast, 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea ; 
My  plaidie  to  the  angry  airt — 

I'd  shelter  thee,  I'd  shelter  thee : 
Or  did  misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thee  blaw,  around  thee  blaw  j 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom, 

To  share  it  a',  to  share  it  a'. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

Sae  black  and  bare,  sae  black  and  bare ; 
That  desert  were  a  paradise. 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there : 
Or  were  I  monarch  o'  the  globe, 

Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi'  thee  to  reign ; 
The  brightest  jewel  in  my  crown 

Wad  be  my  queen,  wad  be  my  queen. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POSTHUMOUS  POEMS  FIRST  PRINTED  BY  CURRIE. 


REMORSE.. 

A  FRAGMENT. 


[These  lines  are  entered  in  the  poet's  early  common-place  book,  under  date, 
September,  1788.  They  seem  to  indicate  some  keen  self-reproaches  on  accounl 
of  those  sins  of  the  flesh  which  he  tells  us  he  first  learned  to  treat  with  levity 
during  his  winter  residence  at  Ir\'ine  in  1781-82.] 


Of  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  peace — 

That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with  anguish, 

Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  those 

That  to  our  folly,  or  our  guilt  we  owe  : 

In  every  other  circumstance,  the  mind 

Has  this  to  say — ' It  was  no  deed  of  mine;* 

But  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 

This  sting  is  added — '  Blame  thy  foolish  self ! ' 

Or,  worser  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse, 

The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  guilt — 

Of  guilt,  perhaps  where  we've  involved  others , 

The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  loved  us ; 

Nay  more,  that  very  love  their  cause  of  ruin ! 

O  burning  hell !  in  all  thy  store  of  torments 

There's  not  a  keener  lash ! 

Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  while  his  heart 

Feels  all  the  bitter  horrors  of  his  crime, 

Can  reason  down  its  agonizing  throbs ; 

And  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment. 

Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peace? 

O  happy,  happy,  enviable  man ! 

0  glorious  magnanimity  of  soul ! 
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SECOND  EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE, 

A  BROTHER  POET  AND  BROTHER  FIDDLER. 

[David  Sillar  published  his  own  poems  in  1789,  and  prefixed,  by  way  of  intro- 
duction, this  epistle  addressed  to  him  by  Burns.  The  date  of  it  has  not  been 
ascertained;  but  1785  has,  with  great  liklihood,  been  assigned  to  it.  Burns' 
sister  (Mrs.  Begg)  communicated  the  fact  that,  when  22  years  old,  the  poet 
began  to  teach  himself  to  play  the  violin.  He  would  rise  early  in  winter  morn- 
ings, break  up  the  kitchen  gathering-coal,  and  scrape  away  at  the  instrument  to 
the  great  discomfort  of  other  members  of  the  household;  and  when  this  was 
protested  against,  he  would  lay  it  past  until  bad  weather  drove  him  from  the 
fields  during  the  day.  He  never  attained  any  proficiency  in  music,  although  he 
could  manage,  by  the  aid  of  a  fiddle  or  flute,  to  read  from  music-score  any 
simple  air  he  desired  to  be  acquainted  vrith. — See  note,  page  73,  Vol.  L] 

AULD  NeEBOR, 

I'm  three  times  doubly  owre  your  debtor 
For  your  auld-farrent,  frien'ly  letter ; 
Tho'  I  maun  say't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter, 

Ye  speak  sae  fair  ; 
For  my  puir,  silly,  rhymin'  clatter, 

Some  less  maun  sair. 

Hale  be  your  heart !  hale  be  your  fiddle ! 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  an'  diddle, 
To  cheer  you  thro'  the  weary  widdle 

0'  war'ly  cares ; 
Till  bairns'  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  auld,  gray  hairs. 

But  Davie,  lad,  I'm  rede  ye're  glaikit ; 
I'm  tauld  the  Muse  ye  hae  negleckit ; 
An'  gif  it's  sae,  ye  sud  be  licket 

Until  ye  fyke ; 
Sic  hauns  as  you  sud  ne'er  be  faikit,* 
Be  hained  wha  like. 

For  me,  I'm  on  Parnassus'  brink, 

Rivin  the  words  to  gar  them  clink ; 

Whyles  daez't  wi'  love,  whyles  daez't  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jauds  or  masons  ; 
An'  whyles,  but  aye  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lessons. 

*  "  Faiket"  means  worn  out,  and  allowed  to  fall  hack  as  disabled.  "  To  faik,' ' 
according  to  Jamieson,  is  to  fail.  Would-be  annotators  find  obscurity  here, 
where  none  exists.   "  Hained  "  means  saved  or  held  in. 

P  I 
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Of  a'  the  thoughtless  sons  o'  man, 
Commen'  me  to  the  Bardie  clan ; 
Except  it  be  some  idle  plan 

0'  rhymin'  clink, 
The  devil-haet — ^that  I  sud  ban — 

They  ever  think ! 

Nae  thought,  nae  view,  nae  scheme  o'  livin', 
Nae  cares  to  gie  us  joy  or  grievin' ; 
But  just  the  pouchie  put  the  nieve  in, 

An'  while  ought's  there, 
Then,  hiltie-skiltie,  we  gae  scrivin. 

An'  fash  nae  mair. 

Leeze  me  on  rhyme  !  it's  aye  a  treasure, 
My  chief — amaist  my  only  pleasure : 
At  hame,  a-fiel',  at  wark,  or  leisure, 

The  Muse,  poor  hizzie  I 
Tho'  rough  an'  raploch  be  her  measure. 

She's  seldom  lazy. 

Haud  to  the  Muse,  my  dainty  Davie : 
The  warl'  may  play  you  mony  a  shavie  ; 
But  for  the  Muse,  she'll  never  leave  ye, 

Tho'  e'er  sae  puir, 
I^a,  even  tho'  limpin'  wi'  the  spavie 

Frae  door  to  door. 


THE  INVENTORY. 

IN  ANSWER  TO  A  MANDATE  BY  THE  SURVEYOR  OF  THE  TAXES. 

[In  1785,  in  order  to  reduce  somewhat  the  national  debt,  Mr.  Pitt  made  a  very 
considerable  addition  to  the  number  of  taxed  articles,  and  amongst  these  were 
female  servants.  Mr,  Aiken  of  Ayr  was  surveyor  of  taxes  for  Burns'  district, 
and  hence  the  present  curious  verses  addressed  to  him.  "  The  portions  of  this 
poem  placed  within  brackets  were  omitted  by  Currie,  but  published  by  Stewart.] 

Sir,  as  your  mandate  did  request, 
I  send  you  here  a  faithfu'  list 
0'  gudes  an'  gear,  an'  a'  my  graith — 
To  which  I'm  clear  to  gie  my  aith. 
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hnprimis  then,  for  carriage  cattle, 
I  have  four  brutes  o'  gallant  mettle 
As  ever  drew  afore  a  pettle : 
My  Lan'  afoj^e's  *  a  gude  auld  has-heen, 
An'  wight  an'  wilfu'  a'  his  days  been. 
My  Lan  ahiiCs  f  a  weel  gaun  fillie, 
That  aft  has  born  me  hame  frae  KilKe,} 
An'  your  auld  burough  mony  a  time, 
In  days  when  riding  was  nae  crime  : 
|]But  ance  whan  in  my  wooing  pride, 
I,  like  a  blockhead,  boost  to  ride, 
The  wilfu'  creature  sae  I  pat  to — 
L — d  pardon  a'  my  sins  an'  that  to ! — 
I  play'd  my  fillie  sic  a  sha^'ie, 
She's  a'  bedevil'd  wi'  the  spavie.] 
My  Furr  ahins  §  a  wordy  beast 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  trac'd : 
The  fourth's  a  Highland  Donald  hastie, 
A  d — n'd  red-wud  Kilburnie  blastie  ; 
Foreby  a  cowt,  o'  cowts  the  wale, 
As  ever  ran  afore  a  tail 
If  he  be  spar'd  to  be  a  beast. 
He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pun'  at  least. 

Wheel  carriages  I  hae  but  few, 
Three  carts — an'  twa  are  feckly  new — 
Ae  auld  wheelbarrow,  mair  for  token, 
Ae  leg  an'  baith  the  trams  are  broken  ; 
I  made  a  poker  o'  the  spin'le. 
An'  my  auld  mother  brunt  the  trin'le. 

For  men,  I've  three  mischievous  boys, 
Run  deils  for  rantin'  an'  for  noise ; 
A  gaudsman  ane,  a  thrasher  t'other. 
Wee  Davock  hands  the  nowt  in  fother : 
I  rule  them  as  I  ought,  discreetly. 
An'  aften  labour  them  completely. 
An'  aye  on  Sundays  duly,  nightly, 
I  on  the  questions  targe  them  tightly  ; 


*  The  fore  horse  on  the  left-hand  in  the  plough, 
t  The  hindmost  ou  the  left-hand  in  the  plough.  J  Kilmarnock. 

§  The  hindmost  on  the  right-hand  in  the  plough. 
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Till  faith,  wee  Davock's  turn'd  sae  gleg, 
Tho'  scarcely  langer  than  your  leg, 
He'll  screed  you  aff  Effectual  Calling, 
As  fast  as  ony  in  the  dwalling. 

I've  nane  in  female-servant  station, 
(L- — d  keep  me  aye  frae  a'  temptation  !) 
I  hae  nae  wife — and  that  my  bliss  is — 
An'  ye  have  laid  nae  tax  on  misses  : 
[An'  then,  if  kirk  folks  dinna  clutch  me, 
I  ken  the  devils  dare  na  touch  me.] 
Wi'  weans  I'm  mair  then  weel  contented, 
Heav'n  sent  me  ane  mae  than  I  wanted ! 
My  sonsie,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess, 
She  stares  the  daddy  in  her  face, 
Enough  of  ought  ye  like  but  grace ; 
But  her,  my  bonie  sweet  wee  lady, 
I've  paid  enough  for  her  already. 
An'  gin  ye  tax  her  or  her  mither, 
B'  the  L — d !  ye'se  get  them  a'  thegither. 

And  now  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 
Nae  kind  o'  licence  out  I'm  takin' ; 
[Frae  this  time  forth,  I  do  declare, 
I'se  ne'er  ride  horse  nor  hizzie  mair ;] 
Thro'  dirt  and  dub  for  Hfe  I'll  paidle. 
Ere  I  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle  ; 
My  travel  a'  on  foot  I'll  shank  it, 
I've  sturdy  bearers,  Gude  be  thankit ! 
[The  Kirk  an'  you  may  tak'  you  that, 
It  puts  but  little  in  your  pat ; 
Sae  dinna  put  me  in  your  buke, 
Nor  for  my  ten  white  shiUings  look.] 

This  list,  wi'  my  ain  han'  I  wrote  it. 
Day  an'  date  as  under  notit. 
Then  know  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
Suhscripsi  kmc,  ROBERT  BURNS. 

Mossgiel,  February/  22nd,  1786. 
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LINES 

WBriTEN   ON  THE   BLANK-LEAF  OF  A  COPY  OF  THE 
KILMARNOCK  EDITION  OF  THE  AUTHOR's  POEMS, 
PRESENTED  BY  HIM  TO  AN  OLD  SWEETHEART, 
THEN  MARRIED. 

[In  the  Glenriddel  MS-  the  poet  has  recorded  in  the  most  explicit  terms  that 
this  old  sweetheart  was  Peggy  Thomson,  of  Kirkoswald.  Therefore  Mrs.  Begg 
was  mistaken  in  saying  that  "  The  Lass  of  Oessnock  Banks  "  was  the  subject 
of  these  lines.  Burns  remarks  thus :  "  Poor  Peggy !  Her  husband  is  my  old 
acquaintance,  and  a  most  worthy  fellow.  When  I  was  taking  leave  of  my 
Carrick  friends,  intending  to  go  to  the  West  Indies,  I  took  farewell  of  her,  but 
neither  of  us  could  speak  a  syllable."] 

Once  fondly  lov'd,  and  still  remember'd  dear, 

Sweet  early  object  of  my  youthful  vows, 
Accept  this  mark  of  friendship,  warm,  sincere — 

Friendship  !  'tis  all  cold  duty  now  allows : — 
And  when  you  read  the  simple,  artless  rhymes, 

One  friendly  sigh  for  him — he  asks  no  more — 
Who  distant  burns  in  flaming  torrid  climes, 

Or  haply  lies  beneath  th'  Atlantic  roar. 


ON  DINING  WITH  LORD  DAER.* 

[This  interview  took  place,  in  1786,  at  the  house  of  Professor  Dugald  Stewart, 
who  then  resided  in  a  villa  at  Catrine,  a  few  miles  from  the  poet's  farm.  By 
invitation.  Burns,  accompanied  by  Mr.  M'Kenzie,  surgeon  at  Mauchline,  dined 
with  the  philosopher,  and  Lord  Daer,  eldest  son  of  the  Earl  of  Selkirk,  who  had 
been  a  pupil  of  Professor  Stewart,  had  joined  the  party  by  chance.  The  public 
are  indebted  to  the  Professor  for  the  preservation  of  this  clever  production  of 
the  poet:  he  sent  it  to  Dr.  Ourrie,  along  with  an  elegantly  expressed  account  of 
the  meeting  referred  to  in  the  poem,  and  interestini  observations  on  the  manners 
and  deportment  of  Bums  at  that  period.] 

This  wot  ye  all  whom  it  concerns, 
I,  Rhymer  Robin,  alias  Burns, 

October  twenty-third — 
A  ne'er  to  be  forgotten  day — 
Sae  far  I  sprackled  up  the  brae, 

I  dinner' d  wi'  a  Lord. 


•  Lord  Daer,  a  nobleman  of  great  promise,  died  in  November,  1794,  leaving 
the  succession  open  to  his  younger  brother,  the  late  Thomas,  Earl  of  Selkirk. 
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I've  been  at  druken  writers^  feasts, 

Nay,  been  bitch-fou  'mang  godly  priests — 

Wi'  reverence  be  it  spoken ! 
I've  even  joined  the  honour'd  jorum, 
When  mighty  Squireships  of  the  quorum, 

Their  hydra-drouth  did  sloken ! 

But  wi'  a  Lord!— stand  out  my  shin! 
A  Lord — a  Peer — an  Earl's  son  ! 

Up  higher  yet  my  bonnet ! 
An'  sic  a  Lord  ! — lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
Our  Peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a', 

As  I  look  o'er  my  sonnet. 

But  0  for  Hogarth's  magic  pow'r 

To  shovf  Sir  Bardy's  willyart  glowr ! — 

And  how  he  star'd  and  stammer'd, 
When  goavin,  as  if  led  wi'  branks, 
An'  stumpin  on  his  ploughman  shanks, 

He  in  the  parlour  hammer'd ! 

I  sidling  shelter'd  in  a  nook. 
An'  at  his  lordship  steal't  a  look 

Like  some  portentous  omen ! 
Except  good-sense  and  social  glee, 
An' — what  surprised  me — modesty, 

I  marked  nought  uncommon. 

I  watch'd  the  symptoms  o'  the  Great, 
The  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state. 

The  arrogant  assuming ; 
The  feint  a  pride — nae  pride  had  he. 
Nor  aauce,  nor  state  that  I  could  see, 

Mair  than  an  honest  ploughman ! 

Then  from  his  Lordship  I  shall  learn. 
Henceforth  to  meet  with  unconcern, 

One  rank  as  well's  another ; 
Nae  honest,  worthy  man  need  care. 
To  meet  with  noble  youthful  Daer, 

Por  he  but  meets  a  brother. 
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FRAGMENT  OF  AN  ODE 

ON  THE  BIKTH-DAT  OF  PRINCE  CHARLES  EDWARD. 

[This  unfortnnate  prince  died  in  1788.  Up  to  that  date  it  had  been  a  custom 
with  the  keen  Jacobites  in  Edinburgh  to  celebrate  the  anniversary  of  his  birth- 
day on  the  31st  of  December,  and  it  would  appear  that  Burns  was  induced  to 
compose  an  ode  for  the  Jacobite  demonstration  of  31st  December,  1787 :  but  in 
consequence  of  being  laid  up  with  a  bruised  limb  at  that  time,  he  could  not  attend 
personally.  The  complete  Ode  is  recorded  in  the  Glenriddel  MS.;  but  Dr. 
Currie  printed  only  the  following  excerpt  from  it.  He  observes  that  in  the 
opening  portion  of  the  suppressed  lines  there  is  some  beautiful  imagery,  which 
the  poet  afterwards  interwove  in  the  song  called  the  Cfievalier's  Lament. 1 

****** 
****** 

False  flatterer,  Hope,  away ! 
Nor  think  to  lure  us  as  in  days  of  yore : 

We  solemnize  this  sorrowing  natal  day, 
To  prove  our  loyal  truth — we  can  no  more ; 

And  owning  heaven's  mysterious  sway, 
Submissive,  low,  adore. 

Ye  honoured  mighty  dead !  * 
Who  nobly  perished  in  the  glorious  cause, 
Your  king,  your  country,  and  her  laws ! 

From  great  Dundee,  who  smiling  victory  led, 
And  fell  a  martyr  in  her  arms, 
(What  breast  of  northern  ice  but  warms  ?) 
To  bold  Balmerino's  undying  name. 
Whose  soul  of  fire,  lighted  at  heavens  high  flame. 
Deserves  the  proudest  wreath  departed  heroes  claim. 

Not  unrevenged  your  fate  shall  be, 

It  only  lags  the  fatal  hour ; 
Your  blood  shall  with  incessant  cry 

Awake  at  last  th'  unsparing  power. 
As  from  the  chff,  with  thundering  course, 

The  snowy  ruin  smokes  along. 
With  doubling  speed  and  gathering  force, 
Till  deep  it  crashing  whelms  the  cottage  in  the  vale ; 
So  vengeance      *      ♦      »  ♦ 
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THE  ANSWER  TO  THE  GUDEWIFE  OF 
WAUCHOPE-HOUSE. 

[This  much  admired  production  of  Eurns  was  written  in  March,  1787,  while 
his  Edinburgh  poems  were  at  the  press.  At  that  period,  during  the  blaze  of  his 
first  reputation,  many  admiring  rhymsters  ventured  to  address  him  by  way  of 
compliment,  and  he  felt  constrained  to  answer  one  of  these — &  lady,  aged  60, 
who  enjoyed  some  reputation  as  a  paintress  and  poetess,  namely  Mrs.  Elizabeth 
Eutherford  or  Scott,  the  wife  of  Mr.  Walter  Scott,  a  farmer,  and  proprietor  of 
Wauchope  House,  near  Jedburgh.  She  was  aitce  of  Mrs.  Cockburn,  authoress 
of  the  popular  song,  "  I've  seen  the  smiling  of  Fortune  beguiling." 

The  reference  in  the  closing  verse  of  Bums'  poem,  is  to  an  offer  the  lady 
made  to  send  him  a  "maud,"  or  marled  plaid,  such  as  is  usually  worn  by 
shepherds.  In  her  complimentary  epistle,  dated  from  "Wauchope  House,  she 
concluded  with  these  lines : — 

O  gif  I  kenn'd  but  whare  ye  baide, 

I'd  send  to  you  a  marled  plaid ; 

'Twad  haud  your  shouthers  warm  and  brsff. 

And  douce  at  kirk  or  market  shaw; 

Frae  south  as  weel  as  north,  my  lad, 

A'  honest  Scotsmen  lo'e  the  maud," 
We  know  not  whether  the  plaid  was  ever  sent,  but  in  May  following,  when  in 
the  course  of  his  Border  tour  with  young  Ainslie,  the  poet  paid  her  a  visit,  and 
it  would  appear  he  was  not  peculiarly  taken  with  her.  His  entry,  recording  this 
visit,  is  as  follows : — "Wauchope — Mr.  Scott,  exactly  the  figure  and  face  com- 
monly given  to  Sancho  Panzsi — very  shrewd  in  his  farming  matters,  and  not 
nnfrequently  stumbles  on  what  may  be  called  a  etrong  thing,  rather  a  good 
thing.  Mrs.  Scott,  all  the  sense,  taste,  intrepidity  of  face,  and  bold,  critical 
decision  which  usually  distinguish  female  authors."  At  Dunbar,  happening  to 
mention  "Mrs.  Fall,  a  genius  in  painting,"  he  adds,  "fully  more  clever  in  the 
fine  arts  and  sciences  than  my  friend  Liady  Wauchope,  without  her  consummate 
assurance  of  her  own  abilities." 

It  may  be  stated  that  the  poem  in  the  text,  along  with  the  "  Gudewife's  " 
letter,  to  which  it  is  a  reply,  were  published  at  London,  in  1801,  long  subsequent 
to  the  "  Q-udewife's  "  death,  in  a  volume  entitled,  "Alonzaaud  Cora,  and  other 
Original  Poems.  By  Elizabeth  Scot,  a  native  of  Edinburgh."] 

GUDEWIFE, 

I  MIND  it  weel  in  early  date, 

When  I  was  beardless,  young,  and  blate, 

An'  first  could  thresh  the  barn ; 
Or  haud  a  yokin  at  the  pleugh ; 
An'  tho'  forfoughten  sair  eneugh, 

Yet  unco  proud  to  learn : 
When  first  amang  the  yellow  corn 

A  man  I  reckon'd  was, 
And  wi'  the  lave  ilk  merry  morn 
Could  rank  my  rig  and  lass. 
Still  shearing,  and  clearing 
The  tither  stook^d  raw, 
Wf  claivers,  and  haivers, 
Wearing  the  tune  awa' : 
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E'en  then,  a  wish,  I  mind  its  pow'r — 
A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour 

Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast — 
That  I,  for  poor  auld  Scotland's  sake, 
Some  usefu'  plan  or  book  could  make, 

Or  sing  a  sang  at  least ! 
The  rough  burr-thistle,  spreading  wide 

Amang  the  bearded  bear — 
I  turn'd  my  weeding  heuk  aside,* 
An'  spar'd  the  symbol  dear ! 
No  nation,  no  station, 

My  envy  e'er  could  raise, 
A  Scot  stUl,  but  blot  still, 
I  knew  no  higher  praise. 

But  still  the  elements  o'  sang 

In  formless  jumble,  right  an'  wrang, 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain ; 
Till  on  that  hairst  I  said  before, 
My  partner  in  the  merry  core, 

She  rous'd  the  forming  strain : 
I  see  her  yet,  the  sonsy  quean. 

That  hghted  up  my  jingle, 
Her  pauky  smile,  her  kittle  een 

That  gar't  my  heart-strings  tingle ; 
So  touched,  bewitched, 
I  rav'd  aye  to  mysel'; 
But  bashing  and  dashing, 
I  kend  na  how  to  tellf 

Hale  to  the  sex!  ilk  gude  chiel'  says, 
Wi'  merry  dance  in  winter  days. 

An'  we  to  share  in  common : 
The  gust  o'  joy,  the  balm  of  woe. 
The  saul  o'  life,  the  heav'n  below. 

Is  rapture-giving  woman ! 
Ye  surly  sumphs,  who  hate  the  name ! 

Be  mindfu'  o'  your  mither ; 
She,  honest  woman,  may  think  shame 

That  ye're  connected  with  her. 

•  Far. — I  tum'd  my  weeder-clips  aside.      f  See  Songv— "  My  handsome  NelL" 
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Ye're  wae  men,  ye're  nae  men 

That  slight  the  lovely  dears ; 
To  shame  ye — disclaim  ye, 

Ilk  honest  birkie  swears  ! 

For  you,  no'  bred  to  barn  and  byre, 
Wha  sweetly  tune  the  Scottish  lyre, 

Thanks  to  you  for  your  line ! 
The  marled  plaid  ye  kindly  spare, 
By  me  should  gratefully  be  ware 

'Twad  please  me  to  the  nine  I 
rd  be  mair  vauntie  o'  my  hap. 
Douse  hingin'  o'er  my  curple, 
Than  ony  ermine  ever  lap. 
Or  proud  imperial  purple. 
Farewell  then,  lang  hale  then, 

An'  plenty  be  your  fa' ! 
May  losses  and  crosses 
Ne'er  at  your  hallan  ca* ! 
March,  1787.  R.  BURNS. 


INSCRIPTION 

ON  THE  TOMB  OF  ROBERT  FERGUSSON,  POET, 

BORN,  SEPTEMBER  5tH,  1751  DIED,  16tH  OCTOBER,  1774. 

[On  16th  February,  17S7,  Burns  applied  to  the  kirk  managers  of  the  parish  of 
Oanongate,  Edinburgh,  for  permission  to  erect  a  stone  over  the  remains  of  the 
poet  Fergusson,  obtained  the  formal  sanction  of  that  body  on  the  22nd  of  same 
month.  The  poet  employed  a  namesake,  Mr.  Robert  Burn,  architect,  to  erect 
the  Btone  and  cut  the  inscription.  The  cost  was  £5  10s.  The  poet,  in  sending 
payment  of  the  account,  in  February,  1792,  wrote  thus  concerning  it : — "  Mr. 
Burn  was  two  years  in  erecting  it  after  I  had  commissioned  him  for  it.  and  I 
have  been  two  years  more  in  paying  him,  so  he  and  1  are  quits."  For  the 
restoration  and  preservation  of  this  interesting  monument,  the  public  are 
indebted  to  the  tasteful  consideration  of  the  widow  of  the  distinguished  Edin- 
burgh artist,  Mr.  Hugh  Williams,  painter  of  the  celebrated  "  Views  in  Greece." 
She  bequeathed  a  sum  of  money  for  that  purpose,  and  from  this  fund  the  erection 
has  been  adorned  with  a  tasteful  fence  and  convenient  approach.] 

No  sculptur'd  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 
'  No  storied  urn  nor  animated  bust,'f 

This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way 
To  pour  her  sorrows  o'er  her  poet's  dust. 

*  Far.— The  marled  plaid  ye  kindly  spare 
For  me,  richt  gratefully  I'd  wear, 
t  Gray's  Elegy. 
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EXTEMPORE, 

ON    THE    LATE    MR.    WILLIAM    SMELLIE,  AUTHOR   OF  THE 

'  PHILOSOPHY  OF  NATURAL  HISTORY,'  AND  MEMBER  OF 
THE  ANTIQUARIAN  AND  ROYAL  SOCIETIES  OF  EDINBURGH. 

[This  eketch,  like  the  fragment  on  Creech,  is  understood  to  have  been  in- 
tended as  a  portion  of  the  "Poet's  Progress." — (See  note,  page  343,  Vol.  I.) 
Smellie  was  printer  of  the  poet's  Edinburgh  edition,  and  a  man  of  considerable 
literary  reputation.  He  was  also  a  member  of  the  social  club  named  the 
Crochallan  Fencibles,  which  Burns  was  induced  to  join. — (See  note  to  "Eattlin', 
roarin'  Willie,"  page  233,  VoL  L)   Smellie  died  in  June,  1795.] 

 To  Crochallan  came 

The  old  cock'd  hat,  the  grey  surtout  the  same ; 
His  bristling  beard  just  rising  in  its  might, 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  to  shaving-night, 
His  uncombed  grizzly  locks,  wild  staring,  thatch'd, 
A  head  for  thought  profound  and  clear,  unmatch'd : 
Yet  tho'  his  caustic  wit  was  biting,  rude. 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent,  and  good. 


COPY  OF  A  POETICAL  ADDRESS  TO 
MR.  WILLIAM  TYTLER,* 

WITH  THE  PRESENT  OF  THE  BARD's  PICTURE. 

[This  was  inscribed  in  a  letter  to  that  aged  worthy,  in  1787.  The  picture 
referred  to  may  have  been  either  a  proof -impression  of  Beugo's  engraving,  or  a 
silhouette  profile  by  Miers,  of  which  a  facsimile  is  given  in  Hogg  &  Motherwell's 
edition  of  Burns.  After  transcribing  the  verses  in  the  text,  the  poet  added 
as  follows : — "  My  muse  jilted  me  here,  and  turned  a  corner  on  me,  and  I  have 
not  got  again  into  her  good  graces.  Do  me  the  justice  to  believe  me  sincere  in 
my  grateful  remembrance  of  the  many  civilities  you  have  honoured  me  with 
Bince  I  came  to  Edinburgh."] 

Revered  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart, 

Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected — 
A  name  which  to  love  was  the  mark  of  a  true  heart. 

But  now  'tis  despised  and  neglected  : 

Tho'  something  like  moisture  conglobes  in  my  eye, 

Let  no  one  misdeem  me  disloyal ; 
A  poor,  friendless  wand'rer  may  well  claim  a  sigh. 

Still  more  if  that  wand'rer  were  royal. 


*  Author  of  "  An  Enquiry  into  the  Evidence  against  Mary,  Queen  of  Scota. 
1759." 
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My  fathers  that  name  have  rever'd  on  a  throne ; 

My  fathers  have  fallen  to  right  it ; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son, 

That  name  should  he  scoffingly  slight  it. 

Still  in  prayers  for  King  George  I  most  heartily  join, 
The  Queen,  and  the  rest  of  the  gentry, 

Be  they  wise,  be  they  foolish,  is  nothing  of  mine ; 
Their  title's  avow'd  by  my  country. 

But  why  of  that  epocha  make  such  a  fuss, 

[That  gave  us  the  Hanover  stem  ; 
If  bringing  them  over  was  lucky  for  us, 

I'm  sure  'twas  as  lucky  for  them.]  * 

But  loyalty,  truce !  we're  on  dangerous  ground, 
Who  knows  how  the  fashions  may  alter  ? 

The  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  loyalty  sound, 
To-morrow  may  bring  us  a  halter. 

I  send  you  a  trifle,  a  head  of  a  bard, 

A  trifle  scarce  worthy  your  care ; 
But  accept  it,  good  sir,  as  a  mark  of  regard, 

Sincere  as  a  saint's  dying  prayer. 

Now  life's  chilly  evening  dim  shades  on  your  eye, 

And  ushers  the  long,  dreary  night ; 
But  you,  like  the  star  that  athwart  gilds  the  sky — 

Your  course  to  the  latest  is  bright. 


IMPROMPTTJ, 

ON  BEING  HOSPITABLY  ENTERTAINED  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS, 
IN  1787. 

[This  is  pointed  out  to  have  been  at  Dalnacardoch,  about  11  miles  north  of 
Blair  Athole.  The  poet,  in  his  journal  of  September,  1787,  notes  being  there, 
but  no  more.] 

When  death's  dark  stream  I  ferry  o'er — 

A  time  that  surely  shall  come — 
In  Heaven  itself  I'll  ask  no  more 

Than  just  a  Highland  welcome ! 


*  The  three  lines  in  brackets  were,  for  obvious  reasons,  omitted  by  Ourrie 
and  in  all  editions,  down  to  that  of  Pickering,  in  1839. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OP  SIR  JAMES  HUNTER  BLAIR. 

[This  gentleman  belonged  to  Ayrshire,  and  was  a  member  of  the  banking- 
house  of  Sir  William  Forbes  and  Company.   He  died  1st  July,  1787. 

Chambers  observes  of  this  elegy: — "It  cannot  be  said  that  these  verses  form 
a  happy  example  of  Burns'  powers ;  but  they  are  interesting  from  their  local 
allusions,  and  comprise  one  or  two  lines  not  unworthy  to  have  proceeded  from 
the  bowers  of  Twickenham." 

The  poet  sent  a  copy  to  his  friend  Eobert  Aiken,  writer  in  Ayr,  and  attached 
to  it  were  these  words: — "My  honoured  friend,  the  melancholy  occasion  of  the 
foregoing  poem  affects  not  only  individuals,  but  a  countrj-.  That  i  have  lost  a 
friend  is  but  repeating  after  Caledonia."] 

The  lamp  of  day,  with  ill-presaging  glare, 
Dim,  cloudy,  sunk  beneath  the  western  wave ; 

Th'  inconstant  blast  howl'd  thro'  the  darkening  air, 
And  hollow  whistled  in  the  rocky  cave. 

Lone  as  I  wander'd  by  each  cliff  and  dell, 

Once  the  lov'd  haunts  of  Scotia's  royal  train  ;  * 

Or  mus'd  where  limpid  streams,  once  hallow'd,  well,f 
Or  mould'ring  ruins  mark  the  sacred  Fane.  J 

Th'  increasing  blast  roar'd  round  the  beetling  rocks, 
The  clouds,  swift-wing'd,  flew  o'er  the  starry  sky. 

The  groaning  trees  untimely  shed  their  locks, 
And  shooting  meteor's  caught  the  startled  eye. 

The  paly  moon  rose  in  the  livid  east, 

And  'mong  the  cliffs  disclos'd  a  stately  Form 

In  weeds  of  woe,  who  frantic  beat  her  breast. 
And  mix'd  her  wailing  with  the  raving  storm. 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, — 
'Twas  Caledonia's  trophied  shield  I  view'd ; 

Her  form  majestic  droop'd  in  pensive  woe, 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  in  tears  imbued. 

Revers'd  that  spear,  redoubtable  in  war, 
Reclined  that  banner,  erst  in  fields  unfurl' d, 

That  like  a  deathful  meteor  gleam'd  afar. 

And  brav'd  the  mighty  monarchs  of  the  world. 


*  The  King's  Park  at  Holyrood  House.— (E.  B.) 
t  St.  Anthony's  Well.— (R.  B.)  t  St  Anthony's  Chapel.— (P..  J<.) 
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*  My  patriot  son  fills  an  untimely  grave  !  * 

With  accents  wild  and  lifted  arms — she  cried; 
'  Low  lies  the  hand  that  oft  was  stretch'd  to  save, 
Low  lies  the  heart  that  swell'd  with  honest  pride ! 

*  A  weeping  country  joins  a  widow's  tear. 

The  helpless  poor  mix  with  the  orphan's  cry, 
The  drooping  arts  surround  their  patron's  bier, 
And  grateful  science  heaves  the  heartfelt  sigh  ! 

^  I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  fire, 
I  saw  fair  freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow ; 

But,  ah !  how  hope  is  born  but  to  expire  ! 
Relentless  fate  has  laid  their  guardian  low. 

^  My  patriot  falls  ;  but  shall  he  lie  unsung. 

While  empty  greatness  saves  a  worthless  name  ? 

No :  every  muse  shall  join  her  tuneful  tongue, 
And  future  ages  hear  his  growing  fame. 

'  And  I  will  join  a  mother's  tender  cares, 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtues  last ; 

That  distant  years  may  boast  of  other  Blairs  ! ' — 
She  said — and  vanish'd  with  the  sweeping  blast.* 


*  A  copy  of  this  Elegy,  in  the  handwriting  of  the  poet,  is  in  the  possession  of 
Mr.  Wm.  Aitken  of  Mayfleld,  Birmingham,  who  kindly  communicated  to  the 
publisher  a  transcript  of  the  original,  with  the  following  observations: — "Verse 
2,  line  3 — variation  in  MS. — 

'Or  mus'd  where  erst  the  Saint's  reverfed  well. 
And  mould' ring  ruins  mark  the  sacred  Fane.' 
These  lines,  as  printed  in  Currie,  have  rather  an  obscure  and  stiff  effect :  the 
word  '  well '  is  there  intended  as  a  verb,  to  well — to  flow  out,  while  in  the  MS.  it 
is  a  noun.   On  the  other  hand,  the  making  'revered'  a  word  of  three  syllables 
is  a  defect  which  Burns  often  fell  into  in  composition,  a  practice  reckoned 
antiquated,  and  disallowed  even  in  his  day.    What  the  poet  meant  was — 
'  And  mus'd  beside  Saint  Anthon's  hallow'd  Well, 
Where  mould'ring  ruins  mark  his  sacred  Fane.' 
There  are  several  other  variations ;  but,  on  the  whole,  the  printed  copy  is  an 
improvement  on  that  of  the  MS.    For  instance,  in  5th  verse,  '  glow '  for  flaw, 
•and  'imbued'  for  embrued;  in  7th  verse,  'honest  pride'  for  honour's  pride; 
in  9th  verse,  '  ancient  fire '  for  tconted  fire;  and  in  10th  verse,  '  lie  unsung,'  and 
>  tongue,'  for /all  in  vain,  and  strain." 
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EPISTLE  TO  R.  GRAHAM,  ESQ.,  OF  FINTRY. 

[At  page  3-t'2,  Vol.  I.,  the  reader  has  seen  the  poet's  Fourth  Epistle  to  Mr. 
Graham.  Here  we  have  his  First  Epistle,  dated  about  September,  1788.  In 
February  of  that  year  he  had,  through  the  aid  of  that  gentleman,  obtained  his 
appointment  to  the  Excise,  regarding  which  he  thus  wrote  to  a  friend : — "  I  got 
this  without  any  hanging-on,  or  mortifying  solicitation;  and  though  poor  in 
compai'ison  of  the  last  eighteen  months  of  my  life,  it  is  luxury  in  comparison 
of  all  my  preceding  existence."  After  six  weeks'  excise  instructions,  and  the 
production  of  a  certificate  of  efficiency,  he  received  his  commission,  which  com- 
mission lay  beside  him  unused  till  the  month  of  August  17S9,  when,  upon 
application,  he  was  appointed  to  enter  on  his  duties  in  that  district  of  Dumfries- 
shire where  lay  his  farm  of  EUisland. 

Of  the  present  poem,  Chambers  observes: — "The  flow  of  versification  and 
felicity  of  diction  for  which  Burns'  Scottish  poems  and  songs  are  remarkable, 
vanish  when  he  attempts  the  southern  strain.  We  see  this  well  exemplified  in 
a  poem  of  the  present  summer,  in  which  he  aimed  at  the  style  of  Pope's  Moral 
Epistles,  while  at  the  same  time  he  sought  to  advance  his  personal  fortunes 
through  the  medium  of  a  patron."] 

When  Nature  her  great  masterpiece  designed, 
And  fram'd  her  last,  best  work,  the  human  mind — 
Her  eye  intent  on  all  the  mazy  plan — 
She  form'd  of  various  parts,  the  various  Man. 

Then  first  she  calls  the  useful  many  forth, — 

Plain  plodding  industry,  and  sober  worth ; 

Thence  peasants,  farmers,  native  sons  of  earth, 

And  merchandise'  whole  genus  take  their  birth  : 

Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  existence  finds. 

And  all  mechanics'  many-apron'd  kinds  : 

Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted  yet, 

The  lead  and  buoy  are  needful  to  the  net ; 

The  caput  mortuum  of  gross  desires 

Makes  a  material  for  mere  knights  and  squires ; 

The  martial  phosphorus  is  taught  to  flow, 

She  kneads  the  lumpish  philosophic  dough. 

Then  marks  th'  unyielding  mass  with  grave  designs — 

Law,  physics,  politics,  and  deep  divines ; 

Last,  she  subhmes  th'  Aurora  of  the  poles — 

The  flashing  elements  of  female  souls. 

The  ordered  system  fair  before  her  stood, 
Nature,  well  pleased,  pronounced  it  very  good ; 
But  ere  she  gave  creating  labour  o'er, 
Half -jest,  she  tried  one  curious  labour  more: 
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Some  spumy,  fiery,  ignis  fatuus  matter, 
Such  as  the  sHghtest  breath  of  air  might  scatter, 
With  arch-alacrity  and  conscious  glee 
(Nature  may  have  her  whim  as  well  as  we, 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  show  it) 
She  forms  the  thing  and  christens  it — a  poet !  — 
Creature,  tho'  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow, 
When  blest  to-day,  unmindful  of  to-morrow — 
A  being  form'd  t'amuse  his  graver  friends, 
Admir'd  and  prais'd — and  there  the  homage  ends — 
A  mortal  quite  unfit  for  fortune's  strife, 
Yet  oft  the  sport  of  all  the  ills  of  hfe — 
Prone  to  enjoy  each  pleasure  riches  give. 
Yet  haply  wanting  wherewithal  to  hve — 
Longing  to  wipe  each  tear,  to  heal  each  groan, 
Yet  frequent  all  unheeded  in  his  own. 

But  honest  Nature  is  not  quite  a  Turk, 

She  laugh'd  at  first,  then  felt  for  her  poor  work ; 

Pitying  the  propless  climber  of  mankind, 

She  cast  about  a  standard  tree  to  find ; 

And  to  support  his  helpless  woodbine  state, 

Attach'd  him  to  the  generous  truly  great — 

A  title,  and  the  only  one  I  claim. 

To  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  bounteous  Graham. 

Pity  the  tuneful  muses'  hapless  train. 
Weak,  timid  landsmen  on  life's  stormy  main ! 
Their  hearts  no  selfish  stern  absorbent  stuff. 
That  never  gives,  tho'  humbly  takes  enough ; 
The  little  fate  allows,  they  share  as  soon ; 
Unlike  sage  proverb'd  wisdom's  hard-wrung  boon, 
The  world  were  blest  did  bliss  on  them  depend, — 
Ah,  that '  the  friendly  e'er  should  want  a  friend !' 
Let  prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son. 
Who  hfe  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun. 
Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule, 
(Instinct's  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  fool !) 
Who  make  poor  will  do  wait  upon  /  should — 
We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  feels  they're  good  ? 
Ye  wise  ones,  hence !  ye  hurt  the  social  eye ! 
God's  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  alloy  ' 
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But  come,  ye  wlio  the  godlike  pleasure  know — 

Beaven's  attribute  distinguish'd — ^to  bestow ! 

Whose  arms  of  love  would  grasp  the  human  race  I 

Come  thou  who  giv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace, 

Fiiend  of  my  life,  true  patron  of  my  rhymes  ! 

Prop  of  my  dearest  hopes  for  future  times : 

Why  shrinks  my  soul  half  blushing,  half  afniid. 

Backward,  abash'd  to  ask  thy  friendly  aid  ? 

I  know  my  need,  I  know  thy  giving  hand, 

1  crave  thy  friendship  at  thy  kind  command ; 

But  there  are  such  who  court  the  tuneful  nine — 

Heavens  !  should  the  branded  character  be  mine ! 

Whose  verse  in  manhood's  pride  sublimely  flows, 

Yet  vilest  reptiles  in  their  begging  prose ! 

Mark  how  their  lofty  independent  spirit 

Soars  on  the  spurning  wing  of  injur'd  merit ! 

Seek  not  the  proofs  in  private  hfe  to  find, 

Pity  the  best  of  words  should  be  but  wind ! 

So,  to  heaven's  gates  the  lark's  shrill  song  ascenas, 

But,  grovelling  on  the  earth  the  carol  ends  ! 

In  all  the  clam'rous  cry  of  starving  want. 

They  dun  benevolence  with  shameless  front ! 

ObUge  them,  patronize  their  tinsel  lays, 

They  persecute  you  all  your  future  days ! — 

Ere  my  poor  soul  such  deep  damnation  stain 

My  horny  fist  assume  the  plough  again ; 

The  pie-bald  jacket  let  me  patch  once  more, 

On  eighteenpence  a  week  I've  lived  before, — 

Though,  thanks  to  heaven !  I  dare  even  that  last  shift, 

I  trust,  meantime,  my  boon  is  in  thy  gift ; 

That,  placed  by  thee  upon  the  wish'd-for  height 

Where — man  and  nature  fairer  in  her  signt — 

My  muse  may  imp  her  wing  for  some  sublimer  flight 


K 
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FRAGMENT, 

INSCRIBED  TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  CHARLES  JAMES  FOX. 

[On  4th  April,  1789,  the  poet  included  a  considerable  portion  of  this  poem  in 
a  letter  he  then  wrote  to  Mrs.  Dunlop.  He  says,  "  I  have  a  poetic  whim  in 
my  head,  which  I  at  present  dedicate  or  rather  inscribe  to  the  Eight  Hon. 
Charles  James  Fox ;  but  how  long  that  fancy  may  hold  I  cannot  say.  A  few  of 
the  first  lines  I  have  just  rough-sketched  as  follow."  It  is  proper  to  mention 
that  the  twelve  concluding  lines  of  this  poem  were  not  given  by  Currie,  but  first 
printed  in  .the  Aldine  edition,  1839.] 

How  wisdom  and  folly  meet,  mix,  and  unite ! 
How  virtue  and  vice  blend  their  black  and  their  white ! 
How  genius,  th'  illustrious  father  of  fiction. 
Confounds  rule  and  law,  reconciles  contradiction — 
I  sing :  if  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bustle, 
I  care  not,  not  I,  let  the  critics  go  whistle. 

But  now  for  a  Patron,  whose  name  and  whose  glory 

At  once  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. — 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits ; 

Yet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  seem  mere  lucky  hits ; 

With  knowledge  so  vast  and  with  judgment  so  strong, 

No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e*er  could  go  wrong  ; 

With  passions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright, 

No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  could  go  right  3 

A  sorry,  poor,  misbegot  son  of  the  Muses, 

For  using  thy  name  offers  fifty  excuses. 

Good  L — d,  what  is  man!  for  as  simple  he  looks. 
Do  but  try  to  develope  his  hooks  and  his  crooks : 
With  his  depths  and  his  shallows,  his  good  and  his  evil. 
All  in  all,  he's  a  problem  must  puzzle  the  Devil. 

On  his  one  ruling  passion  Sir  Pope  hugely  *  labours. 
That,  like  th'  old  Hebrew  walking-switch,  eats  up  its 
neighbours : 

Mankind  are  f  his  show  box — a  friend,  would  you  know 
him? 

Pull  the  string — ruling  passion  the  picture  will  show  him  ! 


*  Var. — Warmly. 


t  Var. — Human  nature's. 
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What  pity,  in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  system, 

One  trifling  particular,  Truth,  should  have  miss'd  him  I 

For,  spite  of  his  fine  theoretic  positions, 

Mankind  is  a  science  defies  definitions. 

Some  sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  its  tribe, 

And  think  human  nature  they  truly  describe ; 

Have  you  found  this  or  t'other  ?  there's  more  in  the  wind, 

As  by  one  drunken  fellow  his  comrades  you'll  find.  . 

But  such  is  the  flaw,  or  the  depth  of  the  plan. 

In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature,  call'd  Man, 

No  two  virtues,  whatever  relation  they  claim, 

Nor  even  two  different  shades  of  the  same. 

Though  like  as  was  ever  twin-brother  to  brother, 

Possessing  the  one  shall  imply  you've  the  other. 

[But  truce  with  abstraction,  and  truce  with  the  Muse, 
Whose  rhymes  you'll  perhaps,  Sir,  ne'er  deign  to  peruse : 
Will  you  leave  your  justings,  your  jars,  and  your  quarrels, 
Contending  with  Billy  for  proud-nodding  laurels. 
My  much-honoured  Patron,  believe  your  poor  Poet, 
Your  courage  much  more  than  your  prudence  you  show  it,- 
In  vain  with  Squire  Billy  for  laurels  you  struggle, 
He'll  have  them  by  fair  trade,  if  not,  he  will  smuggle ; 
Not  cabinets  even  of  kings  would  conceal  'em, 
He'd  up  the  back-stairs,  and  by  Gr —  he  would  steal  'em. 
Then  feats  like  Squire  Billy's  you  ne'er  can  achieve  'em, 
It  is  not,  outdo  him — the  task  is,  out-thieve  him.] 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  TOOTHACHE. 

[This  seems  to  have  been  composed  about  the  month  of  May,  1789,  when  he 
wrote  tha?  to  Creech: — "  I  had  intended  to  have  troubled  you  with  a  long  letter ; 
but  at  present  the  delightful  sensations  of  an  omnipotent  toothache  so  engross 
all  my  inner  man,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  write  anything  but  nonsense. 
Fifty  troops  of  infernal  spirits  are  driving  post,  from  ear  to  ear,  along  my  jaw- 
bones."] 

My  curse  upon  your  venom'd  stang. 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gums  alang ; 
And  through  my  lugs  gies  mony  a  twang, 

Wi'  gnawing  vengeance ; 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pang. 

Like  racking  engines ! 
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When  fevers  burn,  or  ague  freezes, 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  cholic  squeezes ; 
Our  neighbour's  sympathy  may  ease  us, 

Wi'  pitying  moan ; 
But  thee — thou  hell  o'  a'  diseases, 

Aye  mocks  our  groan ! 

Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle  ! 
I  throw  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickle, 
As  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keckle, 

To  see  me  loup ; 
While  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doup ! 

O'  a'  the  num'rous  human  dools, 
111  har'sts,  daft  bargains,  cutty-stools^ 
Or  worthy  friends  rak'd  i'  the  mools. 

Sad  sight  to  see ! 
The  tricks  o'  knaves,  or  fash  o'  fools — 

Thou  bear'st  the  gree. 

Where'er  that  place  be  priests  ca'  hell. 
Whence  a'  the  tones  o'  mis'ry  yell. 
And  ranked  plagues  their  numbers  tell. 

In  dreadfu'  raw. 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell 

Amang  them  a' ! 

O  thou  grim  mischief-making  chiel'. 
That  gars  the  notes  of  discord  squeel, 
'Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore  a  shoe-thick  ; — 
Gie  a'  the  faes  o'  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond's  Toothachel 
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TO  DR.  BLACKLOCK, 

EUisland,  21st  Oct.^  1789. 

[The  poet  had  written  a  letter  to  his  venerable  friend,  Dr.  Blacklock,  which 
he  intrusted  to  Eobert  Heron,  then  a  student  of  Divinity,  to  deliver  to  him,  but 
Heron  had  proved  unfaithful  to  his  trust  The  Doctor  feeling  uneasy  at  Burns' 
long  silence,  wrote  him  a  kind  letter  in  verse,  which  brought  forth  the  following 
characteristic  reply  and  explanation:] — 

Wow,  but  your  letter  made  me  vauntie ! 
And  are  you  hale,  and  weel,  and  cantie  ? 
I  ken'd  it  still  your  wee  bit  jauntie, 

Wad  bring  ye  to : 
Lord  send  you  aye  as  weel's  I  want  ye, 

And  then  ye'll  do ! 

The  ill-thief  blaw  the  Heron  south ! 
And  never  drink  be  near  his  drouth ! 
He  tauld  mysel'  by  word  o'  mouth, 

He'd  tak'  my  letter ; 
I  lippen'd  to  the  ohield  in  truth, 

And  bade  nae  better. 

But  aiblins  honest  Master  Heron, 
Had  at  the  time  some  dainty  fair  one, 
To  ware  his  theologic  care  on, 

And  holy  study ; 
And  tired  o*  sauls  to  waste  his  lear  on, 

E'en  tried  the  body  * 

But  what  d'ye  think,  my  trusty  fier, 
I'm  turn'd  a  ganger — Peace  be  here ! 
Parnassian  queans,  I  fear,  I  fear, 

Ye'll  now  disdain  me, 
And  then  my  fifty  pounds  a-year 

Will  little  gain  me. 

Ye  glaiket,  gleesome,  dainty  damies, 
Wha  by  CastaUa's  wimplin'  streamies, 
Lowp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limljies, 

Ye  ken,  ye  ken. 
That  Strang  necessity  supreme  is 

'Mang  sons  o'  men. 

*  "He  ventured  the  Soul,  and  I  risk'd  the  Body" — Jolly  Beggars. 
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I  hae  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies, 

They  maun  hae  brose  and  brats  o'  duddies ; 

Ye  ken  yoursel's  my  heart  right  proud  is :  . 

I  need  na  vaunt, 
But  I'll  sned  besoms — thraw  saugh  woo  dies, 

Before  they  want. 

Lord  help  me  through  this  warld  o'  care ! 
I'm  weary  sick  o't  late  and  air ! 
Not  but  I  hae  a  richer  share 

Than  mony  ithers ; 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare, 

And  a'  men  brithers  ? 

Come,  Firm  Kesolve,  take  thou  the  van, 
Thou  stalk  o'  carl-hemp  in  man ! 
And  let  us  mind,  faint  heart  ne'er  wan 

A  lady  fair : 
Wha  does  the  utmost  that  he  can, 

Will  whyles  do  mair. 

But  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme 
(I'm  scant  o'  verse,  and  scant  o'  time). 
To  make  a  happy  fire-side  clime 

To  weans  and  wife, 
That's  the  true  pathos  and  sublime 

Of  human  Hf e. 

My  compliments  to  sister  Beckie ; 
And  eke  the  same  to  honest  Lucky, 
I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chuckle, 

As  e'er  tread  clay ! 
And  gratefully  my  gude  auld  cockie, 

I'm  yours  for  aye.* 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


*  Blacklock— blind  from  childhood— was  born  in  1721,  and  died  in  1791.  Dr. 
Johnson  visited  him  in  1773,  and  "  looked  on  him  with  reverence."  Heron  calls 
him  "  an  angel  upon  earth ;  "  and  Lockhart  eloquently  observes, — "  The  writings 
of  Blacklock  are  forgotten ;  but  the  memory  of  his  virtues  will  not  pass  away, 
until  mankind  shall  have  ceased  to  sympathise  with  the  misfortunes  of  genius, 
and  to  appreciate  the  poetry  of  Burns." 
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WRITTEN  IN  AN  ENVELOPE, 

ENCLOSING  A  LETTER  TO  CAPTAIN  GROSE. 

[Sometime  in  the  autumn  of  1789,  the  poet  addressed  a  letter  to  Grose,  which 
we  quoted  in  our  note  at  page  360,  Vol.  I.;  and  not  being  certain  of  the  Captain's 
address,  he  enclosed  the  letter  in  an  envelope  addressed  to  Mr.  Oardonnel.  a 
brother  antiquary  in  Edinburgh,  and  within  the  wrapper  he  wrote  the  following 
humorous  lines,  which  are  a  kind  of  parody  of  an  old  song,  commencing:-— 

"  Ken  ye  ought  o'  Sir  John  Malcolm  ?  Igo  and  ago ; 
If  he's  a  wise  man,  I  mistak'  him !  Iram,  coram,  dago."] 

Ken  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose — 

Igo  and  ago — 
If  he*s  amang  his  friends  or  foes? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  to  Abra'm's  bosom  gane  ? 

Igo  and  ago. 
Or  handing  Sarah  by  the  wame  ? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  south,  or  is  he  north  ? 

Igo  and  ago. 
Or  drowned  in  the  river  Forth? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  slain  by  Highlan'  bodies  ? 

Igo  and  ago. 
And  eaten  Hke  a  wether  haggis  ? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Where'er  he  be,  the  Lord  be  near  him ! 

Igo  and  ago. 
As  for  the  deil,  he  daurna  steer  him, 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

But  please  transmit  th'  enclosed  letter, 

Igo  and  ago. 
Which  will  oblige  your  humble  debtor, 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  ye  hae  auld  stanes  in  store — 

Igo  and  ago — 
The  very  stanes  that  Adam  bore, 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 
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So  may  ye  get  in  glad  possession — 
Igo  and  ago — 

The  coins  o'  Satan's  coronation ! 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


SKETCH— NEW-YEAR'S  DAY,  1790. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

[The  poet  seldom  failed  to  address  Mrs.  Dunloi) — either  in  verse  or  prose — on 
New- Year's  Day — always  a  red-letter  day  in  his  Calendar.  Here  he  invites  her 
to  join  him  in  moralizing  on  a  favourite  theme  of  hers — the  immortality  of  the 
Boul.  He  well  knew  the  art  of  shaping  his  discourse  according  to  the  complexion 
of  his  audience: — 

"  The  voice  of  Nature  loudly  cries, 
And  many  a  message  from  the  skies, 
That  something  in  us  never  dies!"] 

This  day,  Time  winds  th'  exhausted  chain, 
To  run  the  twelvemonth's  length  again ; — 
I  see  the  old,  bald-pated  fellow. 
With  ardent  eyes,  complexion  sallow. 
Adjust  the  unimpair'd  machine, 
To  wheel  the  equal,  dull  routine. 

The  absent  lover,  minor  heir, 

In  vain  assail  him  with  their  prayer  ; 

Deaf  as  my  friend,  he  sees  them  press, 

Nor  makes  the  hour  one  moment  less. 

Will  you  (the  Major's  with  the  hounds. 

The  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds ; 

Coila's  fair  Rachel's  care  to-day, 

And  blooming  Keith's  engaged  with  Gray ;)  * 

From  housewife  cares  a  minute  borrow — 

That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to-morrow — 

And  join  with  me  a-moralizing. 

This  day's  propitious  to  be  wise  in. 

First,  what  did  yesternight  dehver  ? 

*  Another  year  is  gone  for  ever.' 

And  what  is  this  day's  strong  suggestion  ? 

'  The  passing  moment's  all  we  rest  on  ! ' 

Best  on — for  what  ?  what  do  we  here  ? 

Or  why  regard  the  passing  year  ? 

•  Major,  afterwards  General  Dunlop,  the  lady's  son.  Kachaeland  Keith  were 
her  daughters ;  the  one  engaged  in  making  a  painting  from  Burns'  Vision ;  the 
other,  from  Gray's  Elegy. 


(    151  ) 


Will  time,  amused  with  proverbed  lore, 

Add  to  our  date  one  minute  more  ? 

A  few  days  may — a  few  years  must — 

Repose  us  in  the  silent  dust. 

Then  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  bliss  ? 

Yes — all  such  reasonings  are  amiss ! 

The  voice  of  Nature  loudly  cries, 

And  many  a  message  from  the  skies, 

That  something  in  us  never  dies : 

That  on  this  frail,  uncertain  state. 

Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight : 

That  future-life  in  worlds  unknown 

Must  take  its  hue  from  this  alone ; 

Whether  as  heavenly  glory  bright. 

Or  dark  as  misery's  woeful  night, — 

Since  then,  my  honour'd,  first  of  friends. 

On  this  poor  being  all  depends ; 

Let  us  the  important  noiv  employ. 

And  live  as  those  who  never  die. 

Though  you,  with  days  and  honours  crown'd. 

Witness  that  filial  circle  round 

(A  sight,  fife's  sorrows  to  repulse, 

A  sight,  pale  envy  to  convulse), 

Others  now  claim  your  chief  regard ; 

Yourself,  you  wait  your  bright  reward. 


PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN  AT  THE  THEATRE,  DUMFRIES,  ON  NEW-TEAR's-DAY 
EVENING,  1790. 

[Before  the  close  of  1789,  the  poet  had  grown  sadly  discouraged  regarding  hia 
farm,  and  ho  would  often  steal  down  to  Dumfries  to  cheer  his  gloom  by  temporary 
excitement  at  the  theatre  or  elsewhere.  On  11th  January,  1790,  he  wrote  thus 
to  his  brother  Gilbert: — "My  nerves  are  in  a  d —  state.  I  feel  that  horrid 
hypochondria  pervading  every  atom  of  both  body  and  souL  This  farm  has  un- 
done my  enjoyment  of  myself.  It  is  a  ruinous  affair  on  all  hands.  But  let  it  go 
to   !   I'll  fight  it  out  and  be  off  with  it. 

"We  have  got  a  decent  set  of  players  here  just  now,  and  I  have  seen  them  an 
evening  or  two.  The  manager  of  the  company,  Mr.  Sutherland,  is  a  man  of 
apparent  worth.  On  New-Year's-Day  evening  I  gave  him  the  following 
prologue,  which  he  spouted  to  hia  audience  with  applause:"] — 


No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  city 
That  queens  it  o'er  our  taste — ^the  more's  the  pity : 
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Though,  by-the-bye,  abroad  why  will  you  roam  V 

Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home : 

But  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 

I  come  to  wish  you  all  a  good  new-year ! 

Old  Father  Time  deputes  me  here  before  ye, 

Not  for  to  preach,  but  tell  his  simple  story : 

The  sage  grave  ancient  coughed,  and  bade  me  say : 

'  You're  one  year  older  this  important  day.' 

If  wiser,  too — he  hinted  some  suggestion, 

But  'twould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  question ; 

And  with  a  would-be  roguish  leer  and  wink, 

He  bade  me  on  you  press  this  one  word — *  think  I'  * 

Ye  sprightly  youths,  quite  flush'd  with  hope  and  spirit, 

Who  think  to  storm  the  world  by  dint  of  merit, 

To  you  the  dotard  has  a  deal  to  say, 

In  his  sly,  dry,  sententious,  proverb  way : 

He  bids  you  mind,  amid  your  thoughtless  rattle. 

That  the  first  blow  is  ever  half  the  battle ; 

That  though  some  by  the  skirt  may  try  to  snatch  hun, 

Yet  by  the  forelock  is  the  hold  to  catch  him ; 

That  whether  doing,  suffering,  or  forbearing, 

You  may  do  miracles  by  persevering. 

Last,  though  not  least  in  love,  ye  youthful  fair. 
Angelic  forms,  high  Heaven's  pecuhar  care ! 
To  you  old  Bald-pate  smooths  his  wrinkled  brow, 
And  humbly  begs  you'll  mind  the  important  Now ! 
To  crown  your  happiness  he  asks  your  leave, 
And  offers  bhss  to  give  and  to  receive. 

For  our  sincere,  though  haply  weak  endeavours, 
With  grateful  pride  we  own  your  many  favours ; 
And  howsoe'er  our  tongues  may  ill  reveal  it. 
Believe  our  glowing  bosoms  truly  feel  it. 


*  There  is  a  characteristic  variation  here  in  a  MS.  copy  possessed  by  Mr. 
Greenshields  of  Kerse : — 

"  Said  '  Sutherland,  in  one  wora.  bid  them  Think  I  "' 
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WRITTEN  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  WHO  HAD  SENT 
THE  POET  A  NEWSPAPEH, 

AND  OFFERED  TO  CONTINUE  IT  FKEE  OF  EXPENSE. 

[Chambers  considers  that  this  jocular  rhyming  epistle  was  addressed  in  Feb., 
1790,  to  Mr.  Peter  Stuart,  editor  of  Tlie  Star  newspaper,  London,  to  whom  the 
poet  had  previously  "sent  various  contributions  in  prose  and  verse."  The 
closing  coupiet  does  not  mean  that  he  returns  the  paper  to  the  sender ;  but  that 
he  gratefully  sends  back  a  rhyming  abstract  of  the  news.  The  text  shews 
moreover,  that  he  had  read  the  paper  to  some  purpose ;  for  his  summary  of 
the  history  of  Europe  at  that  period  is  most  comprehensive  and  correct.] 

Kind  Sir,  Tve  read  your  paper  through, 

And,  faith,  to  me  'twas  really  new ! 

How  guess'd  ye,  sir,  what  maist  I  wanted  ? 

This  mony  a  day  I've  graned  and  gaunted 

To  ken  what  French  mischief  was  brewin', 

Or  what  the  drumlie  Dutch  were  doin' ; 

That  vile  doup-skelper,  Emperor  Joseph, 

If  Yenus  yet  had  got  his  nose  off ; 

Or  how  the  coUieshangie  works 

Atween  the  Russians  and  the  Turks ; 

Or  if  the  Swede,  before  he  halt, 

Would  play  anither  Charles  the  Twalt : 

If  Denmark,  anybody  spak'  o't ; 

Or  Poland,  wha  had  now  the  tack  o't ; 

How  cut-throat  Prussian  blades  were  hingia' ; 

How  libbet  Italy  was  singin' ; 

If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swiss, 

Were  sayin'  or  takin'  aught  amiss : 

Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  hame, 

In  Britain's  court,  kept  up  the  game ; 

How  Royal  George — the  Lord  leuk  o'er  him ! — 

Was  managing  St.  Stephen's  quorum ; 

If  sleekit  Chatham  Will  was  livin'. 

Or  glaikit  Charlie  got  his  nieve  in ; 

How  Daddie  Burke  the  plea  was  cookin', 

If  Warren  Hastings'  neck  was  yeukin' ; 

How  cesses,  stents,  and  fees  were  raxed. 

Or  if  bare  — —  yet  were  taxed ; 

The  news  o'  princes,  dukes,  and  earls, 

Pimps,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opera-girls ; 
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If  that  daft  buckie,  Geordie  Wales, 
Was  threshin'  still  at  hizzies'  tails ; 
Or  if  he  was  grown  oughthns  douser, 
And  no'  a  perfect  kintra  cooser. 
A'  this  and  man*  I  never  heard  of, 
And  but  for  you  I  might  despaired  of. 
So  gratefu',  back  your  news  I  send  you. 
And  pray,  a'  gude  things  may  attend  you ! 

EUisland,  Monday  morning^  1790. 


ELEGY 

ON  THE  LATE  MISS  BURNET  OP  MONBODDO. 

[This  beautiful  young  lady,  to  whom  reference  is  made  in  the  poet's  Address  to 
Edinburgh  (page  181,  Vol.  I.),  died  of  consumption  on  17th  June,  1790 ;  and  so 
far  onward  as  the  23rd  January,  1791,  we  find  the  poet  thus  writing  to  Alexander 
Cunningham: — "I  have  these  several  months  been  hammering  at  an  elegy  on 
the  amiable  and  accomplished  Miss  Burnet.  I  have  got,  and  can  get  no  farther 
than  the  following  fragment,  on  which,  please  give  me  your  strictures."  This 
is  sufficient  to  prove  that  Burns  did  not  invariably  compose  without  labour.  His 
high  esteem  for  the  deceased  seems  to  have  imposed  this  task  on  his  muse.  A 
few  months  before  her  death  he  thus  made  reference  to  her  in  one  of  his 
letters : — "Miss  Burnet  is  not  more  dear  to  her  guardian  angel,  nor  his  Grace  of 
Q  to  the  powers  of  darkness,  than  my  friend  Cunningham  to  me  I  "J 

Life  ne'er  exulted  in  so  rich  a  prize 
As  Burnet,  lovely  from  her  native  skies ; 
Nor  envious  death  so  triumphed  in  a  blow, 
As  that  which  laid  th'  accomplished  Burnet  low. 

Thy  form  and  mind,  sweet  maid,  can  I  forget  ? 

In  richest  ore  the  brightest  jewel  set ! 

In  thee,  high  Heaven  above  was  truest  shewn, 

As  by  his  noblest  work  the  Godhead  best  is  known. 

In  vain  ye  flaunt  in  summer's  pride,  ye  groves ; 

Thou  crystal  streamlet  with  thy  flowery  shore. 
Ye  woodland  choir  that  chant  your  idle  loves. 

Ye  cease  to  charm — EHza  is  no  more ! 

Ye  heathy  wastes,  unmixed  with  reedy  fens ; 

Ye  mossy  streams,  with  sedge  and  rushes  stored ; 
Ye  rugged  cliffs,  o'erhanging  dreary  glens, 

To  you  I  fly,  ye  with  my  soul  accord. 
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Princes,  whose  cumbrous  pride  was  all  their  worth, 
Shall  venal  lays  their  pompous  exit  hail  ? 

And  thou,  sweet  excellence !  forsake  our  earth, 
And  not  a  muse  in  honest  grief  bewail  ? 

We  saw  thee  shine  in  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 
And  virtue's  light,  that  beams  beyond  the  spheres ; 

But,  like  the  sun  echpsed  at  morning-tide. 
Thou  left'st  us  darkUng  in  a  world  of  tears. 

The  parent's  heart  that  nestled  fond  in  thee, 
That  heart  how  sunk,  a  prey  to  grief  and  care ; 

So  decked  the  woodbine  sweet  yon  aged  tree ; 
So  from  it  ravished,  leaves  it  bleak  and  bare. 


TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  ESQ.,  OF  FINTRY, 

ON  RECEIVING  A  FAVOUR,  IOtH  AUGUST,  1789. 

[The  favour  referred  to  was  the  poet's  being  nominated  to  the  excise  district 
round  EUisland.  The  date  of  this  beautiful  effusion  of  gratitude  is  made  certain 
by  the  postmark  on  the  original  letter  to  Mr.  Graham  containing  it,  now  in 
the  hands  of  Mr.  Gibson  Craig,  W.S.,  of  Edinburgh.  Therefore  this  must  be 
reckoned  the  second  of  four  poetical  epistles  addressed  to  Mr  Graham,  instead 
of  the  fourth,  as  arranged  by  Chambers.  The  closing  couplet  is  now  for  th* 
first  time  printed  in  connection  with  the  poem.] 

I  CALL  no  goddess  to  inspire  my  strains, 
A  fabled  muse  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigns  ; 
Friend  of  my  life !  my  ardent  spirit  burns, 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns. 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new, 
The  gift  still  dearer,  as  the  giver,  you. 

Thou  orb  of  day !  thou  other  paler  light  I 
And  all  ye  many  sparkling  stars  of  night ; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  mind  efface ; 
If  I  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace ; 
Then  roll  to  me,  along  your  wandering  spheres^ 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years ! 
[I  lay  my  hand  upon  my  swelling  breast, 
And  grateful  would,  but  cannot  speak  the  rest..] 
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THE  RIGHTS  OF  WOMAN. 

AN  OCCASIONAL  ADDRESS   SPOKEN  BY  MISS  FONTENELLE 
ON  HER  BENEFIT  NIGHT. 


[At  the  Dumfries  Theatre,  under  the  management  of  Mr.  Sutherland,  a  pretty 
young  actress — Miss  Fontenelle — formed  one  of  the  company  during  the  winter 
of  1792,  and  also  of  the  year  following.  The  local  newspapers  announced  her 
benefit-night  for  26th  November,  1792,  and  that  after  the  play — The  Country 
€Hrl — she  would  "  deliver  an  occasional  address,  written  by  Mr.  Robert  Burns, 
called  Tlie  Rights  of  Woman."  At  that  period  the  government  of  this  country  was 
in  great  alarm  regarding  the  spread  of  what  were  termed  liberal  or  revolutionary 
opinions.  Paine  had  produced  his  "  Rights  of  Man,"  and  Mary  Wolstoncroft 
was  advocating  the  "  Rights  of  Woman,"  and  many  thought  that  the  line, 

"  Truce  with  kings,  and  truce  with  constitutions  " — 
the  fourth  from  the  end  in  this  Address,  was  by  far  too  bold,  and  that  the 
finishing-stroke,  fa  ira  !  was  intolerable. 

Chambers  records,  that  a  lady  with  whom  he  once  conversed,  "  remembered 
being  present  in  the  theatre  of  Dumfries,  during  the  heat  of  the  Revolution, 
when  Burns  entered  the  pit  somewhat  affected  by  liquor.  On  God  save  the  King 
being  struck  up  by  the  band,  the  audience  rose  as  usual — all  except  the  intem- 
perate poet,  who  cried  for  ga  ira  I  A  tumult  was  the  consequence,  and  Burns 
was  compelled  to  leave  the  house." 

Immediately  after  this,  namely  in  December,  1792,  Collector  Mitchell  con- 
founded him  -with  the  information  that  he  had  received  an  order  from  the  Board 
of  Excise  to  enquire  into  his  political  conduct,  as  one  blamed  for  being  dis- 
affected to  the  government.] 

While  Europe's  eye  is  fixed  on  mighty  things, 
The  fate  of  empires  and  the  fall  of  kings ; 
While  quacks  of  state  must  each  produce  his  plan, 
And  even  children  Ksp  the  Rights  of  Man ; 
Amid  this  mighty  fuss  just  let  me  mention, 
The  Rights  of  Woman  merit  some  attention. 

First,  in  the  sexes*  intermixed  connection, 
One  sacred  Right  of  Woman  is — Protection. 
The  tender  flower  that  hfts  its  head,  elate, 
Helpless,  must  fall  before  the  blasts  of  fate. 
Sunk  on  the  earth,  defaced  its  lovely  form, 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impending  storm. 

Our  second  Right— but  needless  here  is  caution. 
To  keep  that  right  inviolate 's  the  fashion, 
Each  man  of  sense  has  it  so  full  before  him, 
He'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it,  'tis — Decorum. 
There  was,  indeed,  in  far  less  polished  days, 
A  time  when  rough,  rude  man  had  naughty  ways ; 
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Would  swagger,  swear,  get  drunk,  kick  up  a  riot, 
Nay,  even  thus  invade  a  lady's  quiet. 
Now,  thank  our  stars!  these  Gothic  times  are  fled; 
Now,  well-bred  men — and  you  are  all  well-bred — 
Most  justly  think  (and  we  are  much  the  gainers) 
Such  conduct  neither  spirit,  wit,  nor  manners.* 

For  Right  the  third,  our  last,  our  best,  our  dearest, 
That  Right  to  fluttering  female  hearts  the  nearest, 
Which  even  the  Rights  of  Kings,  in  low  prostration 
Most  humbly  own — 'tis  dear,  dear  Admiration  ! 
In  that  blest  sphere  alone  we  live  and  move ; 
There  taste  that  hfe  of  life — immortal  love  ! 
Smiles,  glances,  sighs,  tears,  fits,  flirtations,  airs, 
'Gainst  such  an  host  what  flinty  savage  dares, — 
When  awful  Beauty  joins  with  all  her  charms, — 
Who  is  so  rash  as  rise  in  rebel  arms  ? 
But  truce  with  kings,  and  truce  with  constitutions, 
With  bloody  armaments  and  revolutions ! 
Let  majesty  your  first  attention  summon, 
Ah  !  qa  ira  1  the  majesty  of  woman  ! 


SONNET, 

WRITTEN  ON  THE  25tH  JANUARY  1793,  THE  BIRTHDAY  OF 
THE  AUTHOR,  ON  HEARING  A  THRUSH  SING 
m  A  MORNING  WALK. 

[The  only  remark  we  have  to  make  in  connection  with  this  elegantly  versified 
little  poem,  is  to  express  our  surprise  that  Dr.  Ourrie,  with  the  same  before  his 
eyes,  giving  the  date  of  the  author's  birthday  in  its  title,  could  have  been  so 
inaccurate  as  to  set  down  in  the  first  edition  of  his  biography  of  the  poet,  the 
"  29th  January  "  as  the  date !  It  was  corrected  in  his  second  edition,  but  the 
error  has  been  copied  in  many  editions  of  Burns,  down  to  the  year  1816 ;  aye, 
even  onwards  to  1826.  In  "  Dove's  English  Classics,"  published  in  the  latter 
year,  the  error  was  reproduced,  and  down  to  a  comparatively  recent  period  it 
was  not  uncommon  to  hear  of  the  "Burns  Anniversary"  being  celebrated  on 
the  29th  of  the  month.] 

Sing  on,  sweet  thrush,  upon  the  leafless  bough. 
Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  I  listen  to  thy  strain ; 
See  aged  Winter,  'mid  his  surly  reign, 
■  At  thy  blythe  carol  clears  his  furrowed  brow ! 


*  An  ironical  allusion  to  the  annual  saturnalia  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt  at 
Dumfries. 
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So  in  lone  Poverty's  dominion  drear, 

Sits  meek  Content  with  light  unanxious  heart, — 
Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part, 

Nor  asks  if  they  bring  ought  to  hope  or  fear. 

I  thank  thee,  Author  of  this  opening  day ! 

Thou  whose  bright  sun  now  gilds  yon  orient  skies ! 

Riches  denied,  thy  boon  was  purer  joys, — 
What  wealth  could  never  give  nor  take  away ! 

Yet  come,  thou  child  of  poverty  and  care ! 

The  mite  high  Heaven  bestowed,  that  mite  with  thoe  I'll  share. 


IMPROMPTU, 

ON  MRS.  riddel's  BIRTHDAY,  4tH  NOVEMBER,  1793. 

[This  successful  little  compliment,  to  the  accomplished  Maria  Riddel,  appears 
among  the  poet's  productions  of  this  period  like  sunshine  before  rain ;  for  very 
shortly  thereafter,  a  quarrel  ensued  between  these  good  friends,  and  Burns'  pen 
seems  dipped  in  gall  when  he  writes  of  her  after  this  time.] 

Old  Winter,  with  his  frosty  beard, 
Thus  once  to  Jove  his  prayer  preferred : 
'  What  have  I  done  of  all  the  year, 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe  ? 
My  cheerless  suns  no  pleasure  know ; 
Night's  horrid  car  drags  dreary,  slow ; 
My  dismal  months  no  joys  are  crowning'. 
But  spleeny  Enghsh,  hanging,  drowning. 

'  Now,  Jove,  for  once  be  mighty  civil, 
To  counterbalance  all  this  evil ; 
Give  me,  and  I've  no  more  to  say. 
Give  me  Maria's  natal-day ! 
That  brilliant  gift  shall  so  enrich  me. 
Spring,  summer,  autumn,  cannot  match  me.' 
'  'Tis  done ! '  says  Jove ;  so  ends  my  story, 
And  Winter  once  rejoiced  in  glory. 
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ADDRESS, 

SPOKEN  BY  MISS  FONTENELLE  ON  HER  BENEFIT-NIGHT, 
DECEMBER  4tH,  1793. 


[In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  which  Dr.  Ourrie  has  erroneously  set  down  as 
written  in  1795,  the  poet  refers  to  this  production  as  follows: — "24th  December. 
We  have  had  a  brilliant  theatre  here  this  season;  only,  as  all  other  business 
does,  it  experiences  a  stagnation  of  trade  from  the  epidemical  complaint  of  the 
country — want  of  cash.  I  mentioned  our  theatre  merely  to  lug  in  an  occasional 
address,  which  I  wrote  for  the  beneflt-night  of  one  of  the  actresses,  which  is  as 
follows."  All  the  poet's  biographers,  including  the  accurate  Chambers,  have 
accepted  Dr.  Currie's  date,  and  thereby  launched  themselves  into  a  labyrinth  of 
difSculty  in  tracing  the  course  of  the  poet's  illness  during  the  latter  part  of  1795, 
and  onwards  till  his  death  in  July,  1796. 

The  poet's  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  on  31st  January,  1796,  intimating  that  after 
many  weeks  of  sick-bed  he  had  only  once  been  before  his  door  in  the  street,  is 
correctly  dated.  He  there  complains  that  "these  many  months"  she  had  been 
two  packets  in  his  debt  How  then  could  he  have  written  to  her  only  one 
month  before  ?  The  slightest  examination  of  the  contents  of  the  letter  referred 
to,  shew  at  once  that  Christmas,  1793,  instead  of  1795,  is  its  proper  date.  He 
begins  by  referring  to  the  illness  of  "a  sweet  little  girl — my  youngest  child." 
Now,  at  Christmas,  1795,  his  youngest  child  was  the  boy  James  Glencairn ;  for 
the  autumn  of  that  year — as  he  tells  that  lady  in  his  letter  of  31st  January,  1796 — 
"  robbed  him  of  his  only  daughter  and  darling  child."  Another  proof  of  the 
erroneous  date  is  visible  in  the  reference  therein  made  to  a  MS.  book  of  his 
letters  he  was  then  forming  for  Kiddel  of  Glenriddel,  and  Riddel  died  in  April, 
1794.  His  words  are — "I  have  written,  and  am  writing  them  out  in  a  bound 
MS.  for  my  friend's  library." 

What  seems  to  have  misled  Currie  and  all  his  followers  in  regard  to  the  date 
of  this  important  letter,  is  the  poet's  apparent  reference  to  his  approaching 
death:  we  say  apparent  reference,  for,  upon  closer  inspection,  it  turns  out  to  be 
no  more  than  one  of  those  foreboding  anticipations  which  he  was  wont  to  indulge 
in.  His  words  are  these — "  If  I  am  nipt  off  at  the  command  of  fate,  even  in  all 
the  vigour  of  manhood  as  I  am — such  things  happen  every  day — Gracious  God ! 
what  would  become  of  my  little  flock?" 

It  is  hoped  that  the  reader  will  pardon  this  long,  and  perhaps  digressive  note, 
for  the  sake  of  its  importance  in  correcting  the  careless  chronology  and 
inexcusable  inattention  of  the  poet's  editors  to  the  sense  and  meaning  of  the 
writings  they  undertake  to  edit] 

Still  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  favour, 
And  not  less  anxious,  sure,  this  night,  than  ever, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 
'Twould  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  better ; 
So  sought  a  Poet,  roosted  near  the  skies. 
Told  him  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes ! 
Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed ; 
And  last,  my  Prologue-business  slily  hinted. 
'  Ma'am,  let  me  tell  you,'  quoth  my  man  of  rhymes^ 
'  I  know  your  bent — these  are  no  laughing  times  : 
Can  you — but,  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears — 
Dissolve  in  pause  and  sentimental  tears, 
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With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn-rounded  sentence ; 
Rouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers  fell  Repentence ; 
Paint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand, 
Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand, 
Calling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o'er  a  guilty  land  ? ' 

I  could  no  more — askance  the  creature  eyeing, 

D'ye  think,  said  I,  this  face  was  made  for  crying  ? 

I'll  laugh,  that's  poz— nay,  more,  the  world  shall  know  it ; 

And  so,  your  servant !  gloomy  Master  Poet ! 

Firm  as  my  creed.  Sirs,  'tis  my  fixed  behef, 

That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief ; 

I  also  think — so  may  I  be  a  bride ! 

That  so  much  laughter,  so  much  life  enjoyed. 

Thou  man  of  crazy  care  and  ceaseless  sigh, 
Still  under  bleak  Misfortune's  blasting  eye ; 
Doomed  to  that  sorest  task  of  man  aUve — 
To  make  three  guineas  do  the  work  of  five :  * 
Laugh  in  Misfortune's  face — the  beldam  witch  ! 
Say,  you'll  be  merry,  though  you  can't  be  rich. 
Thou  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  love. 
Who  long  with  jiltish  arts  and  airs  hast  strove ; 
Who,  as  the  boughs  all  temptingly  project, 
Measur'st  in  desperate  thought — a  rope — thy  neck — 
Or,  where  the  beetling  chff  o'erhangs  the  deep, 
Peerest  to  meditate  the  healing  leap : 
Wouldst  thou  be  cured?  thou  silly,  moping  elf! 
Laugh  at  her  follies — laugh  e'en  at  thyself : 
Learn  to  despise  those  frowns  now  so  terrific. 
And  love  a  kinder — that's  your  grand  specific. 

To  sum  up  all,  be  merry,  I  advise  ; 

And  as  we're  merry,  may  we  still  be  wise. 


*  "At  present,  every  guinea  has  a  five-guinea  errand  with  me." — Letter — 
Bvrns  to  Peter  Hill,  April,  2,  1789. 

"  The  task  of  the  superlatively  damned— to  make  one  guinea  do  the  business 
of  three." — Letter,  Burns  to  Maxwell,  December  20,  1789. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LAP-DOG,  NAMED  ECHO. 

[The  date  of  this  versicle  is  July,  1793.  It  had  its  birth  during  the  poet's 
pleasant  tour  in  G-alloway  with  his  friend,  Mr.  Syme,  which  that  gentleman  has 
so  well  narrated  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Currie.  At  the  house  of  Mr.  Grordon,  after- 
wards Viscount  Kenmure,  tho  travellers  were  entertained  three  days.  "  Mrs. 
Gordon's  lap-dog,  Echo,  was  dead.  She  would  have  an  epitaph  on  him.  Several 
had  been  made.  Burns  was  asked  for  one.  This  was  setting  Hercules  to  the 
distaff.  He  disliked  the  subject,  but  to  please  the  lady,  he  would  try.  Here  is 
what  he  produced:  "] — 

In  wood  and  wild,  ye  warbling  throng, 

Your  heavy  loss  deplore ! 
Now  half  extinct  your  powers  of  song, 

Sweet  Echo  is  no  more. 

Ye  jarring,  screeching  things  around, 

Scream  your  discordant  joys ! 
Now  half  your  din  of  tuneless  sound 

With  Echo  silent  lies. 


SENT  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  WHOM  HE  HAD 
OFFENDED. 

[Mr.  Walter  Eiddel,  brother  of  the  Laird  of  Glenriddel,  and  husband  of  Mrs. 
Maria  Eiddel,  whose  birthday  the  poet  had  lately  celebrated  in  his  own  way,  is 
understood  to  have  been  the  gentleman  to  whom  these  lines  were  sent,  as  part 
of  an  apology  for  some  indiscretion  committed  by  him  on  the  previous  evening. 
The  "savage  hospitality"  of  those  times  was  one  of  the  forms  of  seduction 
which  the  poet  had  not  the  firmness — indeed,  scarcely  the  inclination  to  with- 
stand, and,  as  Mr.  Chambers  truly  observes,  "  it  is  to  be  feared  that  his  friends 
at  Woodley  Park  were  amongst  those  who  took  the  lead  in  thus  seducing  him 
from  the  quiet  domestic  life  in  which  it  was  his  duty,  and  would  otherwise  have 
been  his  pleasure,  to  dwell.  The  details  of  Burns'  misconduct  which  led  to  the 
estrangement  betwixt  such  intimate  friends  as  Mrs.  Eiddel  and  him,  have  not 
been  given,  but  have  often  been  surmised.  In  a  letter  that  he  addressed  to  her 
next  day,  dated  from  the  infernal  regions,  he  speaks  of  "  the  impropriety  of 
my  conduct  yesternight  under  your  roof,"  and  longs  to  be  "  reinstated  in  the 
good  opinion  of  the  fair  circle  whom  my  conduct  last  night  so  much  injured." 
He  adds, — "  To  the  men  of  the  company  I  will  make  no  apology.  Your  husband, 
who  insisted  on  my  drinking  more  than  I  chose,  has  no  right  to  blame  me ;  and 
the  other  gentlemen  were  partakers  of  my  guilt"] 

The  friend  whom  wild  from  wisdom's  way, 

The  fumes  of  wine  infuriate  send 
(Not  moony  madness  more  astray) — 

Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend  ? 
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Mine  was  th'  insensate  frenzied  part, 

Ah  !  why  should  I  such  scenes  outlive  ? — 

Scenes  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart  I 
'Tis  thine  to  pity  and  forgive. 


MONODY. 

ON  A  LADY  FAMED  FOR  HER  CAPRICE. 

[Oapriciousness,  according  to  Bums,  was  the  ruling  foible  of  Mrs.  Mari* 
Riddel  (the  "Eliza"  of  this  satire.)  Another  of  her  sins,  he  informed  Smellie 
the  printer,  in  a  letter  of  introduction  to  him,  was  wani  of  hypocrisy.  "  This 
failing,"  he  says,  "you  will  easily  discover,  as  she  seems  rather  pleased  with 
indulging  in  it,  and  a  failing  that  you  will  easily  pardon,  as  it  is  a  sin  which 
very  much  besets  yourself ;  where  she  dislikes  or  despises,  she  is  apt  to  make 
no  more  a  secret  of  it  than  where  she  esteems  and  respects." 

The  poet's  letters  to  Mrs.  Riddel,  immediately  after  the  disruption  between 
them  (about  Christmas,  1793),  manifest  great  anxiety  to  be  reinstalled  in  her 
favour;  taut,  disappointed  in  this,  that  "stubborn  something  in  man"  which 
he  so  dearly  cherished,  asserted  its  position,  and  rendered  a  reconciliation  for 
a  long  while  hopeless.  Thus  he  wrote  to  her, — "  In  a  face  where  I  used  to  meet 
the  kind  complacency  of  friendly  confidence,  now  to  find  cold  neglect  and  con- 
temptous  scorn,  is  a  wrench  that  my  heart  can  ill  bear.  It  is,  however,  some 
kind  of  miserable  good-luck,  that  while  de-haut-en-bas  rigour  may  depress 
an  unoffending  wretch  to  the  ground,  it  has  a  tendency  to  rouse  a  stubborn 
something  in  his  bosom,  which  though  it  cannot  heal  the  wounds  of  his  soul,  is 
at  least  an  opiate  to  blunt  their  poignancy." 

Shortly  after  writing  the  following  ill-tempered  lampoon,  he  addressed  the 
last  letter  to  his  Clarinda  which  has  been  preserved,  and  he  introduces  this  poem 
to  her  notice  thus : — "  Tell  me  what  you  think  of  the  following  Monody :  the 
subject  is  a  woman  of  fashion  in  this  country,  with  whom  I  was  formerly  well 
acquainted.  By  some  scandalous  conduct  to  me,  and  two  or  three  other  gentle- 
men here  as  well  as  me,  she  steered  so  far  to  the  north  of  my  good  opinion, 
that  I  have  made  her  the  theme  of  several  ill-natured  things.  The  following 
epigram  struck  me  the  other  day  as  I  passed  her  carriage." 

The  epigram  here  referred  to,  Robert  Chambers  has  declined  to  print,  on  the 
ground  of  its  utter  unworthiness  of  the  poet,  and  its  coarse  injustice  to  the- 
lady  who  was  its  theme.  He  notes,  however,  that  the  MS.  is  in  the  possession 
of  Mr.  W.  F.  Watson,  bookseller,  Edinburgh.] 

How  cold  is  that  bosom  which  folly  once  fired, 

How  pale  is  that  cheek  where  the  rouge  lately  glistened !: 

How  silent  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  oft  tired, 
How  dull  is  that  ear  which  to  flattery  so  listened ! 

If  sorrow  and  anguish  their  exit  await. 

From  friendship  and  dearest  affection  removed ; 

How  doubly  severer,  Ehza,  thy  fate. 

Thou  diedst  unwept,  as  thou  hvedst  unloved ! 

Loves,  Graces,  and  Yirtues,  I  call  not  on  you ; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a  tear : 
But  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  Folly  so  true. 

And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Eliza's  cold  bier. 
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We'll  search  through  the  garden  for  each  silly  flower, 
We'll  roam  through  the  forest  for  each  idle  weed ; 

But  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  shower. 
For  none  e'er  approached  her  but  rued  the  rash  deed. 

We'll  sculpture  the  marble,  we'll  measure  the  lay ; 

Here  Yanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre ; 
There  keen  Indignation  shall  dart  on  her  prey, 

Which  spurning  Contempt  shall  rec'eem  from  his  ire. 

THE  EPITAPH. 

Here  lies,  now  a  prey  to  insulting  neglect, 
What  once  was  a  butterfly  gay  in  life's  beam  : 

Want  only  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect, 
Want  only  of  goodness  denied  her  esteem. 


SONNET, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RIDDEL,  ESQ.,  OF  FRiARS'  CARSE. 

[The  poet's  friend  of  old-standing — Glenriddel,  whose  board  was  "bo  noted  for 
drowning  of  sorrow  and  care,"  liad  also  become  estranged  to  Burns  in  con- 
sequence of  the  rupture  with  his  relatives  of  Woodley  Park.  He  died  in  April, 
1  "94,  unreconciled  to  the  bard  of  The  Whistle.  The  poet,  however,  to  his  honour, 
remembering  only  the  worth  of  his  deceased  friend,  and  former  loving-kindness, 
immediately  penned  the  following  elegaic  sonnet  on  the  sad  event.  So  promptly 
was  this  done,  that  the  verses  appeared  in  the  Dumfries  newspaper  along  with 
the  announcement  of  Glenriddel's  death.] 

No  more,  ye  warblers  of  the  wood,  no  more ; 
Nor  pour  your  descant  grating  on  my  soul :  * 
Thou  young-eyed  Spring,  gay  in  thy  verdant  stole — 

More  welcome  were  to  me  grim  Winter's  wildest  roar. 

How  can  ye  charm,  ye  flowers,  with  all  your  dyes  ? 

Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  friend! 

How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend ! 
That  strain  flows  round  th'  untimely  tomb  where  Riddel  lies. 


*  Var.  in  MS.,  followed  by  Currie,  verse  1 : — 

"  Nor  pour  your  descant  grating  on  mj-  ear: 
Tbou  young-eyed  Spring,  thy  charms  I  cannot  bear. ' 
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Yes,  pour,  ye  warblers,  pour  the  notes  of  woe, 
And  soothe  the  Virtues  weeping  o'er  his  bier : 
The  Man  of  Worth — and  hath  not  left  his  peer ! 

Is  in  his  narrow  house,  for  ever  darkly  low. 

Thee,  Spring,  again  with  joy  shall  others  greet; 
Me,  memory  of  my  loss  will  only  meet.  * 


TO  MISS  GRAHAM,  OF  FINTRY, 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  SONGS. 

[In  July,  1794,  the  poet,  in  a  letter  to  Thomson,  transcribed  these  verses  with 
the  remark — "  I  have  presented  a  copy  of  your  songs  to  the  daughter  of  a  much- 
valued  and  much-honoured  friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry.  I  wrote  on 
the  blank  side  of  the  title-page  the  following  address  to  the  young  lady : "]— • 

Here,  where  the  Scottish  Muse  immortal  Mves, 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  joined. 

Accept  the  gift,  though  humble  he  who  gives ; 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ruffian  feeling  in  thy  breast, 
Discordant,  jar  thy  bosom-chords  among ; 

But  Peace  attune  thy  gentle  soul  to  rest. 
Or  Love  ecstatic  wake  his  seraph  song : 

Or  Pity's  notes,  in  luxury  of  tears, 

As  modest  want  the  tale  of  woe  reveals ; 

While  conscious  Virtue  all  the  strain  endears. 
And  heaven-born  Piety  her  sanction  seals. 


TO  DR.  MAXWELL, 

ON  MISS  JESSY  STAIG's  RECOVERY. 

[In  November,  1794,  in  writing  to  Thomson,  the  poet  asked  him  thus:—"  How 
do  you  like  the  following  epigram,  which  I  wrote  the  other  day  on  a  lovely 
young  girl's  recovery  from  a  fever?  Dr.  Maxwell  was  the  physician  who 
seemingly  saved  her  from  the  grave ;  and  to  him  I  address  the  following."  The 
reader  will  understand  that  Miss  Staig  was  the  Jessie  of  the  song  given  at 
page  48.] 

Maxwell,  if  merit  here  you  crave. 

That  merit  I  deny : 
You  save  fair  Jessy  from  the  grave ! — 

An  angel  could  not  die ! 

*  Var.  in  MS.,  verse  2. — "please"  for  charm,  "pours"  tot  flows. 
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POETICAL  INSCRIPTION 

FOR  AN  ALTAR  TO  INDEPENDENCE,  AT  KERROUGHTREE, 
THE  SEAT  OF  MR.  HERON. 

[This  is  a  compliment  to  the  hero  of  the  poet's  Kirkcudbright  election  ballads 
of  1795 — to  be  afterwards  given.] 

Thou  of  an  independent  mind, 

With  soul  resolved,  with  soul  resigned ; 

Prepar'd  Power's  proudest  frown  to  brave, 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave ; 

Yirtue  alone  who  dost  revere. 

Thy  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear, — 

Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here! 


TO  CHLORIS. 

[Along  with  the  two  last  songs  which  this  lady  formed  the  subject  of — namely 
"  Bonie  was  yon  rosy  brier,"  and  "  This  is  no'  my  ain  lassie  " — the  poet,  in  his 
letter  to  Thomson,  dated  3rd  August,  1795,  transcribed  these  beautiful  verses, 
explaining  as  follows: — "Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  the  last  edition 
of  my  poems,  presented  to  the  lady  whom,  in  so  many  fictitious  reveries  of 
passion,  but  with  the  most  ardent  sentiments  of  real  friendship,  I  have  so  often 
Bung  under  the  name  of  Ohloris."] 

'Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  friend, 

Nor  thou  the  gift  refuse. 
Nor  with  unvdlhng  ear  attend 

The  morahsing  Muse. 

Since  thou,  in  all  thy  youth  and  charms. 

Must  bid  the  world  adieu, — 
A  world  'gainst  peace  in  constant  arms — 

To  join  the  friendly  few ; 

Since  thy  gay  morn  of  Hfe  o'ercast. 

Chill  came  the  tempest's  lower ; — 
And  ne'er  misfortune's  eastern  blast 

Did  nip  a  fairer  flower : 

Since  life's  gay  scenes  must  charm  no  more ; 

Still  much  is  left  behind ; 
Still  nobler  wealth  hast  thou  in  store — 

The  comforts  of  the  mind. 
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Thine  is  the  self-approving  glow, 

On  conscious  honour's  part ; 
And,  dearest  gift  of  Heaven  below, 

Thine  friendship's  truest  heart. 

The  joys  refined  of  sense  and  taste, 

With  every  Muse  to  rove : 
And  doubly  were  the  poet  blest, 

These  joys  could  he  improve. 

Une  bagatelle  de  Vamitie. 

COILA. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 

[This  friend  the  poet  names  in  his  "  Commonplace  Book,"  April,  1784,  to 
have  been  William  Muir,  of  Tarbolton  MilU  It  is  one  of  his  very  best.] 

An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest 
As  e'er  God  with  his  image  blest ! 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth ; 
The  friend  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth ; 

Few  hearts  like  his,  with  virtue  warmed, 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  so  informed: 
If  there's  another  world,  he  lives  in  bliss ; 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  best  of  tliis. 


A  GRACE  BEFORE  DINNER. 

['•  Godliness,  with  contentment,  is  great  gain,"  is  the  maxim  illustrated  in  this 
prettily  turned  stanza.] 

0  Thou,  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  every  creature's  want ! 
We  bless  Thee,  God  of  Nature  wide, 

For  all  Thy  goodness  lent : 
And,  if  it  please  Thee,  heavenly  guide, 

May  never  worse  be  sent ; 
But  whether  granted  or  denied, 

Lord,  bless  us  with  content.    Amen  1 
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TO  MR.  SYME, 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  A  DOZEN  OP  PORTER, 

[John  Syme,  who  had  a  country  house  called  Byedale,  on  the  Galloway  side 
of  the  Nith,  near  Dumfries,  was  distributor  of  stamps  in  that  town,  and  had  hia 
ofSce  on  the  ground  floor  of  the  tenement  which  the  poet  occupied  in  the  Wee 
Vennel "  when  he  first  took  up  his  abode  in  Dumfries.  A  very  great  intimacy 
sprung  up  between  Syme  and  the  poet,  who  made  his  friend  the  subject  of 
several  well-turned  compliments,  in  the  form  of  epigrams,  which  are  usually 
printed  among  the  poet's  works.] 

Oh,  had  the  malt  thy  strength  of  mind, 

Or  hops  the  flavour  of  thy  wit, 
'Twere  drink  for  first  of  human  kind, 
A  gift  that  even  for  Syme  were  fit. 
Jerusalem  Tavern^  Dumfries. 


EXTEMPORE  TO  MR.  SYME. 
17th  December,  1795. 

[This  was  during  the  poet's  fatal  illness,  when  neither  the  wine  nor  the  wit  of 
"Stamp  Office  Johnie"  could  "med'cine  him  to  the  sweet  sleep  "  which  he  once 
enjoyed.] 

No  more  of  your  guests,  be  they  titled  or  not. 

And  cookery  the  first  in  the  nation  ; 
Who  is  proof  to  thy  personal  converse  and  wit, 

Is  proof  to  all  other  temptation. 


TO  MISS  JESSY  LEWARS, 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  BOOKS. 

[The  hooks  and  the  kind  wishes,  so  well  expressed,  and  so  well  deserved, 
formed  a  present  to  the  warm-hearted  friend  of  Mrs.  Burns  who  attended  on  the 
bard  so  assiduously  during  his  death-bed  illness.  Other  compliments  paid  to 
her  in  verse  will  be  found  farther  on.] 

Thine  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair, 
And  with  them  take  the  poet's  prayer, 
That  Fate  may  in  her  fairest  page. 
With  every  kindhest,  best  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enrol  thy  name  : 
With  native  worth,  and  spotless  fame, 
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And  wakeful  caution,  still  aware 
Of  ill — but  chief,  man's  felon  snare ; 
All  blameless  joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind ; — 
These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward  ; 
So  prays  thy  faithful  friend,  the  Bard, 


TO  COLLECTOR  MITCHELL. 

[This  gentleman  was  a  superior  officer  in  connection  with  the  poet's  excise 
districts,  both  at  Ellisland  and  Dumfries.  Mr.  Chambers  records  that  Burns  also 
looked  up  to  him  as  a  literary  friend  well  qualified  to  criticise  his  poetical 
effusions  submitted  to  him  from  time  to  time,  having  been  educated  for  the  church. 

The  following  rhymed  epistle,  addressed  to  Mr.  Mitchell,  appears  from  its 
allusions  to  have  been  penned  aboutthe  end  of  December,  1795,  when  a  temporary 
favourable  turn  in  the  progress  of  his  fatal  rheumatic  disorder  cheered  the  poet 
60  much  that  he  was  induced  on  the  28th  of  next  month — for  some  purpose  of 
fancied  importance — to  attend  a  Mason  Lodge  meeting.  It  was  about  that  time 
the  unhappy  circumstance  alluded  to  by  Currie  took  place,  which  brought 
back  his  trouble  with  increased  virulence,  and  never  left  him  till  he  was  relieved 
by  death.  Dr.  Currie's  account  is  as  follows: — "From  October,  1795,  to  the 
January  following,  an  accidental  complaint  confined  him  to  the  house.  A  few 
days  after  he  began  to  go  abroad,  he  dined  at  a  tavern,  and  returned  home  about 
three  o'clock  in  a  very  cold  morning,  benumbed  and  intoxicated."  Tradition 
adds  that  the  poet  on  his  way  home  sat  down  on  some  steps  projecting  into  the 
street,  and,  falling  asleep  there,  became  fatally  chilled.  Chambers  remarks-^ 
"  In  this  little  accident,  and  not  in  the  pressure  of  poverty  or  disrepute,  or 
wounded  feelings,  or  a  broken  heart,  truly  lay  the  determining  cause  of  the 
Badly  shortened  days  of  our  great  national  poet." 

There  can,  however,  be  little  doubt  that  the  poet's  illness  really  began  to 
assume  its  deadly  form  in  the  autumn  of  1795.  He  is  his  own  best  biographer. 
In  February,  1794,  he  writes  to  Cunningham — "My  constitution  and  frame 
were,  ab  origine,  blasted  with  a  deep,  incurable  taint  of  hypochondria,  which 
poisons  my  existence."  In  June  following,  he  writes  to  another  friend-—"  I  am 
afraid  that  I  am  about  to  suffer  for  the  follies  of  my  youth :  my  medical  friends 
threaten  me  with  a  flying  gout;  but  I  trust  they  are  mistaken."  From  this 
time,  till  autumn  1795,  we  hear  nothing  of  any  bodily  ailment;  then,  however, 
there  is  a  sudden  muteness  in  his  lyre,  and  a  total  suspension  of  his  recorded 
correspondence  till  January,  1796.  On  31st  of  that  month,  he  thus  writes  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop: — "I  have  lately  drunk  deep  of  the  cup  of  affliction.  The  autumn 
robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter  and  darling  child.  I  had  scarcely  begun  to  re- 
cover from  that  shock,  when  I  became  myself  the  victim  of  a  most  severe 
rheumatic  fever,  and  long  the  die  spun  doubtful ;  until,  after  many  weeks  of 
a  sick-bed,  it  seems  to  have  turned  up  life,  and  I  am  beginning  to  crawl  across 
my  room,  and  once  indeed,  have  been  before  my  own  door  in  the  street."  (This 
exception  must  have  been  on  the  28th,  to  attend  the  Lodge  meeting  referred  to 
above.)  In  May  following  he  writes, — "I  cannot  boast  of  returning  health.  I 
have  reason  to  believe  that  my  complaint  is  a,  flying  gout — ^a  sad  business !"] 

Friend  of  the  Poet,  tried  and  leal, 
Wha,  wanting  thee,  might  beg  or  steal ; 
Alake !  alake !  the  meikle  deil 

Wi'  a'  his  witches 
Are  at  it,  skelpin'  jig  and  reel, 

In  my  poor  pouches ! 
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I  modestly  fu'  fain  wad  bint  it, 

That  one-pound-one,  I  sairlj  want  it ; 

If  wi'  the  hizzie  down  ye  sent  it, 

It  would  be  kind  ; 
And  while  my  heart  wi'  hfe-blood  dunted, 

I'd  bear't  in  mind. 

So  may  the  auld  year  gang  out  moaning 
To  see  the  new  come  laden,  groaning, 
Wi'  double  plenty  o'er  the  loanin 

To  thee  and  thine  : 
Domestic  peace  and  comforts  crowning 

The  hale  design. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Ye've  heard  this  while  how  I've  been  licket, 
And  by  fell  death  was  nearly  nicket ; 
Grim  loon !  he  got  me  by  the  fecket, 

And  sair  me  sheuk ; 
But  by  gude  luck  I  lap  a  wicket, 

And  turned  a  neuk. 

But  by  that  health — I've  got  a  share  o't. 
And  by  that  life — I'm  promised  mair  o't, 
My  hale  and  weel  I'll  tak'  a  care  o't, 

A  tentier  way ; 
Then  farewell  folly,  hide  and  hair  o't, 

For  ance  and  aye ! 


TO  COLONEL  DE  PEYSTER. 

[On  14th  April,  1796,  Burns  was  again  present  at  a  Mason  Lodge  Meeting,  on 
which  occasion  a  brother  of  Mr.  Gordon  of  Kenmure  was  admitted  apprentice. 
Mr.  Chambers  observes  regarding  this  matter: — "  It  is  not  unlikely  that,  both 
on  this  occasion  and  on  the  28th  of  January,  Bums  made  an  effort,  if  not  a 
sacrifice  for  the  honour  of  persons  whom  he  regarded  as  friends."  About  this 
period,  unquestionably,  the  present  poem  was  written,  in  acknowledgment  of 
his  Colonel's  kindness  in  sending  from  time  to  time  to  enquire  regarding  tha 
poet's  health. — See  note  to  Dumfries  Volunteers,  page  123.] 


My  honoured  colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Your  interest  in  the  poet's  weal : 
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Ah  !  now  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  speel 

The  steep  Parnassus, 

Surrounded  thus  by  bolus  pill, 

And  potion  glasses. 

O  what  a  canty  warld  were  it, 

Would  pain  and  care  and  sickness  spare  it ; 

And  fortune  favour  worth  and  merit, 

As  they  deserve  1 
And  aye  a  rowth  roast  beef  and  claret ; 

Syne,  wha  wad  starve? 

Dame  Life,  though  fiction  out  may  trick  her, 
And  in  paste  gems  and  frippery  deck  her ; 
Oh !  flickering,  feeble,  and  unsicker 

I've  found  her  still — 
Aye  wavering  Uke  the  willow-wicker, 

'Tween  good  and  ill. 

Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Satan, 
Watches  hke  baudrons  by  a  ratton. 
Our  sinfu'  saul  to  get  a  claut  on 

Wi'  felon  ire ; 
Syne,  whip !  his  tail  ye'U  ne'er  cast  saut  on — 

He's  aff  hke  fire. 

Ah  Nick !  ah  Nick  !  it  is  na  fair. 
First  shewing  us  the  tempting  ware. 
Bright  wines  and  bonie  lasses  rare. 

To  put  us  daft ; 
Syne  weave,  unseen,  thy  spider  snare 

0'  hell's  damned  waft 

Poor  man — the  flee — aft  bizzes  by. 
And  aft,  as  chance  he  comes  thee  nigh. 
Thy  auld,  damned  elbow  yeuks  wi'  joy. 

And  helhsh  pleasure ; 
Already  in  thy  fancy's  eye, 

Thy  sicker  treasure ! 
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Soon,  lieels-o'er-gowdie  I  in  he  gangs, 
And  like  a  sheep-head  on  a  tangs, 
Thj  girning  laugh  enjoys  his  pangs 

And  murdering  wrestle, 
As,  dangling  in  the  wind,  he  hangs 

A  gibbet's  tassel ! 

But  lest  you  think  I  am  uncivil. 

To  plague  you  with  this  draunting  drivel. 

Abjuring  a'  intentions  evil, 

I  quat  my  pen  : 
The  Lord  preserve  us  frae  the  devil ! 

Amen!  Amen! 


POEM  ON  PASTORAL  POETRY. 

[This  production  was  found  in  Burns'  MS.  among  his  papers  after  his  death. 
Gilbert  Burns  expressed  his  doubts  as  to  its  being  a  composition  of  his  brother. 
Allan  Cunningham,  in  his  edition  of  1834,  remarks,  that  "  the  second  verse  alone 
would  go  far  to  remove  all  doubts :  the  lines  also,  which  characterize  the 
pastorals  of  Pope,  and  the  concluding  stanza,  bear  the  Burns'  stamp,  which  no 
one  has  been  successful  in  counterfeiting." 

Chambers,  in  his  People's  Edition  (183S),  has  this  note  upon  the  poem  in 
question : — "  Though  found  among  the  papers  of  Burns,  in  his  own  handwriting, 
and  printed  as  his  in  some  former  editions,  the  present  editor  has  scarcely  a 
doubt  that  this  poem  is  not  by  the  Ayrshire  bard.  It  is  much  more  like  the 
composition  of  Fergusson  or  Beattie."  The  careful  editor  who  ventured  this 
remark,  included  in  his  edition  a  very  dull  piece,  called  "The  Tree  of  Liberty," 
as  being  a  composition  of  Burns,  and  somewhat  plumed  himself  on  being  the 
first  to  produce  it.  Cunningham,  in  a  new  edition  of  Burns,  published  in  1842, 
takes  his  brother  editor  to  task  for  this,  in  the  following  passage : — "  I  can  little 
share  in  the  feelings  with  which  such  pieces  as  the  following  have  been  intruded 
into  the  charmed  circle  of  Bums'  poetry : — 

Lines  written  on  the  Kuins  of  Lincluden  College. 
Verses  on  the  destruction  of  the  Woods  of  Drumlanrig. 
Verses  on  a  marble  slab  in  the  woods  of  Aberfeldy. 
The  Tree  of  Liberty. 
There  are  eleven  stanzas  in  The  Tree  of  Liberty,  of  which  the  best,  compared 
with  '  A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that '  of  Burns,  sounds  like  a  cracked  pipkin,  against 
the  heroic  clang  of  a  Damascus  blade.  And  as  to  the  Poem  on  Pastoral  Poetry — 
though  Kobert  Chambers  declares  that  he  has  scarcely  a  doubt  that  it  is  not  by 
the  Ayrshire  bard,  it  being  more  like  the  composition  of  Fergusson  or  Beattie — 
I  must  print  it  as  his,  for  I  have  no  doubt  on  the  subject.   The  second,  fourth,  and 
concluding  verses,  resemble  the  verses  of  Beattie  as  Uttle  as  the  cry  of  the  eagle 
resembles  the  chirp  of  the  wren  I"   Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree?] 

Hail  Poesie !  thou  Nymph  reserved ! 

In  chase  o'  thee,  what  crowds  hae  swerved 

Frae  common-sense,  or  sunk  enerv'd, 

'Mang  heaps  o'  clavers ; 
And  och  !  ower  aft  thy  joes  hae  starved, 

Mid  a'  thy  favours ! 
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Say,  Lassie !  why  thy  train  amang — 
While  loud  the  trump's  heroic  clang, 
And  sock  or  buskin  skelp  alang 

To  death  or  marriagSj — 
Scarce  ane  has  tried  the  shepherd-sang 

But  wi'  miscarriage  ? 

In  Homer's  craft  Jock  Milton  thrives  ; 
Eschylus'  pen  Will  Shakspeare  drives  ; 
Wee  Pope,  the  knurlin,  'till  hun  rives 

Horatian  fame ; 
In  thy  sweet  sang,  Barbauld  !  survives 

E'en  Sappho's  flame. 

But  thee,  Theocritus  !  wha  matches  ? 
(They're  nae  hercCs  hallats — Maro's  catches  ! ) 
Squire  Pope  but  busks  his  skinkUn  patches 

0'  heathen  tatters  ! — 
I  pass  by  hunders — nameless  wretches. 

That  ape  their  betters  ! 

In  this  braw  age  o'  wit  and  lear. 
Will  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  mair 
Blaw  sweetly  in  its  native  air 

And  rural  grace ; 
And  wi'  the  far-famed  G-recian  share 
^  A  rival  place  ? 

Yes  !  there  is  ane  ;  a  Scottish  callan — 
There's  ane  ;  come  forrit,  honest  Allan! 
Thou  need  na  jouk  behint  the  hallan, 

A  chiel  sae  clever ; 
The  teeth  o'  time  may  gnaw  Tantallan, 

But  thou's  for  ever ! 

Thou  paints  auld  nature  to  the  nines. 

In  thy  sweet  Caledonian  Unes  ; 

Nae  gowden  stream  through  myrtles  twines, 

Where  Philomel — 
While  nightly  breezes  sweep  the  vines — 

Her  griefs  will  tell ! 
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In  gowany  glens  thy  burnie  strays, 
Where  bonie  lasses  bleach  their  claes ; 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shaws  and  braes, 

Wi'  hawthorns  grey, 
Where  blackbirds  join  the  shepherd's  lays 

At  close  o'  day. 

Thy  rural  loves  are  nature's  sel' ; 
Nae  bombast  spates  o'  nonsense  swell ; 
Nae  snap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

0'  witchin'  love, — 
That  charm  that  can  the  strongest  quell, 

The  sternest  move.* 


*  Although  it  is  by  no  means  necessary  for  us  to  give  any  opinion  regarding 

the  authorship  of  this  piece,  we  feel  constrained  to  observe  that  Burns,  in  several 
of  his  Epistles — all  \vritten  in  this  measure — takes  every  occasion,  while  naming 
Eamsay  and  Fergusson  together,  to  indicate  his  preference  of  the  genius  of  the 
latter;  but  in  the  present  poem,  Eamsay  alone  is  extolled  as  capable  of  rivalling 
the  Greek  Theocritus  in  the  use  of  the  "  shepherd's  whistle."  Burns  knew  the 
names  and  characteristics  of  the  Greek  poets  from  hearsay  only,  and  therefore 
was  not  likely  to  quote  these  in  any  serious  effusion  like  that  of  the  text,  which 
we  are  disposed  to  regard  as  one  of  the  many  complimentary  poems  addressed 
to  Allan  Eamsay  during  his  lifetime,  of  which  there  are  several  by  Hamilton 
of  Gilbertfleld  and  other  poets,  usually  printed  with  Eamsay's  works.  Among 
these,  certainly,  we  cannot  point  to  any  one  which  contains  verses  equal  to  those 
in  the  text  referred  to  by  Cunningham,  as  bearing  the  "  unmistakable  stamp 
of  Burns,"  but  it  is  very  interesting  to  find  "  Wanton  Willy,"  in  1719,  beginning 
one  of  his  Epistles  with  a  verse  which  the  author  of  this  Poem  on  Pastoral  Poetry 
Beems  almost  to  have  parodied : — 

"  0  famed  and  celebrated  Allan! 
Eenowned  Eamsay!  canty  callan, 
There's  nowther  Hielandman  nor  Lawlan', 

In  Poesie, 
But  may  as  soon  ding  doun  Tantallan, 

As  match  wi'  thee !  " 
The  expression  in  first  line  of  verse  7  of  the  text — "  to  the  nines,"  meaning  to 
'perfection — occurs  in  Burns'  answer  to  Mrs.  Scott  of  Wauchope  House :  "  'Twad 
please  me  to  the  nine; "  but  it  is  also  found  in  one  of  old  Gilbertfield's  Epistles : — 
"  The  bonie  lines  that  thou  hast  sent  me, 
How  to  the  nines  they  do  content  me !  " 
Verse  8  of  the  text  has  been  sometimes  quoted  as  a  specimen  of  fine  descriptive 
writing  in  the  Burns  manner ;  but  it  is  matched  by  the  following,  which  occurs 
in  one  of  Eamsay's  own  Epistles: — 

"  I  sing  the  gowans,  broom,  and  trees. 
The  crystal  burn,  and  westlin'  breeze. 
The  bleating  flocks,  and  busy  bees. 

And  bl3i,hesome  swains, 
Wlia  lilt  and  dance  wi'  kilted  knees, 
O'er  mossy  plains." 


CLOSING  NOTE  TO  POEMS  IN  OUERIE'S  EDITION 


The  success  of  Dr.  Ourrie's  publication  was  so  great,  that  four  editions,  of 
2000  copies  each,  wei'e  disposed  of  in  the  first  four  years.  The  subscription  or 
Liverpool  edition,  for  the  benefit  of  the  poet's  family,  realized  for  that  end  nearly 
£1400.  It  was  printed  in  an  unusual  style  of  elegance,  by  John  M'Oreery  of 
that  town,  and  is  even  now  sought  after  as  a  specimen  of  fine  typography. 

When  the  fourteen  years'  copyright  of  Currie's  edition  expired,  and  other 
publishers  began  to  reprint  it  as  common  property,  Messrs.  Cadell  &  Davies 
endeavoured,  by  engaging  Gilbert  Burns  to  add  notes  and  make  such  changes 
on  the  work  as  might  give  it  a  new  and  superior  character,  to  maintain  a  pre- 
ference for  their  own  impressions  in  the  market.  This  edition  of  Gilbert  Burns, 
who  received  £250  for  his  labours,  appeared  in  1820,  and  produced  only  disaj)- 
pointment  to  the  public,  and  failure  in  so  far  as  the  views  of  the  publishers 
were  concerned.  No  poetical  pieces  which  had  been  excluded  by  Ourrie  were 
admitted;  the  notes  introduced  by  the  editor  were  few  and  unimportant;  and, 
instead  of  something  new  regarding  the  poet  being  given,  the  readers  were 
furnished  with  copies  of  two  controversial  letters  on  Burns'  character — the  one 
by  Mr.  Alexander  Findlater,  supervisor  of  excise,  and  the  other  by  the  Eev. 
James  Gray.  To  these  were  added  a  formal  dissertation  from  Gilbert's  pen,  on 
the  effect  of  the  Presbyterian  form  of  religious  worship  upon  the  Scottish 
national  character — a  fitting  companion  to  Dr,  Ourrie's  essay  on  the  character 
and  condition  of  the  Scottish  peasantry,  and  to  his  own  excellent  letter  on 
Education  in  Scotland,  which  appeared  in  Ourrie's  second  edition  (1801.) 

Gilbert  Burns  had  struggled  on  with  the  farm  of  Mossgiel  till  a  year  after  the 
poet's  death,  when  he  removed  to  the  farm  of  Dinning,  at  Oloseburn,  in  Niths- 
dale,  where  he  married  a  Miss  Breckonridge,  by  whom  he  had  a  large  family  of 
sons  and  daughters.  In  1804,  Lady  Blantyre  appointed  him  as  her  factor  at 
Lethington,  or  Lennox-Love,  in  East  Lothian;  and  to  his  farm  there,  called 
Grant's  Braes,  he  brought  his  aged  mother  and  three  sisters.  In  1820,  the  poet's 
mother  died  there,  nearly  88  years  old;  Gilbert  himself  died  in  1827, in  his  68th 
year,  five  of  his  children  having  predeceased  him.  One  of  his  sons  was 
appointed  to  succeed  him  as  land-steward  on  the  Lethington  estate. 


POSTHUMOUS  POEMS  PUBLISHED  BV  THOMAS  STEWART,  1801, 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


At  page  82,  we  referred  to  the  first  appearance  of  the  Jolly  Beggars,  in  a  chap- 
book  form,  two  years  prior  to  the  above  date :  that  famous  Cantata  was  adver- 
tised in  the  following  terms  on  the  outside  cover  of  the  precious  little  tract, 
issued  on  3rd  August,  1799: — 

"  Of  Stewart  &  Meikle  may  be  had,  The  Jolly  Beggars,  a  Cantata.  By  Eobert 
Burns,  the  Ayrshire  Poet  Printed  from  the  author's  own  manuscript. 
This  piece,  now  printed  for  the  first  time,  consists  of  Eecitativh  and 
Songs.  It  is  descriptive  of  the  mirth  and  hilarity  peculiar  to  the  travelling 
tribe,  when,  after  the  fatigues  of  tbe  day,  they  assemble  in  a  hedge  ale- 
house, to  drink,  as  the  author  expresses  it,  '  their  orra  duddies; '  and  it  will 
be  considered  by  the  admirers  of  Burns,  as  one  of  the  happiest  efforts  of 
his  genius. 

"And  on  Saturday  next,  will  be  published,  price  Twopence,  Holy  Willie's 
Prayer.  A  Letter  to  John  Goudib,  and  some  other  small  pieces,  by 
Eobert  Burns,  never  before  published." 
The  contents  of  these  interesting  little  books,  having  been  collected  together, 
were  published  in  one  volume  octavo,  under  the  following  title : — 
"  Poems  ascribed  to  Egbert  Burns,  the  Ayrshire  Bard,  not  contained  in 
any  edition  of  his  works  hitherto  published.  Glasgow :  printed  by  Chapman 
&  Lang,  for  Thomas  Stewart,  Bookseller  and  Stationer.  1801." 
The  preface,  which  is  well  written,  refers  to  the  disadvantage  the  new  publi- 
cation lay  under,  from  the  naturally  prevailing  idea  that  whatever  was  omitted 
in  the  Liverpool  edition,  might  be  reckoned  unworthy  of  thepublic  eye.  "But," 
says  the  editor,  "  let  readers  judge  for  themselves.   The  Jolly  Beggars,  inde- 
pendently of  the  other  poems,  would  be  a  sufficient  recommendation  to  any 
collection.   For  humorous  description,  and  nice  discrimination  of  character,  it 
is  inferior  to  no  poem  of  the  same  length,  in  the  whole  range  of  English  poetry. 
The  Eecitative  part  is  possessed  of  very  considerable  merit;  but  the  Songs 
constitute  its  chief  excellence.   They  are  sufficiently  familiar  and  witty,  without 
falling  too  low,  or  rising  too  much  above  the  simplicity  of  a  song :  the  measure 
is  judiciously  varied,  and  always  adapted  to  the  subject. 

"An  approach  to  licentiousness  in  some  pieces,  exposed  Burns  when  alive  to 
the  scoffs  of  the  illiberal,  which  still  insults  his  ashes.  But  let  the  self-sufficient 
who  asperse  the  memory  of  a  son  of  genius  for  some  slight  deviations  from 
decorum,  remember  to  appreciate  hia  merit  also,  and  to  be  more  attentive  to  a 
declaration  sanctioned  by  greater  than  human  authority,  that  '  TO  the  pure, 
all  things  are  pure.'  " 

So  very  favourable  was  the  verdict  of  the  public,  regarding  the  poems  in  that 
volume,  that  the  edition  was  speedily  exhausted,  and  another  issued — of  a 
smaller  size — from  the  same  press,  daring  the  same  year,  by  another  publisher 
(William  M'Lellan,  Glasgow.)  And  even  before  the  year  expired,  another 
Glasgow  bookseller — Thomas  Duncan,  Saltmarket — produced  an  edition  of 
Burns,  embracing  the  Jolly  Beggars,  and  other  rare  pieces  of  the  poet  In  1802, 
appeared  Stewart's  edition  of  Burns'  poems  (18mo.),  containing  all  the  additional 
pieces  above  referred  to,  with  an  appendix,  consisting  of  extracts  from  the 
poet's  correspondence  with  Clarinda.  The  appendix  was  afterwards  suppressed, 
in  consequence  of  legal  proceedings  instituted  by  the  authorized  publishers  of 
the  poet's  works;  and  hence  it  is  a  rare  thing  to  find  a  copy  of  Stewart's 
edition  containing  the  appendix. 
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THE  JOLLY  BEGGARS. 

A  CANTATA. 

[This  famous  performance  appears  to  have  been  composed  while  the  author 
was  at  MoBBgiel  in  1785.  His  early  associates.  James  Smith,  John  Richmond, 
and  "William  Hunter,  used  to  tell  that  in  their  company,  the  poet  incidentally 
dropped  in,  at  a  late  hour,  to  the  humble  inn  or  beggars'  lodging-house,  kept  by 
Mrs.  Gibson,  alias  "  Poosie  Nancy,"  at  Mauchline,  and  there  witnessed  scenes 
very  similar  to  those  described  in  the  poem.  The  inventive  power  of  the  poet 
is,  however,  displayed  to  greater  effect  here  than  in  all  the  rest  of  his  works, 
giving  rise  to  the  regret  that  he  had  not  applied  himself  more  frequently  to 
fictitious  writing.  Sir  Walter  Scott  observes  that  in  one  or  two  passages  of  the 
Jolly  Beggars,  the  muse  has  slightly  transgressed  on  decorum ;  and  it  must  have 
been  on  this  account  that  the  poem  was  never  a  favourite  with  the  mother  and 
brother  of  the  poet;  for  we  are  told  that  they  discouraged  him  from  publishing 
it  Burns  seems  to  have  laid  the  production  aside  as  unworthy  of  regard ;  in- 
deed, throughout  his  correspondence,  there  is  not  a  shred  of  reference  to  it, 
except  in  a  passage  of  one  of  his  letters  to  George  Thomson,  which  was  sup- 
pressed from  publication:  the  latter  had  made  some  enquiries  regarding  it,  in 
September,  1793,  and  the  poet  replied,  "  I  had  forgot  the  cantata  you  allude  to, 
as  I  kept  no  copy,  and,  indeed,  did  not  know  of  its  existence  ;  however,  I  re- 
member that  none  of  the  songs  pleased  myself,  except  the  last,  something  about 
'Courts  for  cowards  were  erected,  churches  built  to  please  the  priest.'" 

Notwithstanding  this,  the  poet  had  sent  one  of  these  songs  to  Johnson,  for  the 
Museum,  very  slightly  modified,  which  we  have  given  at  page  267,  Vol.  I.  One 
MS.  copy  of  the  cantata  was  for  some  years  in  the  possession  of  John  Eichmond, 
who  remembered  having  taken  virith  him  to  Edinburgh  that  portion  of  it  which 
contained  the  song — "  Sir  "Wisdom's  a  fool  when  he's  fou;  "  and  this  temporary 
dis-memberment  of  the  piece  seems  to  throw  some  light  on  the  fact  that 
Stewart,  in  publishing  the  Jolly  Beggars  in  1799,  omitted  this  very  portion ; 
although  he  gave  it  afterwards  in  a  complete  form.  The  part  referred  to  was 
omitted  in  many  after  editions  of  the  author's  works. 

Two  beautiful  fac-simile  prints  of  the  manuscript  of  the  Jolly  Beggars  have 
been  published,  the  one  by  Stewart  in  1823,  and  the  other  in  1838,  by  James 
Lumsden  &  Son,  who  became  owners  of  the  MS.  after  Stewart's  death :  the 
latter  was  accompanied  by  an  engraving  after  Sir  "William  Allan's  painting  of 
the  subject] 

RECITATIVO. 

When  lyart  leaves  bestrew  tlie  yird, 
Or,  wavering  like  the  bauckie-bird,* 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast ; 
When  hailstanes  drive  wi'  bitter  skyte, 
And  infant  frosts  begin  to  bite, 

In  hoary  cranreuch  drest ;  f 
Ae  night  at  e'en,  a  merry  core 

0'  randie,  gangrel  bodies, 
In  Poosie  Nancy's  held  the  splore, 

To  drink  their  orra  daddies  : 


*  The  Bat 

t  "Cranreuch,"  a  beautiful  old  word— a  great  favourite  with  Scots  poets— 
signifying  hoar-frost. 
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Wi'  quaffing  and  laughing, 
They  ranted  and  they  sang ; 

Wi'  jumping  and  thumping, 
The  vera  girdle  rang. 

First,  neist  the  fire,  in  auld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat,  weel  braced  wi'  mealy'  Ibags, 

And  knapsack  a'  in  order ; 
His  doxy  lay  within  his  arm, 
Wi*  usquebae  and  blankets  warm — 

She  blinket  on  her  sodger : 
And  aye  he  gies  the  tozie  drab 

The  tither  skelpin'  kiss. 
While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab 
Just  like  an  aumos  dish :  * 
Ilk  smack  still,  did  crack  still. 

Just  like  a  cadger's  whip; 
Then  staggering  and  swaggering, 
He  roared  this  ditty  up : — 

AIR. 

Ttjne — Soldiers'  Joy. 

I  am  a  son  of  Mars,  who  have  been  in  many  wars. 
And  show  my  cuts  and  scars  wherever  I  come ; 
This  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  a  trench. 
When  welcoming  the  French  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
Lai  de  dandle,  ^c. 

My  *prenticeship  I  past  where  my  leader  breathed  his  last. 
When  the  bloody  die  was  cast  on  the  heights  of  Abram  ;  f 
I  served  out  my  trade  when  the  gallant  game  was  played. 
And  the  Morro  |  low  was  laid  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
Lai  de  dandle,  ^c. 

I  lastly  was  with  Curtis,  §  among  the  floating  batteries, 
And  there  I  left  for  witness  an  arm  and  a  limb ; 
Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  to  head  me,  || 
I'd  clatter  on  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  a  drum. 
Lai  de  dandle,  ^c. 

*  Alms-dish, — a  necessary  part  of  the  stock-in-trade  of  a  privileged  beggar, 
t  In  front  of  Quebec,  with  General  Wolfe  in  1759. 

X  In  1762,  a  strong  castle  at  Havannah,  in  Cuba. 

*  At  the  siege  of  Gibraltar,  in  1782.  ||  Lord  Heathfleld. 
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And  now  though  I  must  beg  with  a  wooden  arm  and  leg, 
And  many  a  tatter'd  rag  hanging  over  my  bum, 
I'm  as  happy  with  my  wallet,  my  bottle  and  my  callet, 
As  when  I  used  in  scarlet  to  follow  a  drum. 
Lai  de  daudle^  ^c. 

What  though  with  hoary  locks  I  must  stand  the  winter 

shocks, 

Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks  oftentimes  for  a  home, 
When  the  tother  bag  I  sell,  and  the  tother  bottle  tell, 
I  could  meet  a  troop  of  h —  at  the  sound  of  a  drum. 
Lai  de  daudle,  ^c, 

KECITATIVO. 

He  ended ;  and  the  kebars  sheuk, 

Aboon  the  chorus  roar ; 
While  frighted  rattons  backward  leuk. 

And  seek  the  benmost  bore; 

A  fairy  fiddler  frae  the  neuk, 

He  skirled  out  '  Encore ! ' 
But  up  arose  the  martial  chuck. 

And  laid  the  loud  uproar. 


AIR. 

Tune — Sodger  Laddie, 

1  once  was  a  maid,  though  I  cannot  tell  when. 
And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  young  men ; 
Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddie, 
No  wonder  I'm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 
Sing^  Lai  de  lal,  ^c. 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  blade, 
To  rattle  the  thundering  drum  was  his  trade ; 
His  leg  was  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  was  so  ruddy,. 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 
Sing^  Lai  de  lal,  ^c. 
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But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch, 
The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  church; 
He  ventured  the  soul  and  I  risked  the  body — 
*Twas  then  I  proved  false  to  my  sodger  laddie. 
Sing^  Lai  de  lal^  ^c. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  my  sanctified  sot, 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got ; 
From  the  gilded  spontoon  to  the  fife  I  was  ready, 
I  asked  no  more  but  a  sodger  laddie. 
Sing^  Lai  de  lal^  ^c. 

But  the  peace  it  reduced  me  to  beg  in  despair, 
Till  I  met  my  old  boy  at  a  Cunningham  fair ; 
His  rags  regimental  they  fluttered  so  gaudy, 
My  heart  it  rejoiced  at  a  sodger  laddie. 
Sing^  Lai  de  lal^  ^c. 

And  now  I  have  hved — I  know  not  how  long. 
And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  and  a  song ; 
But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glass  steady, 
Here's  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie ! 
Sing^  Lai  de  lal,  4"^. 

RECITATIVO. 

Poor  Merry  Andrew  in  the  neuk, 

Sat  guzzling  wi'  a  tinkler  hizzie  ; 
They  mind't  na  wha  the  chorus  teuk, 

Between  themselves  they  were  sae  busy: 
At  length  wi'  drink  and  courting  dizzy. 

He  stoiter'd  up  and  made  a  face, — 
Then  turned  and  laid  a  smack  on  Grizzle, 

Syne  tuned  his  pipes  wi'  grave  grimace. 

AIR. 

Tune — Auld  Sir  Symon, 

Sir  Wisdom's  a  fool  when  he's  fou. 
Sir  Knave  is  a  fool  in  a  session ;  * 

He's  there  but  a  'prentice  I  trow. 
But  I  am  a  fool  by  profession. 


*  Session  means  here,  a  sitting  of  Judges  in  a  criminal  trial. 
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My  grannie  slie  bought  me  a  beuk, 
And  I  held  awa'  to  the  school ; 

I  fear  I  my  talent  misteuk, 

But  what  will  ye  hae  of  a  fool  ? 

For  drink  I  would  venture  my  neck, 
A  hizzie's  the  half  o'  my  craft ; 

But  what  could  ye  other  expect, 
Of  ane  that's  avowedly  daft  ? 

I  ance  was  tied  up  like  a  stirk, 
For  civilly  swearing  and  quaffin' ; 

I  ance  was  abused  in  the  kirk, 
For  touzhng  a  lass  i'  my  daffin'. 

Poor  Andrew  that  tumbles  for  sport. 
Let  naebody  name  wi'  a  jeer; 

There's  even,  I'm  tauld,  i'  the  court 
A  tumbler  ca'd  the  Premier. 

Observed  ye  yon  reverend  lad, 
Mak's  faces  to  tickle  the  mob  ; 

He  rails  at  our  mountebank  squad — 
It's  rivalship  just  i'  the  job  ! 

And  now  my  conclusion  I'll  tell, 
For  faith  I'm  confoundedly  dry ; 

The  chiel  that's  a  fool  for  himsel', 
Gude  L — !  he's  far  dafter  than  I. 

RECITATIVO. 

Then  neist  outspak'  a  raucle  carlin, 
Wha  kent  fu'  weel  to  cleek  the  sterhng, 
For  mony  a  pursie  she  had  hooked, 
And  had  in  mony  a  well  been  ducked : 
Her  dove  had  been  a  Highland  laddie, — 
But  weary  fa'  the  waef u'  woodie ! 
Wi'  sighs  and  sobs  she  thus  began 
To  wail  her  braw  John  Highlandman : — 
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AIR. 

Tune— 0  an  ye  were  dead,  gudeman. 

A  Highland  lad  my  love  was  born, 
The  Lawland  laws  he  held  in  scorn, 
But  he  still  was  faithf u'  to  his  clan, 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman. 

CHORUS. 

Sing,  hey  my  hraw  John  Highlandman! 
Sing,  ho  my  braw  John  Highlandman/ 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman. 

With  his  philabeg  and  tartan  plaid. 
And  gude  claymore  down  by  his  side, 
The  ladies'  hearts  he  did  trepan. 
My  gallant,  br^w  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  ^c. 

We  ranged  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
And  lived  like  lords  and  ladies  gay ; 
For  a  Lawland  face  he  feared  none. 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  ^c. 

They  banished  him  beyond  the  sea, 
But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran, 
Embracing  my  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  ^c. 

But,  oh !  they  catched  him  at  the  last, 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungeon  fast ; 
My  curse  upon  them  every  one ! — 
They've  hanged  my  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  ^c. 

And  now  a  widow,  I  must  mourn 
The  pleasures  that  will  ne'er  return ; 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can. 
When  I  think  on  John  Highlandman. 
Sin^,  hey,  ^c. 
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RECITATIVO. 

A  pigmy  scraper,  wi'  his  fiddle, 

Wha  used  at  trysts  and  fairs  to  driddle, 

Her  strappin'  limb  and  gaucy  middle 

(He  reached  na  higher) 
Had  hol'd  his  heartie  like  a  riddle. 

And  blawn't  on  fire. 

Wr  hand  on  haunch,  and  upward  e'e, 
He  crooned  his  gamut,  one,  two,  three, 
Then  in  an  arioso  key, 

The  wee  Apollo 
Set  off  wi'  allegretto  glee 

His  giga  solo : — 

AIR. 

Tune — Whistle  owre  the  lave  qH, 

Let  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear, 
And  go  wi'  me  and  be  my  dear, 
And  then  your  every  care  and  fear 
May  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 

CHORUS. 

/  am  a  fiddler  to  my  trade, 
And  a*  the  tunes  that  e'er  I  played, 
The  sweetest  still  to  wife  or  maid, 
Was  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 

At  kirns  and  weddings  we'se  be  there, 
And  oh !  sae  nicely's  we  will  fare ; 
We'll  bouse  about  till  Daddie  Care 
Sings  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
lam,  ^c. 

Sae  merrily  the  banes  we'll  pyke, 
And  sun  oursel's  about  the  dyke, 
And  at  our  leisure,  when  ye  like, 
We'll  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
I  am,  4'C. 
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But  bless  me  wi'  your  heaven  o'  cliarms, 
And  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thairms, 
Hunger,  cauld,  and  a'  sic  harms, 
May  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
Jam,  (J-c. 

RECITATIVO. 

Her  charms  had  struck  a  sturdy  caird, 

As  weel  as  poor  gut-scraper  ; 
He  tak's  the  fiddler  by  the  beard. 

And  draws  a  rusty  rapier — 

He  swore  by  a'  was  swearing  worth, 

To  speet  him  like  a  pliver, 
Unless  he  wad  from  that  time  forth 

Rehnquish  her  for  ever. 

Wi'  ghastly  e'e,  poor  Tweedle-dee 

Upon  his  hunkers  bended, 
And  prayed  for  grace  wi'  ruefu'  face, 

And  sae  the  quarrel  ended. 

But  though  his  little  heart  did  grieve 
When  round  the  tinkler  prest  her. 

He  feigned  to  snirtle  in  his  sleeve, 

When  thus  the  caird  addressed  her : — 

AIR. 

Tune — Clout  the  caudron. 

My  bonie  lass,  I  work  in  brass, 

A  tinkler  is  my  station  : 
I've  travelled  round  all  Christian  ground 

In  this  my  occupation: 
I've  ta'en  the  gold,  I've  been  enrolled 

In  many  a  noble  squadron : 
But  vain  they  searched,  when  off  I  marched 

To  go  and  clout  the  caudron. 
Fve  tcCen  the  gold,  ^c. 

Despise  that  shrimp,  that  withered  imp, 

Wi'  a'  his  noise  and  cap'rin'. 
And  tak'  a  share  wi'  those  that  bear 

The  budget  and  the  apron. 
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And  by  that  stoup,  my  faith  and  houp, 
And  by  that  dear  Kilbagie,* 

If  e'er  you  want,  or  meet  wi'  scant, 
May  I  ne'er  weet  my  craigie ! 
And  hy  that  stoup^  ^c. 


EECITATIVO. 

The  caird  prevailed — ^the  unblushing  fair 

In  his  embraces  sunk. 
Partly  wi'  lore  o'ercome  sae  sair, 

And  partly  she  was  drunk. 
Sir  Yiolino,  with  an  air 

That  showed  a  man  of  spunk, 
Wished  unison  between  the  pair, 

And  made  the  bottle  clunk 

To  their  health  that  night  I 

But  hurchin  Cupid  shot  a  shaft. 

That  played  a  dame  a  shavie, 
The  fiddler  raked  her  fore  and  aft, 

Ahint  the  chicken  cavie : 
Her  lord,  a  wight  o'  Homer's  craft. 

Though  limping  wi'  the  spavie,t 
He  hirpled  up,  and  lap  like  daft, 

And  shored  them  Dainty  Davie 
O' boot  that  night. 

He  was  a  care- defying  blade 

As  ever  Bacchus  Hsted, 
Though  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid, 

His  heart  she  ever  miss'd  it. 
He  had  nae  wish  but — to  be  glad, 

Nor  want  but — when  he  thirsted ; 
He  hated  nought  but — to  be  sad. 

And  thus  the  Muse  suggested 

His  sang  that  night : — 


•  Whisky  made  at  Kilbagie  Distillery,  in  Clackinannansliire. 
t  "  But  for  the  Muse,  she'll  never  leave  ye,  though  e'er  sae  puir, 
Na,  even  though  limpin'  wi'  the  spavie  frae  door  to  door." 

Second  Epistle  to  Davie. 
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AIR. 

Tune — For  a'  that^  and  a'  that. 

I  am  a  bard  of  no  regard 

Wi'  gentle  folks,  and  a'  that ; 
Eut  Homer-like,  the  glowrin'  byke, 

Frae  town  to  town  I  draw  that. 

CHORUS. 

For  d  that^  and  d  ihat^ 

And  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that ; 

Vve  lost  hut  ane^  Vve  twa  hehin^ — 
Vve  wives  eneugh  for  a'  that, 

I  never  drank  the  Muses'  stank, 

Castaha's  burn,  and  a'  that ; 
But  there  it  streams,  and  richly  reams, 

My  Hehcon  I  ca'  that. 
For  a'  that,  ^c. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair, 

Their  humble  slave,  and  a'  that ; 
But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still 

A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 
For  a'  that,  ^c. 

In  raptures  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi'  mutual  love,  and  a'  that ; 
But  for  how  lang  the  flie  may  stang. 

Let  inclination  law  that. 
For  a'  that,  ^c. 

Their  tricks  and  craft  have  put  me  daft, 
They've  ta'en  me  in,  and  a'  that ; 

But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's — '  The  Sex  I* 
I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 

For  d  that,  and  d  that. 

And  twice  as  muckle's  d  that ; 

My  dearest  hluid  to  do  them  gude. 
They're  welcome  tilVt  for  d  that. 
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RECITATIVO. 

So  sang  the  bard — and  Nansie's  wa's 
Shook  with  a  thunder  of  applause, 

Re-echoed  from  each  mouth : 
They  toomed  their  pocks,  and  pawned  their  duds. 
They  scarcely  left  to  co'er  their  fuds, 

To  quench  their  lowin'  drouth. 
Then  owre  again,  the  jovial  thrang, 

The  poet  did  request, 
To  loose  his  pack  and  wale  a  sang, 
A  ballad  o'  the  best ; 
He  rising,  rejoicing. 

Between  his  twa  Deborahs, 
Looks  round  him,  and  found  them. 
Impatient  for  the  chorus : 

AIR. 

Tune — Jolly  Mortals^  fill  your  Glasses, 

See !  the  smoking  bowl  before  us, 

Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring ! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorus, 

And  in  raptures  let  us  sing. 

CHORUS. 

A  fig  for  those  hy  law  protected ! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast ! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected^ 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest. 

What  is  title?  what  is  treasure? 

What  is  reputation's  care  ? 
If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 

'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where  I 
A  fig, 

With  the  ready  trick  and  fable. 
Round  we  wander  all  the  day ; 

And  at  night,  in  barn  or  stable, 
Hug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 
A  fig,  4-0. 
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Does  the  train-attended  carriage 
Through  the  country  lighter  rove  ? 

Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witness  brighter  scenes  of  love  ? 
AJig^  ^c. 

Life  is  all  a  variorum, 

We  regard  not  how  it  goes ; 
Let  them  cant  about  decorum 

Who  have  characters  to  lose  ! 
A  Jig,  4-c. 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags,  and  wallets ! 

Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train ! 
Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  callets  ! 

One  and  all  cry  out — Amen ! 

A  Jig  for  those  by  law  protected  ! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest.* 

*  The  most  important  person  in  this  strange  drama  is  undoubtedly  tho  Barely 
and  there  cannot  be  a  doubt  that  Burns  tools  an  inward  glance  at  himself  when 
he  sketched  the  character: 

"  He  was  a  care-defying  blade  as  ever  Bacchus  listed, 
Though  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid,  his  heart  she  ever  miss'd  it 
He  had  nae  wish  but — to  be  glad,  nor  want  but — when  he  thirsted; 
He  hated  nought  but — to  be  sad,  and  thus  the  Muse  suggested 
His  sang  that  night." 
In  January,  1783,  he  thus  wrote  to  Murdoch: — "If  I  have  to  answer  for  the 
present  hour,  I  am  very  easy  with  regard  to  anything  further.   Even  the  last, 
worst  shift  of  the  unfortunate  and  wretched  does  not  much  terrify  me :  I  know 
that  even  then  my  talent  for  what  country  folks  call  a  sensible  crack,  when  once 
it  is  sanctified  by  a  hoary  head,  would  procure  me  so  much  esteem,  that  even 
then  I  would  learn  to  be  happy."   He  threw  this  sentiment  into  rhyme  in  his 
Epistle  to  Davie: — 

"  '  Mair  spier  na,  nor  fear  na,'  auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg, 
The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't,  is  only  but  to  beg." 

"  Yet  then  content  could  make  us  blest ; 
Ev'n  then,  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a  taste 
Of  truest  happiness." 
In  March,  1784,  he  thus  wrote  regarding  such  sleight-of-hand  vagabonds  as 
he  has  depicted  in  the  foregoing  cantata . — "  I  have  often  observed,  in  the  course 
of  my  experience  of  human  life,  that  every  man,  even  the  worst,  has  something 
good  about  him ;  though  very  often  nothing  else  than  a  happy  temperament  of 
constitution  inclining  him  to  this  or  that  virtue.   For  this  reason,  I  have  often 
courted  the  acquaintance  of  that  part  of  mankind  commonly  known  by  the 
ordinary  phrase  of  '  blackguards,'  sometimes  farther  than  was  consistent  with 
the  safety  of  my  character.   Though  disgraced  by  follies,  nay,  sometimes  stained 
with  guilt,  I  have  yet  found  among  them,  in  not  a  few  instances,  some  of  the 
noblest  virtues — ^magnanimity,  generosity,  disinterested  friendship,  and  even 
modesty." 
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YERSES  ADDRESSED  TO  J.  RANKINE, 

ON   HIS  WRITING   TO   THE  POET,  THAT   A   GIRL  IN  THAT 
PART   OP   THE    COUNTRY  WAS  WITH   CHILD  BY  HIM. 

[If  we  are  to  trust  to  the  accuracy  of  Dr.  Cbambers  who  gives  ua  November, 
1784,  as  the  date  when  the  poet's  "  dear-bought  Bess  "  was  bom,  we  are  brought 
back  to  the  Lochlea  period  of  his  life  for  the  Incident  which  forms  the  subject 
of  this  rhymed  note.  Precisely  nine  months  prior  to  the  above  date,  namely, 
on  13th  February,  1784,  at  Lochlea,  the  poet  lost  "the  best  of  fathers." 

Sankine's  communication  was  addressed  to  the  poet  after  his  removal  to 
Mossgiel:  tiie  girl  referred  to  had  been  a  servant  in  the  house  of  WilUam 
Bumess  at  the  period  of  his  death,  and  when  the  poet's  family  left  Lochlea, 
shortly  after  that  event,  the  girl  went  to  her  own  home  at  Largieside,  in  that 
part  of  the  country  where  Rankine  resided.  For  some  account  of  John  Rankine, 
Bee  page  120,  Vol  L] 

I  AM  a  keeper  of  the  law 

In  some  sma'  points,  altho'  not  a' ; 

Some  people  tell  me  gin  I  fa', 

Ae  way  or  ither, 
The  breaking  of  ae  point,  tho'  sma', 

Breaks  a'  thegither.* 

I  hae  been  in  for't  ance  or  twice, 
And  winna  say  o'er  far  for  thrice, 
Yet  never  met  wi'  that  surprise 

That  broke  my  rest; 
But  now  a  rumour's  like  to  rise, 

A  whaup's  i'  the  nest. 


ADDRESS  TO  AN  ILLEGITIMATE  CHILD. 

[Here  we  have  the  foregoing  subject  carried  out  to  its  illegitimate  conclusion. 
There  is  much  fine  feeling  and  tenderness  in  this  little  poem ;  but  the  sentiment 
in  the  third  verse  has  been  justly  denounced  by  Lockhart  and  other  writers. — 
(See  note,  page  260,  Vol.  I.)  It  is  pleasing  to  find  here  that  the  poet  did  not 
despise  the  "over-confiding  maiden"  whom  he  had  thus  placed  "under  a 
cloud"  of  shame,  if  not  of  sorrow.  In  the  last  verse  he  contrasts  the  failings  of 
the  "poor,  worthless  daddy"  with  the  "person,  grace  and  merit"  of  the 
mother.  We  hear  nothing  of  the  after-fate  of  "  Bonie  Betty,"  but  the  child, 
who  is  said  to  have  strongly  resembled  the  poet,  was  married  to  John  Bishop, 
overseer  at  Polkemmet,  and  died  in  1817,  at  the  early  age  of  33.] 

Thou's  welcome,  wean,  mishanter  fa'  me, 
If  ought  of  thee,  or  of  thy  mammy, 

*  "  For  whosoever  shall  keep  the  whole  law,  and  yet  offend  in  one  point,  he 
is  guilty  of  alL"--JAMES  2,  x. 
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Shall  ever  daunton  me,  or  awe  me, 

My  sweet  wee  lady  I 

Or  if  I  blush  when  thou  shalt  ea'  me 
Ti-ta  or  daddy. 

Wee  image  of  my  bonie  Betty, 
I,  fatherly,  will  kiss  an'  daut  thee, 
As  dear  an'  near  my  heart  I  set  thee 

Wi'  as  gude  will 
As  a'  the  priests  had  seen  me  get  thee 

That's  out  o'  h-11. 


What  tho'  they  ca'  me  fornicator, 
An'  tease  my  name  in  kintry  clatter : 
The  mair  they  talk  I'm  kent  the  better, 

E'en  let  them  clash ! 
An  auld  wife's  tongue's  a  feckless  matter 

To  gie  ane  fash. 

Sweet  fruit  o'  mony  a  merry  dint. 

My  funny  toil  is  now  a'  tint. 

Sin'  thou  came  to  the  warl'  asklent. 

Which  fools  may  scoff  at 
In  my  last  plack  thy  part's  be  in't, 

The  better  ha'f  o't. 


An'  if  thou  be  what  I  wad  hae  thee, 
An'  tak'  the  counsel  I  sail  gie  thee, 
A  lovin'  father  I'll  be  to  thee. 

If  thou  be  spar'd  ; 
Thro'  a'  thy  childish  years  I'll  e'e  thee. 

An' think't  weel  war'd. 

Gude  grant  that  thou  may  ay  inherit 
Thy  mither's  person,  grace  an'  merit, 
An'  thy  poor  worthless  daddy's  spirit. 

Without  his  failin's, 
'Twill  please  me  mair  to  hear  an'  see't, 

Than  stocket  mailens. 
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THE  TWA  HERDS,  OR  THE  HOLY  TULZIE. 

(an  unco  mournfu'  tale.) 

[The  under-title  is  that  given  to  this  piece  in  the  chap-book  referred  to  at  page 
82,  where  it  first  saw  the  light  of  print.  The  poet  himself  says: — "The  first  of 
my  poetic  offspring  that  saw  the  light  was  a  burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel 
between  two  reverend  OalvinistB,  both  of  them  dramatis personae  in  my  Holy  Fair. 
I  had  a  notion  myself  that  the  piece  had  some  merit;  but  to  prevent  the  worst, 
I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to  a  friend  who  was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him 
that  I  could  not  guess  who  was  the  author  of  it,  but  I  thought  it  pretty  clever. 
With  a  certain  description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  it  met  with  a  roar  of 
applause." 

These  two  quarrelsome  shepherds — both  zealous  champions  of  the  Auld Light 
—were  the  Rev.  Alexander  Moodie,  parish  minister  of  Eiccarton,  and  the  Rev. 
John  Russell,  called  elsewhere,  "  Black  Jock"  and  "  Rumble  John,"  minister  of 
the  High  Church,  Kilmarnock.  In  the  Holy  Fair,  the  poet  tells  us  that  the  very 
sight  of  Hoodie's  face  would  have  frightened  the  deil ;  and  Russell's  character- 
istics were  a  Herculean  figure,  a  dark,  forbidding  countenance,  and  a  voice  that 
"roared  every  note  of  the  damned."  The  local  tradition  concerning  the 
"Tulzie  "  referred  to  in  the  poem  is,  that  as  they  were  riding  home  one  evening 
from  Ayr,  Moodie,  in  a  frolic,  tickled  the  rear  of  his  neighbour's  horse  with  his 
switch,  causing  it  to  perform  certain  antics  which  sadly  discommoded  Rumble 
John,  and  made  him  the  amusement  of  passing  wayfarers.  Lockhart  records, 
that  sometime  thereafter,  at  a  meeting  of  presbytery,  amid  a  concourse  of 
country  people,  drawn  there  to  hear  a  discussion  regarding  parish  boundaries, 
these  two  reverend  divines,  who  had  hitherto  been  sworn  friends,  fell  foul  of 
each  other  "  with  a  fiery  virulence  of  personal  invective,  such  as  has  long  been 
banished  from  all  popular  assemblies,  wherein  the  laws  of  courtesy  are  enforced 
by  those  of  a  certain  unwritten  code."] 

Oh  a'  ye  pious  godly  flocks, 
Weel  fed  on  pastures  orthodox, 
Wha  now  will  keep  ye  frae  the  fox, 

Or  worrying  tykes  ? 
Or  wha  will  tent  the  waifs  and  crocks, 

About  the  dykes  ? 

The  twa  best  herds  in  a'  the  wast. 
That  e'er  gae  gospel  horn  a  blast, 
These  five-and-twenty  simmers  past — 

Oh  dool  to  tell ! 
Hae  had  a  bitter  black  out-cast 

Atween  themsel'. 

Oh,  Moodie,  man,  and  wordy  Russell, 
How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  bustle, 
Ye'll  see  how  New-Light  herds  will  whistle. 

And  think  it  fine ; 
The  L — 's  cause  ne'er  got  sic  a  twistle 

Sin'  I  hae  min'. 
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O,  sirs !  whae'er  wad  hae  expeckit, 
Your  duty  ye  wad  sae  negleckit? 
Ye  wha  were  ne'er  by  lairds  respeckit, 

To  wear  the  plaid, 
But  by  the  brutes  themselves  eleckit, 

To  be  their  guide ! 

What  flock  wV  Hoodie's  flock  could  rank  ? — 
Sae  hale  and  hearty  every  shank ! 
Nae  poisoned  sour  Arminian  stank 

He  let  them  taste ; 
Frae  Calvin's  well,  aye  clear,  they  drank — 

Oh  sic  a  feast ! 

The  thummart,  wil'-cat,  brock,  and  tod, 
Weel  kenn'd  his  voice  through  a'  the  wood, 
He  smelt  their  ilka  hole  and  road, 

Baith  out  and  in. 
And  weel  he  liked  to  shed  their  bluid, 

And  sell  their  skin. 

What  herd  like  Russell  telled  his  tale  ? 
His  voice  was  heard  through  muir  and  dale, 
He  kenn'd  the  L — 's  sheep,  ilka  tail. 

O'er  a'  the  height, 
And  saw  gin  they  were  sick  or  hale, 

At  the  first  sight. 

He  fine  a  mangy  sheep  could  scrub 

Or  nobly  fling  the  gospel  club, 

And  New-Light  herds  could  nicely  drub, 

Or  pay  their  skin. 
Could  shake  them  o'er  the  burning  dub, 

Or  heave  them  in. 

Sic  twa — Oh  do  I  live  to  see't  ? — 
Sic  famous  twa  should  disagreet, 
And  names,  like  villian,  hypocrite, 

Ilk  ither  gi'en ; 
While  New-Light  herds  wi'  laughin'  spite, 

Say  neither's  liein' ! 

P  N 
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A'  ye  wha  tent  the  gospel  fauld, 
There's  Duncan  deep,  and  Peebles  shaul 
But  chiefly  thou,  apostle  Auld,* 

We  trust  in  thee, 
That  thou  wilt  work  them,  het  and  cauld, 

Till  they  agree. 

Consider,  sirs,  how  we're  beset ; 
There's  scarce  a  new  herd  that  we  get 
But  comes  frae  'mang  that  cursed  set 

I  winna  name  ; 
I  hope  frae  heaven  to  see  them  yet 

In  fiery  flame  ! 

Dalrymple  has  been  lang  our  fae, 
M'Gill  has  wrought  us  meikle  wae, 
And  that  cursed  rascal  ca'd  M'Quhae, 

And  baith  the  Shaws,f 
That  aft  hae  made  us  black  and  blae, 

Wi'  vengefu'  paws. 

Auld  Wodrow,  lang  has  hatch'd  mischief, 
We  thought  ay  death  wad  bring  rehef ; 
But  he  has  gotten,  to  our  grief, 

Ane  to  succeed  him — 
A  chield  wha'U  soundly  buff  our  beef ; 

I  meikle  dread  him. 

And  mony  a  ane  that  I  could  tell, 
Wha  fain  would  openly  rebel, 
Forby  turn-coats  amang  oursel' — 

There's  Smith  for  ane — J 
I  doubt  he's  but  a  grey-nick  quill, 

And  that  ye'U  fin'. 


*  Dr.  Duncan  of  Dundonald,  Kev.  William  Peebles  of  Newton-on-Ayr,  a 
"shallow"  preacher  who  figures  in  the  Holy  Fair,  and  " Daddie  Auld,"  minister 
of  Mauchline,  are  the  three  ministers  named  in  this  verse. 

t  The  Eev.  Dr.  Dalrymple  of  Ayr,  the  Rev.  William  M'Gill,  his  colleague,  the 
Eev.  Mr.  M'Quhae  of  St.  Quivox,  and  the  two  brothers,  Dr.  Andrew  Shaw  of 
Oraigie,  and  Dr.  David  Shaw  of  Ooylton,  are  the  ministers  named  in  this  verse. 

X  The  other  ministers  named  are  Dr.  Peter  Wodrow  of  Tarbolton,  Eev.  John 
M'Math,  his  helper,  and  Eev.  Mr.  Smith  of  Galston,  who  also  figures  in  the 
Holy  Fair. 
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0 !  a'  ye  flocks,  o'er  a'  tha  hills, 

By  mosses,  meadows,  moors,  and  fells, 

Come,  join  your  counsel  and  your  skills, 

To  CO  we  the  lairds. 
And  get  the  brutes  the  power  themsel's, 

To  choose  their  herds. 

Then  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance. 
And  Learning  in  a  woody  dance, 
And  that  fell  cur  ca'd  Common  Sense, 

That  bites  sae  sair, 
Be  banish'd  o'er  the  sea  to  France : 

Let  him  bark  there. 

Then  Shaw's  and  D'rymple's  eloquence, 
M' Gill's  close  nervous  excellence, 
M'Quhae's  pathetic  manly  sense. 

And  gude  M'Math, 
Wi'  Smith,  wha  through  the  heart  can  glance. 

May  a'  pack  aff. 


LETTER  TO  JOHN  aOTJDIE,  KILMARNOCK, 

ON  THE  PUBLICATION  OF  HIS  ESSAYS. 

[The  date  of  this  Epistle  is  marked  by  the  poet  in  the.  Gleniiddel  copy  to 
have  been  August,  1785.  G-oldie  (who  died  in  1809,  aged  91)  was  a  busy- 
brained  old  tradesman  in  Kilmarnock,  who,  from  being  a  strict  anti-burghei-, 
swerved  into  free  thinking  opinions  through  study  of  Dr.  Taylor  of  Norwich's 
work  on  Original  Sin,  and  eventually  became  an  author  himself,  by  publishing, 
in  1780,  a  volume  of  "Essays  on  various  subjects,  Moral  and  Divine."  Guldij 
was  about  70  years  of  age  at  the  date  of  his  intimacy  with  Burns,  aud  besides 
his  polemical  speculations,  he  directed  his  attention  greatly  to  the  study  of 
astronomy.  His  book  of  Essays  saw  a  second  edition  in  1785,  extending  to 
six  volumes,  8vo.,  and  so  famous  did  it  become,  that  it  was  termed  by  the 
country  people,  "Goudie's  Bible."  He  was  met  one  day  by  a  wag  who  had 
been  purchasing  some  ballads  at  a  stall,  and  Goudie  asking  him  what  was 
this  he  had  got,  he  said:  '-I  have  just  been  buying  a  wheen  ballads  to  mako 
psalms  for  your  bible !  "] 

0  Goudie !  terror  of  the  Whigs, 
Dread  of  black  coats  and  rev'rend  wigs, 
Soor  Bigotry,  on  her  last  legs, 

Girnin',  looks  back, 
Wishin'  the  ten  Egyptian  plagues 

Wad  seize  you  quick. 


(  ) 


Poor  gapin',  glowrin'  Superstition, 

Waes  me !  she's  in  a  sad  condition ; 

Fie !  bring  Black  Jock,  her  state  physician,* 

To  see  her  water  ; 
Alas !.  there's  ground  o'  great  suspicion 

She'll  ne'er  get  better. 

Auld  Orthodoxy  lang  did  grapple. 
But  now  she's  got  an  unco  ripple ; 
Haste,  gie  her  name  up  i'  the  chapel,f 

Nigh  unto  death ; 
See,  how  she  fetches  at  the  thrapple. 

An'  gasps  for  breath ! 

Enthusiasm's  past  redemption, 

Gane  in  a  galloping  consumption, 

Not  a'  the  quacks,  wi'  a'  their  gumption. 

Will  ever  mend  her. 
Her  feeble  pulse  gies  strong  presumption. 

Death  soon  will  end  her. 

'Tis  you  and  Taylor  are  the  chief 
Wha  are  to  blame  for  this  mischief ; 
But  gin  the  Lord's  ain  folks  gat  leave, 

A  toom  tar-barrel 
And  twa  red  peats  wad  send  relief, 

An'  end  the  quarrel  i 


*  Black  Jock—'Rey.  John  Eussell  of  Kilmarnock,  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  pro- 
ceding  poem,  and  also  introduced  in  the  Holy  Fair  and  the  Kirk's  Alarm. 

t  A  reference  to  the  practice  of  giving  in  the  names  of  dying  persons,  to  be 
prayed  for  in  church. 

X  In  the  copy  inserted  by  the  author  in  the  Glenriddel  MS.,  two  verses  are 
added  of  no  great  merit,  and  these  are  followed  by  the  two  admirable  stanzas 
printed  in  a  detached  form  at  page  274,  in  praise  of  "  honest  nappy." 
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HOLT  WILLIE'S  PRAYER. 


[This  village  Pharisee  was  William  Fisher,  an  elder  of  the  parish-kirk  at 
Mauchliue,  who  had  been  mainly  instrumental  in  prompting  Mr.  Auld  the 
minister,  and  his  session,  to  raise  proceedings  against  sundry  of  the  parishioners 
for  habitual  neglect  of  public  ordinances — or,  in  other  words,  for  staying  away 
from  church.  Among  the  victims  of  this  prosecution  was  Mr,  Gavin  Hamilton, 
the  poet's  laird  and  very  intimate  friend,  who  not  only  occasionally  absented 
himself  from  kirk-meetings,  but  was  even  known  to  dig  potatoes  from  his 
garden  on  the  Lord's-day.  One  of  the  indictments  against  him  was  for  setting 
off  on  a  journey  to  Carrick  one  Sabbath-day,  against  the  express  remonstrance 
of  the  minister.  The  poet  very  cleverly  alludes  to  this  in  the  following  couplet 
which  appears  in  a  MS.  copy  of  the  Dedication  to  Q.  H.: — 

*'  He  sometimes  gallops  on  a  Sunday, 
And  pricks  his  beast  as  if  'twas  Monday!  " 

"Willie  Fisher's  curse  on  Hamilton's  "basket  and  his  store — ^kail  and  potatoes," 
may  have  reference  to  the  other  matter  of  complaint.  From  the  proceedings 
of  his  kirk-session,  Hamilton  appealed  to  the  presbytery,  where,  by  the  help  of 
his  agent's  eloquence,  he  obtained  an  order  for  the  erasure  of  the  obnoxious 
minutes  of  the  session. 

The  poet  thus  refers  to  this  bold  satire  in  his  autobiography,  after  mentioning 
the  Twa  Herds: — '■'■Holy  TFtYZze's  Protj/er  next  made  its  appearance,  and  alarmed 
the  kirk-session  so  much,  that  they  held  several  meetings  to  look  over  their 
spiritual  artillery,  if  haply  any  of  it  might  be  pointed  against  profane  rhymers." 
Although,  in  the  lifetime  of  the  poet,  many  copies  of  this  poem  were  handed 
about  in  MS.,  it  never  appeared  in  print  till  Stewart  &  Meikle  brought  it  out  in 
1799,  among  their  series  of  twopenny  tracts.  The  Epitaph  that  follows  it  was 
not  printed  till  it  was  included  in  Stewart's  8vo.  volume,  1801. 

Chambers  remarks,  that  "the  strength  of  satire  in  this  piece  needs  no  com- 
ment, and  that  the  poet  did  not  misrepresent  the  man  whom  he  selected  for 
vengeance,  is  proved  by  events,  for  Holy  Willie  was  afterwards  found  guilty  of 
secreting  money  from  the  church  offerings,  and  he  closed  his  miserable  life  in  a 
ditch,  into  which  he  had  fallen  in  going  home  after  a  debauch." 

The  sixth  verse  of  the  Prayer  was  omitted  by  Stewart  in  1801,  but  given  in 
his  edition  of  1802,  The  eighth  and  ninth  verses  are  usually  omitted  in  castrated 
editions  of  the  poet] 

Oh  Thou,  wha  in  the  heavens  dost  dwell ! 
Wha,  as  it  pleases  best  thysel', 
Sends  ane  to  heaven,  and  ten  to  hell, 

A'  for  thy  glory, 
And  no'  for  ony  gude  or  ill 

They've  done  afore  thee ! 

I  bless  and  praise  thy  matchless  might, 
When  thousands  thou  hast  left  in  night. 
That  I  am  here  afore  thy  sight, 

For  gifts  and  grace, 
A  burnin'  an'  a  shinin'  light 

To  a'  this  place ! 
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What  was  I,  or  my  generation, 
That  I  should  get  sic  exaltation  ? 
I,  wha  deserve  sic  just  damnation 

For  broken  laws, 
Five  thousand  years  'fore  ray  creation, 

Thro'  Adam's  cause ! 

When  frae  my  mither's  womb  I  fell, 
Thou  might  hae  plungdd  me  in  hell, 
To  gnash  my  gums,  to  weep  and  wail. 

In  burnin'  lake. 
Where  damned  devils  roar  and  yell, 

Chain'd  to  a  stake. 

Yet  I  am  here  a  chosen  sample. 

To  show  thy  grace  is  great  and  ample ; 

I'm  here  a  pillar  in  thy  temple, 

Strong  as  a  rock, 
A  guide,  a  buckler,  and  example, 

To  a'  thy  flock. 

O  L —  thou  kens  what  zeal  I  bear, 
When  drinkers  drink,  and  swearers  swear, 
And  singin'  there,  and  dancin'  here, 

Wi'  great  an'  sma' ; 
For  I  am  keepet  by  thy  fear. 

Free  frae  them  a'. 

But  yet,  oh  L — !  confess  I  must. 
At  times  I'm  fash'd  wi'  fleshly  lust ; 
And  sometimes  too  wi'  warldly  trust, 

Yile  self  gets  in ; 
But  thou  remembers  we  are  dust, 

Defil'd  in  sin. 

O  L —  I  yestreen,  thou  kens,  wi'  Meg— 
Thy  pardon  I  sincerely  beg — 
0 !  may  it  ne'er  be  a  livin'  plague 

To  my  dishonour. 
An'  I'll  ne'er  Hft  a  lawless  1 — 

Again  upon  her. 


(    197  ) 


Besides,  1  farther  maun  allow, 

Wi'  Lizzie's  lass,  three  times  I  trow ; 

But,  L — ,  that  Friday  I  was  fou. 

When  I  came  near  her, 
Or  else,  thou  kens,  thy  servant  true 

Wad  ne'er  hae  steer'd  her. 

Maybe  thou  lets  this  fleshly  thorn, 

Beset  thy  servant  e'en  and  morn. 

Lest  he  owre  high  and  proud  should  turn, 

'Cause  he's  sae  gifted ; 
If  sae,  thy  han'  maun  e'en  be  borne, 

"Until  thou  Hft  it. 

L — ,  bless  thy  chosen  in  this  place. 
For  here  thou  hast  a  chosen  race : 
But  G —  confound  their  stubborn  face. 

And  blast  their  name, 
Wha  bring  thy  elders  to  disgrace 

An'  pubhc  shame ! 

L — ,  mind  Gawn  Hamilton's  deserts, 

He  drinks,  and  swears,  an'  plays  at  cartes, 

Yet  has  sae  mony  takin'  arts, 

Wi'  grit  an'  sma', 
Frae  G — 's  ain  priests  the  people's  hearts 

He  steals  awa'. 

An'  when  we  chasten'd  him  therefor, 
Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  splore, 
As  set  the  warld  in  a  roar 

0'  laughin'  at  us : — 
Curse  thou  his  basket  and  his  store. 

Kail  an'  potatoes ! 

L— ,  hear  my  earnest  cry  an'  pray'r, 

Against  that  Presbyt'ry  of  Ayr ; 

Thy  strong  right  hand,  L — ,  mak'  it  bare 

Upo'  their  heads ! 
L — ,  weigh  it  down,  and  dinna  spare. 

For  their  misdeeds ! 
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Oh  L —  my  G — ,  that  glib-tongued  Aiken, 

My  very  heart  an'  saul  are  quakin', 

To  think  how  we  stood  sweatin',  shakin', 

An'  p — d  wi'  dread, 
While  he  wi'  hingin'  hp  and  snakin', 

Held  up  his  head.* 

L — ,  in  the  day  of  vengeance  try  him  ! 
L— ,  visit  them  wha  did  employ  him  ! 
And  pass  not  in  thy  mercy  by  'em, 

Nor  hear  their  prayer ; 
But  for  thy  people's  sake  destroy  'em, 

And  dinna  spare ! 

But,  L— ,  remember  me  and  mine, 
Wi'  mercies  temp'ral  and  divine. 
That  I  for  gear  and  grace  may  shine, 

Excell'd  by  nane, 
An'  a'  the  glory  shall  be  thine, 

Amen,  Amen ! 

EPITAPH  ON  HOLY  WILLIE. 

Here  Holy  Willie's  s  air- worn  clay 

Tak's  up  its  last  abode ; 
His  saul  has  ta'en  some  ither  way, 

I  fear  the  left-hand  road. 

Stop  !  there  he  is,  as  sure's  a  gun, 

Poor  silly  body,  see  him; 
Nae  wonder  he's  as  black's  the  grun', 

Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  him. 

Your  brunstane  devilship,  I  see. 
Has  got  him  there  before  ye ; 

But  hand  your  nine-tailed  cat  a  wee, 
Till  ance  you've  heard  my  story. 


*  "Burns  owed  a  compliment  to  thiB  gentleman's  elocutionary  talents:  'I 
never  knew  that  there  was  any  merit  in  my  poems,'  said  he,  '  until  Mr.  Aiken 
read  them  into  repute.'' " — Lockhart. 
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Your  pity  I  will  not  implore, 

For  pity  ye  hae  nane  ; 
Justice,  alas  !  has  gi'en  him  o'er, 

And  mercy's  day  is  gane. 

But  hear  me,  sir,  deil  as  ye  are, 
Look  something  to  your  credit ; 

A  coof  like  him  wad  stain  your  name. 
If  it  were  kent  ye  did  it. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  WAG  IN  MAUCHLINE. 

[This  very  witty  production  is  said  to  have  been  intended  as  a  compliment  to 
the  bard's  crony,  James  Smith,  to  whom  he  addressed  one  of  his  finest  poetical 
epistles — (which  see,  page  34,  Vol.  I.)  The  matrons  of  Mauchline,  however, 
would  not  thank  the  poet  for  this  yew  d'esprit.] 

Lament  him,  Mauchline  husbands  a', 

He  aften  did  assist  ye ; 
For  had  ye  staid  whole  weeks  awa'. 

Your  wives  they  ne'er  had  miss'd  ye ! 

Ye  Mauchline  bairns,  as  on  ye  pass 

To  school  in  bands  thegither  ; 
O  tread  ye  lightly  on  his  grass. 

Perhaps  he  was  your  father. 


LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  JOHN  RANKINE. 

[These  verses  would  be  quite  to  the  taste  of  the  person  on  whom  they  were 
composed. — See  ante,  page  188,  also  page  120,  Vol.  L] 

Ae  day,  as  Death,  that  gruesome  carl, 
Was  driving  to  the  tither  warl 
A  mixie-maxie,  motley  squad. 
And  mony  a  guilt-bespotted  lad ; 
Black  gowns  of  each  denomination, 
And  thieves  of  every  rank  and  station. 
From  him  that  wears  the  star  and  garter, 
To  him  that  wintles  in  a  halter : 
Ashamed  himsel'  to  see  the  wretches. 
He  mutters,  glowrin'  at  the  bitches : 


'  By  G — ,  I'll  not  be  seen  behint  them, 
Nor  'mang  the  sp'ritual  core  present  them, 
Without,  at  least,  ae  honest  man, 
To  grace  this  d —  infernal  clan.' 
By  Adamhill  a  glance  he  threw, 
•  L —  G — ! '  quoth  he,  '  I  have  it  now ; 
There's  just  the  man  I  want,  i'  faith ! ' 
And  quickly  stoppit  Rankine's  breath. 


THREE  LINES  TO  THE  SAME, 

SUPPOSED  TO  HAVE  BEEN  WRITTEN  WITH  DIRECTIONS  TO 
BE  DELIVERED  TO  RANKINE  AFTER  THE  POET's  DEATH. 

[If  this  be  indeed  an  authentic  production,  we  have  no  hesitation  in  setting  it 
dovm  as  a^jeu  cPesprit  of  1785.   There  is  no  appearance  of  intercourse  between 
the  poet  and  Eankine  after  that  date.   The  lines,  therefore,  naust  be  considered 
a  counterpart  to  the  poet's  elegy  on  himself,  composed  that  same  year,  begin  uing, 
'  Now  Robin  lies  in  his  last  lair, 
He'll  gabblOirhyme,  nor  sing  nae  mair!  "] 

He  who  of  Rankine  sang,  lies  stiff  and  dead, 
And  a  green  grassy  hillock  hides  his  head ; 
Alas !  alas !  a  devilish  change  indeed. 


EPITAPH  ON  JOHN  DOYE, 

INNKEEPER,  MAUCHLINE. 

[This  person  was  "  my  landlord  "  of  the  Whitefom'd  Arms,  closely  adjoining  to 
the  house  where  Jean  Armour's  parents  resided.  It  was  the  poet's  howff  while 
he  was  known  by  the  name  of  "  Rob  Mossgiel ;"  and  here  was  held  the  famotis 
"  Court  of  Equity,"  consisting  of  the  ^OQta.'s president,  James  Smith  fiscal,  John 
Richmond  as  clerk,  and  William  Hunter,  shoemaker,  as  messenger-at-arms.  Its 
object  was  to  take  cognizance  of,  and  discuss  the  various  cases  of  scandal  which 
were  then  rife  in  Mauchline.  On  4th  June,  1786 — King's  Birthday,  and  Sunday 
as  it  was — Bums  composed  a  very  curious  poem  (not  to  be  found  in  any  edition 
of  his  works,  because  fitted  for  private  circulation  only),  in  which  are  given  some 
rich  samples  of  the  discussions  referred  to.  Dr.  Chambers  observes  regarding 
it,  that  "  unfortunately,  though  the  mock-serious  was  never  carried  to  a  greater 
pitch  of  excellence  than  in  this  poem,  its  license  of  phrase  renders  it  unfit  for 
publication."] 

Here  lies  Johnny  Pigeon : 
What  was  his  religion, 

Whae'er  desires  to  ken. 
To  some  other  warl 
Maun  follow  the  carl. 

For  here  Johnny  Pigeon  had  nane. 
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Strong  ale  was  ablution, 
Small  beer  persecution, 

A  dram  was  memento  mori; 
But  a  full  flowing  bowl. 
Was  the  saving  his  soul, 

And  port  was  celestial  glory. 


EPIGRAM  ON  MISS  JEANY  SCOTT,  OF  AYR. 

[Annotators  seem  not  to  have  determined  who  this  beautiful  damsel  was. 
Cunningham,  in  his  random  way,  says  that  "she  belonged  to  Ecclefechan, 
although  she  resided  In  Ayr,  and  cheered  the  poet  not  only  with  her  sweet  looks, 
but  sweet  voice."] 

Oh  !  had  each  Scot  of  ancient  times. 
Been  Jeany  Scott,  as  thou  art ; 

The  bravest  heart  on  English  ground, 
Had  yielded  like  a  coward. 


ANSWER  TO  A  TRIMMING  EPISTLE  FROM 
A  TAILOR. 

[This  appeared  first  in  Stewart  &  Meikle's  tracts,  1799,  together  with  the 
Tailor's  letter,  which  is  understood  to  have  been  written  by  one  Thomas  Walker, 
a  tailor  who  lived  at  Poole,  near  Ochiltree,  and  who,  possessing  some  little  gift 
of  versification,  was  a  bit  of  a  humourist  besides.  The  first  verse  of  the  epistle 
to  which  that  of  the  text  is  a  reply,  indicates  the  date  to  have  been  1786 : — 
"  Folks  tell  me  ye're  gaun  aff  this  year,  out  owre  the  sea, 
And  lasses,  whom  ye  lo'e  sae  dear,  will  greet  for  thee !  " 
The  "Answer,"  independently  altogether  of  its  daring  freedom  of  expression, 
bears  indubitable  marks  of  Burns'  handiwork;  nevertheless,  the  editor  of  an 
excellent  work,  called,  "  The  Contemporaries  of  Burns,""  (1840,)  has  propounded 
a  most  absurd  theory,  and  ventured  to  make  assertions  to  the  effect  of  fixing  its 
authorship  on  William  Simpson,  schoolmaster  at  Ochiltree.  The  reasons  and 
arguments  he  adduces  for  fathering  this  poem  on  Simpson,  a  quarter  of  a 
century  after  his  decease,  are  quite  unsatisfactory,  and  unworthy  of  discussion. 
The  date,  1783,  which,  in  the  same  chapter,  he  assigns  to  the  composition  of  the 
Twa  Herds,  is  also  an  evident  error.] 

What  ails  ye  now,  ye  lousie  b  h, 

To  thresh  my  back  at  sic  a  pitch  ? 
Losh  man !  hae  mercy  wi*  your  natch, 

Your  bodkin's  bauld ; 
I  did  na  suffer  half  sae  much 

Frae  Daddie  Auld. 
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What  tho'  at  times  when  I  grow  crouse, 
T  gie  their  wames  a  random  pouse, 
Is  that  enough  for  you  to  souse 

Your  servant  sae  ? 
Gae  mind  your  seam,  ye  prick-the-louse, 

An'  jag-the-flae ! 

King  David,  o'  poetic  brief, 
Wrought  'mang  the  lasses  sic  mischief 
As  fiU'd  his  after  life  wi'  grief 

An'  bloody  rants, 
An'  yet  he's  rank'd  amang  the  chief 

0'  lang  syne  saunts. 

And  maybe,  Tam,  for  a'  my  cants, 
My  wicked  rhymes,  an'  drucken  rants, 
I'll  gie  auld  cloven  Clooty's  haunts 

An  unco  slip  yet. 
An'  snugly  sit  amang  the  saunts. 

At  Davie's  hip  yet ! 

But,  fegs  !  the  Session  says  I  maun 

Gae  fa'  upo'  anither  plan, 

Than  garrin'  lasses  cowp  the  cran. 

Clean  heels  owre  body, 
And  sairly  thole  their  mitber's  ban, 

Afore  the  howdy. 

This  leads  me  on  to  tell  for  sport, 
How  I  did  wi'  the  Session  sort — 
Auld  Clinkum,  at  the  Inner  port 

Cry'd  three  times,  '  Robin ! 
Come  hither  lad,  an'  answer  for't — 

Ye're  blam'd  for  jobbin'!' 

Wi'  pinch  I  put  a  Sunday's  face  on, 
An'  snoov'd  awa'  before  the  Session — 
I  made  an  open  fair  confession — 

I  scorn'd  to  lie ; 
An'  syne  Mess  John,  beyond  expression, 

.Fell  foul  o'  me. 
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A  furnicator  loun  he  call'd  me, 

An'  said  mj  faut  frae  bliss  expell'd  me ; 

I  own'd  the  tale  was  true  he  tell'd  me, 

'  But  what  the  matter !' 
Quo'  I,  '  I  fear  unless  ye  geld  me, 

I'll  ne'er  be  better!' 

'  Geld  you ! '  quo'  he,  '  and  whatf or  no'  ? 
If  that  your  right  hand,  leg  or  toe. 
Should  ever  prove  your  sp'ritual  foe, 

You  shou'd  remember 
To  cut  it  aff — an'  whatf  or  no'  ? — 

Your  dearest  member ! ' 

'Na,  na,*  quo'  I,  'I'm  no'  for  that, 
Gelding's  nae  better  than  'tis  ca't ; 
I'd  rather  suffer  for  my  faut, 

A  hearty  flewit. 
As  sair  owre  hip  as  ye  can  draw't, 

The'  I  should  rue  it ! 

'  Or,  gin  ye  like  to  end  the  bother. 
To  please  us  a',  I've  just  ae  ither — 
When  next  wi'  yon  lass  I  forgather, 

Whate'er  betide  it, 
I'll  frankly  gie  her't  a'  thegither. 

An'  let  her  guide  it.' 

But,  sir,  this  pleas'd  them  warst  ava. 
An'  therefore.  Tarn,  when  that  I  saw, 
I  said  '  Gude-night,'  and  cam'  awa', 

And  left  the  Session ; 
I  saw  they  were  resolved  a' 

On  my  oppression. 
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PKOLOaUE, 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.   WOODS  ON  HIS  BENEFIT  NIGHT, 
MONDAY    16th   APRIL,  1787. 

[The  poet  after  his  arrival  in  Edinburgh  was  not  long  in  forming  an  acquaint- 
ance with  William  Woods,  styled  the  Scottish  Roscius,  who  had  been  a  crony  of 
Fergusson  the  poet,  some  thirteen  or  fourteen  years  previously,  and  waa 
remembered  by  him  in  his  Last  Will,  thus — 

To  Woods,  whose  genius  can  provoke 
His  passions  to  the  bowl  or  sock, 
For  love  to  thee,  and  to  the  Nine, 
Be  my  immortal  Shakespeare  thine." 

Burns  produced  this  prologue  for  Woods*  beneflt-night,  when  he  played  the 
part  of  "  Ford,"  in  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor.  The  poet's  original  draught 
of  the  prologue,  possessed  by  Mr.  Greenshields  of  Kerse,  shews  numerous  in- 
terpolations and  deletions,  proving  the  fact  that  Burns  did  not  accomplish  his 
poetical  results  without  labour  and  polishing. 

Woods  died  in  Dec,  1802.  His  headstone,  in  the  Old  Calton  of  Edinburgh, 
having  fallen  into  decay,  was  repaired  and  re-erected  in  1866,  by  old  citizens 
who  remembered  his  fame.   He  was  born  in  1751.1 

When  by  a  generous  Public's  kind  acclaim, 
That  dearest  meed  is  granted — honest  fame ; 
When  here  your  favour  is  the  actor's  lot, 
Nor  even  the  man  in  private  life  forgot ; 
What  breast  so  dead  to  heav'nly  Virtue's  glow. 
But  heaves  impassioned  with  the  grateful  throe  ? 

Poor  is  the  task  to  please  a  barbarous  throng, 

It  needs  no  Siddons'  powers  in  Southern's  song ; 

But  here  an  ancient  nation  famed  afar, 

For  genius,  learning  high,  as  great  in  war — 

Hail,  Caledonia,  name  for  ever  dear ! 

Before  whose  sons  I'm  honour'd  to  appear ! 

Where  every  science — every  nobler  art — 

That  can  inform  the  mind,  or  mend  the  heart. 

Is  known ;  as  grateful  nations  oft  have  found. 

Far  as  the  rude  barbarian  marks  the  bound. 

Philosophy,  no  idle  pedant  dream. 

Here  holds  her  search  by  heaven-taught  Reason's  beam ; 

Here  History  paints  with  elegance  and  force 

The  tide  of  Empire's  fluctuating  course ; 
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Here  Douglas  forms  wild  Shakspeare  into  plan, 
And  Harley  rouses  all  the  God  in  man.* 
When  well-form'd  taste  and  sparkling  wit  unite 
With  manly  lore  or  female  beauty  bright, 
(Beauty,  where  faultless  symmetry  and  grace, 
Can  only  charm  us  in  the  second  place). 
Witness  my  heart,  how  oft  with  panting  fear, 
As  on  this  night,  I've  met  these  judges  here ! 
But  still  the  hope  Experience  taught  to  live, 
Equal  to  judge — you're  candid  to  forgive. 
No  hundred-headed  Riot  here  we  meet. 
With  Decency  and  Law  beneath  his  feet ; 
Nor  Insolence  assumes  fair  Freedom's  name  ; — 
Like  Caledonians,  you  applaud  or  blame. 

Oh  thou  dread  Power  !  whose  empire-giving  hand 

Has  oft  been  stretched  to  shield  the  honour'd  land ! 

Strong  may  she  glow  with  all  her  ancient  fire ! 

May  every  son  be  worthy  of  his  sire ! 

Firm  may  she  rise  with  generous  disdain 

At  Tyranny's  or  direr  Pleasure's  chain ! 

Still,  self-dependent  in  her  native  shore. 

Bold  may  she  brave  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar. 

Till  Fate  the  curtain  drop  on  worlds  to  be  no  more ! 


EPIORAM  AT  INYERAHY. 

[On  2Sth  June,  1787,  the  poet  wrote  thus,  to  his  friend.  Eobert  Ainslie,  from 
Loch  Long: — "I  write  you  this  on  my  tour  through  a  country  where  savage 
streams  tumble  over  savage  mountains,  thinly  overspread  with  savage  flocks, 
which  starvingly  support  as  savage  inhabitants."  This  is  the  only  poetical  result 
that  has  been  preserved  of  his  brief  tour  in  the  West  Highlands,  in  the  latter 
part  of  June,  1787,  his  diary  of  which  seems  to  have  been  lost  or  suppressed.] 

Whoe'er  he  be  that  sojourns  here, 

I  pity  much  his  case, 
Unless  he  come  to  wait  upon 

The  Lord  their  God — his  Grace. 


*  In  this,  and  the  Ave  preceding  lines,  reference  is  made  to  Dugald  Stewart 
and  other  philosophers  of  the  Scottish  school;  to  Hume  and  Robertson,  the 
historians ;  to  Home,  author  of  Douglas;  and  to  Mackenzie,  author  of  the  Man 
of  Feeling. 
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There's  naething  here  but  Highland  pride, 
And  Highland  scab  and  hunger ; 

If  Providence  has  sent  me  here, 
'Twas  surely  in  an  anger. 


YERSES 

WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW  OF  THE  INN  AT  CAREON. 

[It  would  appear  from  the  poet's  diary  of  his  journey  with  Nicol,  commencing 
Saturday,  25th  August,  1787,  that,  after  passing  the  night  in  Falkirk,  the 
travellers  visited  Carron  Works  on  the  Sunday;  so  that  it  is  little  wonder  the 
porter  refused  admittance.  The  poet's  epigram,  like  the  "Stirling  lines," 
appears  to  have  got  into  circulation,  and  one  of  the  clerks  at  Oarron  produced 
the  following  rejoinder: — 

"If  you  came  here  to  see  our  works,  you  should  have  been  more  civil 
Than  to  give  a  fictitious  name,  in  hopes  to  cheat  the  devil : 
Six  days  a  week  to  you  and  all — we  think  it  very  well. 
The  seventh,  if  you  go  to  church,  may  keep  you  out  of  helu  J 

We  cam'  na  here  to  view  your  warks 

In  hopes  to  be  mair  wise, 
But  only,  lest  we  gang  to  hell, 

It  may  be  nae  surprise : 
But  whan  we  tirl'd  at  your  door, 

Your  porter  dought  na  hear  us ; 
Sae  may,  should  we  to  hell's  yetts  come, 

Your  billy  Satan  sair  us ! 


EPIGRAM 

ON  elphinstone's  translation  of  Martial's  epigrams. 

[In  January,  1788,  Burns  gives  this  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Olarinda,  thus : — 
"The  poetry  of  Elphinstone  can  only  equal  his  prose  notes.  I  was  sitting  in  a 
merchant's  shop  waiting  somebody ;  he  -put  Elphinstone  into  my  hand,  and  asked 
my  opinion  of  it:  I  begged  leave  to  write  it  on  a  blank-leaf,  which  I  did."] 

O  THOU  whom  Poetry  abhors ! 
Whom  Prose  has  turned  out  of  doors ! 
Heard'st  thou  that  groan  ?  proceed  no  further ! 
'Twas  laurell'd  Martial  roaring  murder  ! 
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THE  HENPECK'D  HUSBAND. 

[This  appears  to  be  one  of  the  fragments  of  the  "Poet's  Progress,"  referred 
to  in  the  note  at  page  342,  Vol.  I. ;  for,  in  style,  it  exactly  corresponds  with  the 
passage — 

"Critics ! — appalled,  I  venture  on  the  name,"  &c.] 

Curs'd  be  the  man,  the  poorest  wretch  in  life, 
The  crouching  vassal  to  the  tyrant  wife, 
Who  has  no  will  but  by  her  high  permission ; 
Who  has  not  sixpence  but  in  her  possession ; 
Who  must  to  her  his  dear  friend's  secret  tell ; 
Who  dreads  a  curtain-lecture  worse  than  hell. 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fallen  to  my  part, 
Fd  break  her  spirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart ; 
Fd  charm  her  with  the  magic  of  a  switch, 
rd  kiss  her  maids,  and  kick  the  perverse  b — h. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  YEAR  1788. 

[This  piece  found  its  way  into  the  newspapers  and  from  thence  was  published 
in  the  chap-books  before  it  appeared  in  Stewart's  volume.  On  the  same  day  he 
composed  it,  he  penned  a  beautiful  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  which  has  been  much 
admired.  He  says  that  he  approves  of  set  times  and  seasons  of  more  than 
ordinary  acts  of  devotion,  and  adds,  "  This  day — the  first  Sunday  of  Maj' — a 
breezy,  blue-skied  noon,  sometime  about  the  beginning,  and  a  hoary  morning  and 
calm  sunny  day  about  the  end  of  Autumn — these,  time  out  of  mind,  have  been 
with  me  a  kind  of  holiday."] 

For  Lords  or  Kings  I  dinna  mourn. 
E'en  let  them  die — for  that  they're  born : 
But  oh !  prodigious  to  reflec' ! 
A  towmont,  sirs,  is  gane  to  wreck ! 
Oh  Eighty-eight,  in  thy  sma'  space 
What  dire  events  hae  taken  place ! 
Of  what  enjoyments  thou  hast  reft  us ! 
In  what  a  pickle  thou  hast  left  us ! 

The  Spanish  Empire's  tint  a  head. 
An'  my  auld  teethless  Bawtie's  dead ; 
The  tulzie's  teugh  'tween  Pitt  an'  Fox, 
And  our  gudewife's  wee  birdie  cocks ; 

o 
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The  tane  is  game,  a  bluidy  devil, 
But  to  the  hen-birds  unco  civil : 
The  tither's  dour,  has  nae  sic  breedin', 
But  better  stuff  ne'er  clawed  a  midden. 

Ye  ministers,  come  mount  the  pu'pit, 
And  cry  till  ye  be  haerse  and  roopit, 
For  Eighty-eight  he  wished  you  weel, 
An'  gied  ye  a'  baith  gear  and  meal ; 
E'en  mony  a  plack,  and  mony  a  peck. 
Ye  ken  yoursel's,  for  little  feck  ! 

Ye  bonie  lasses,  dight  your  een. 
For  some  o'  you  hae  tint  a  frien' ; 
In  Eighty-eight,  ye  ken,  was  ta'en 
What  ye'll  ne'er  hae  to  gie  again. 

Observe  the  very  nowte  and  sheep. 
How  dowff  and  dowie  now  they  creep : 
Nay,  even  the  yirth  itsel'  does  cry. 
For  Embro'  wells  are  grutten  dry.* 

Oh  Eighty-nine  thou's  but  a  bairn. 

An'  no  owre  auld,  I  hope,  to  learn ! 

Thou  beardless  boy,  I  pray  tak'  care, 

Thou  now  has  got  thy  daddy's  chair, 

Nae  hand-cuff'd,  mizzl'd,  hap-shackl'd  Regent,! 

But,  hke  himsel',  a  full  free  agent. 

Be  sure  ye  follow  out  the  plan 

Nae  waur  than  he  did,  honest  man ! 

As  muckle  better  as  you  can. 

January  1,  1789. 


*  The  Edinburgh  newspapers  of  that  period  contain  frequent  references  to 
the  Bcarcity  of  water. 

t  There  was  considerable  public  agitation  about  this  time  regarding  the 
illness  of  King  George  III.,  and  a  proposal  to  appoint  the  Prince  of  Wales  as 
Begent 
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THE  KIRK'S  ALARM. 

[The  Ayr  presbytery,  in  Barns*  days,  was  noted  for  possessing  among  its 
members  a  majority  wtio  held  liberal  or  New-Light  opinions,  and  Dr.  M'Gill,  one 
of  the  parish  ministers  in  the  town  of  Ayr,  had  published,  in  1786,  "  A  Practical 
Essay  on  the  Death  of  Christ,'  which  was  thought  to  be  impregnated  with 
Socinian  doctrine,  and  in  process  of  time  provoked  opposition  from  the  more 
rigid  party  in  the  Church.  In  parcicular.  Dr.  William  Peebles  of  Newtou-upon- 
Ayr  ("Peebles  frae  the  Water-fit"  of  the  Holy  Fair,)  on  the  occasion  of  deliver- 
ing a  centenary  sermon  on  the  Eevolution,  on  5th  November,  1788,  referred  to 
Dr.  M'Gill's  Essay,  denouncing  it  as  heretical,  and  speaking  of  the  author  as  one 
who  "with  one  hand  received  the  privileges  of  the  Church,  while  with  the  other 
he  was  endeavouring  to  plunge  the  keenest  poniard  into  her  heart."  This 
brought  a  pamphlet  from  Dr.  M'Gill  in  reply,  and  in  April,  1789,  the  case  was 
formally  brought  into  the  Church  Courts,  and  created  intense  public  interest 
Bums,  although  residing  in  Nithsdale,  at  a  distance  from  the  scene  of  strife, 
took  up  the  pen  in  behalf  of  M'Gill,  and  produced  this  fiery  satire,  which 
was  first  published  in  1799,  by  Stewart  &  Meikle,  in  their  series  of  chap-books 
already  alluded  to. 

On  7th  August,  1789,  the  poet  wrote  thus  to  an  Ayrshire  friend  on  this  sub- 
ject:— "  I  am  going  to  intrude  on  your  time  with  a  long  ballad.  I  have,  as  you 
will  shortly  see,  finished  The  Kirk's  Alarm ;  but,  now  that  it  is  done,  and  that  I 
have  laughed  once  or  twice  at  the  conceits  in  some  of  the  stanzas,  I  am  deter- 
mined not  to  let  it  get  to  the  public;  so  I  send  you  this  copy,  the  first  I  have  sent 
to  Ayrshire  (except  some  few  of  the  stanzas  which  I  wrote  off  in  embryo  for 
Gavin  Hamilton),  under  the  express  provision  and  request  that  yon  will  only 
read  it  to  a  few  of  us,  and  do  not,  on  any  account,  give  or  permit  to  be  taken 
any  copy  of  the  ballad." 

This  last  provision  is  referred  to  in  the  postscript  of  that  copy  which  was  sent 
to  the  Laird  of  Afton,  which  we  mainly  adhere  to  in  the  text,  but  preserve 
a  verse  from  Stewart,  which  is  there  omitted,  namely,  that  about  Holy  Will. 
Other  information  regarding  the  dramatis  personse  of  this  satire  we  throw  into 
foot-notes.] 

Orthodox  !  orthodox ! — 

Wha  believe  in  John  Knox — 
Let  me  sound  an  alarm  to  your  conscience ; 

There's  a  heretic  blast 

Has  been  blawn  i'  the  wast, 
That  what  is  no'  sense  must  be  nonsense — 
Orthodox !  that  what  is  no'  sense  must  be  nonsense. 

Dr  Mac  !  Dr  Mac ! 

You  should  stretch  on  a  rack, 
To  strike  evil  doers  wi'  terror ;  j 

To  join  faith  and  sense  ^ 

Upon  ony  pretence 
Is  heretic,  damnable  error — 
Dr  Mac !  'tis  heretic,  damnable  error.* 


*  Rev.  William  M'GiU,  D.D.,  the  hero  of  this  Socinian  heresy;  but  who  in  the 
end  was  constrained  to  recant,  and  disappoint  his  supporters.  He  died  in  1807, 
aged  76. 
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Town  of  Ayr !  town  of  Ayr  ! 

It  was  rash,  I  declare, 
To  meddle  wi'  mischief  a-brewin' ; 

Provost  John  is  still  deaf 

To  the  church's  relief, 
And  Orator  Bob  is  its  ruin — 
Town  of  Ayr !  yes,  Orator  Bob  is  its  ruin.* 

D'rymple  mild!  DVymple  mild  ! 

Though  your  heart's  like  a  child. 
An'  your  life  like  the  new-driven  snaw  ; 

Yet  that  winna  save  ye, 

Auld  Satan  must  have  ye, 
For  preaching  that  three's  ane  and  twa — 
D'rymple  mild !  for  preaching  that  three's  ane  and  twa.| 

Rumble  John  !  Rumble  John ! 
Mount  the  steps  wi'  a  groan. 
Cry,  the  book  is  wi'  heresy  cramm'd ; 
Then  lug  out  your  ladle, 
Deal  brimstone  like  adle. 
And  roar  every  note  of  the  damn'd — 
Rumble  John !  and  roar  every  note  of  the  damn'd.  J 

Simper  James  !  Simper  James  ! 

Leave  the  fair  KilHe  dames. 
There's  a  holier  chase  in  your  view ; 

I'll  lay  on  your  head. 

That  the  pack  ye'U  soon  lead, 
For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few — 
Simper  James !  for  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few.  § 

Singet  Sawney  !  Singet  Sawney  ! 
Are  ye  huirdin'  the  penny. 


*  Provost  Jolin  Ballantyne,  and  Kobert  Aiken,  writer,  the  latter  of  whom  was 
M'Q-ill's  agent  before  the  Presbytery,  prevailed  on  the  magistrates  of  Ayr  to 
publish  a  certificate  highly  favourable  to  M'Gill,  at  the  commencement  of  the 
prosecution. 

t  Bev.  William  Dalrymple,  D.D.,  senior  colleague  of  Dr.  M'Gill  in  the  parish 
church  of  Ayr.   One  of  his  favourite  tenets  was  the  divisibility  of  the  Trinity. 

J  Eev,  John  Eussell — the  "Black  Kussell"  and  "Black  Jock"  of  the  poet's 
other  religious  satires. 

§  Eev.  James  Mackinlay  of  Kilmarnock,  hero  of  the  Ordination.  He  died  ina 
1841,  aged  85. 
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Unconscious  what  evils  await  T 
Wr  a  jump,  yell,  and  howl, 
Alarm  every  soul, 
For  the  foul  thief  is  just  at  your  gate — 
Singet  Sawney !  the  foul  thief  is  just  at  your  gate.* 

DaddieAuld!  DaddieAuld! 

There's  a  tod  in  the  fauld, 
A  tod  meikle  waur  than  the  clerk ; 

Tho'  ye  can  do  Httle  skaith, 

Ye'U  be  in  at  the  death. 
And  gif  ye  canna  bite,  ye  may  bark — 
Daddie  Auld !  for  gif  ye  canna  bite  ye  may  bark.f 

Davie  Bluster !  Davie  Bluster ! 

If  for  a  saunt  ye  do  muster, 
The  corps  is  no'  nice  of  recruits ; 

Yet  to  worth  let's  be  just. 

Royal  blood  ye  might  boast. 
If  the  ass  were  the  king  of  the  brutes — 
Davie  Bluster !  if  the  ass  were  the  king  o'  the  brutes.  J 

Jamie  Goose !  Jamie  Goose ! 

Ye  hae  made  but  toom  roose, 
0*  hunting  the  wicked  lieutenant ; 

But  the  Doctor's  your  mark, 

For  the  L — haly  ark, 
He  has  cooper'd  and  ca'd  a  wrang  pin  in't — 
Jamie  Goose !  he  has  cooper'd  and  ca'd  a  wrang  pin  in't.  § 

Poet  Willie !  Poet  Willie ! 
Gie  the  Doctor  a  volley, 


*  Eev.  Alexander  Moody,  one  of  the  Twa  Herds,  and  first  preacher  in  the 
Holy  Fair:  parsimony  and  lack  of  charity  were  wis  besetting  sins. 

t  Eev.  William  Auld  of  Mauchline,  before  whom  the  poet  had  to  make  "fair 
confession "  on  more  than  one  occasion.  The  allusion  to  the  tod  in  this  verse 
has  hitherto  been  unnoticed  by  commentators.  The  Kev.  John  Tod  of  Mauch- 
line, was  son-in-law  of  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq.,  here  referred  to  as  "the  clerk" 
who  had  teased  Mr.  Auld  so  much, — (See  notes  to  Epistle  to  M'Math,  and  Holy 
Willie's  Praytr.) 

X  Mr.  David  Grant,  of  the  parish  of  Ochiltree, 

§  Mr.  James  Young  of  Cumnock. 
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Wi'  your  '  Liberty's  Chain '  and  your  wit ; 
O'er  Pegasus*  side 
Ye  ne'er  laid  a  stride, 
Ye  but  smelt,  man,  the  place  where  he  — — 
Poet  Willie !  ye  smelt  but  the  place  where  he  .* 

Andro  Gouk  !  Andro  Gouk  ! 

Ye  may  slander  the  book, 
And  the  book  not  the  waur,  let  me  tell  ye; 

Ye  are  rich,  and  look  big, 

But  lay  by  hat  and  wig. 
And  ye'U  hae  a  calf's  head  o'  sma'  value — 
Andro  Gouk!  ye'll  hae  a  calf's  head  o'  sma'  value. j 

Barr  Steenie !  Barr  Steenie  ! 

What  mean  ye — what  mean  ye? 
If  ye'll  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter, 

Ye  may  hae  some  pretence 

To  havins  and  sense, 
Wi'  people  wha  ken  ye  nae  better — 
Barr  Steenie !  wi'  people  wha  ken  ye  nae  better,  f 

Irvine-side !  Irvine-side ! 

Wi'  your  turkey-cock  pride. 
Of  manhood  but  sma'  is  your  share ; 

Ye've  the  figure,  'tis  true, 

Even  your  faes  will  allow. 
And  your  friends  they  dare  grant  you  nae  mair — 
Irvine-side  !  your  friends  they  dare  grant  you  nae  mair.  § 

Muirland  Jock  I  Muirland  Jock  ! 
When  the  L —  makes  a  rock 


*  Rev.  William  Peebles,  D.D.,  of  Newton-upon-Ayr,  wlio  figures  in  the  Holy 
Fair  to  the  disgust  of  "  common-senBe."  He  sometimea  tried  to  be  a  wit,  and 
on  one  occasion  ventured  to  come  out  as  a  poet  in  a  centenary  Ode  on  the 
Revolution  of  1688,  which  excited  much  ridicule  by  one  of  its  lines — 
"Bound  in  Liberty's  endearing  chains!" 

T  Dr.  Andrew  Mitchell,  minister  of  Monkton  parish. 

t  Rev,  Stephen  Young  of  Barr. 

§  Rev.  George  Smith  of  Galston,  whom  the  poet  wished  to  compliment  in 
two  excellent  verses  of  the  ffoly  Fair;  but  the  reverend  gentleman  saw  more  of 
the  banter  than  the  compliment  in  them.  For  this  reason,  therefore,  the  poet 
now  has  a  slap  at  him  in  good  earnest 
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To  crush  Common  Sense  for  her  sins ; 

If  ill  manners  were  wit, 

There's  no  mortal  so  fit 
To  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance — 
Muirland  Jock !  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance.* 

Holy  Will !  Holy  Will ! 

There  was  wit  i'  your  skull. 
When  ye  pilfered  the  alms  o'  the  poor ; 

The  timmer  is  scant, 

When  ye're  taen  for  a  saunt, 
Wha  should  swing  in  a  rape  for  an  hour — 
Holy  Will!  ye  should  swing  in  a  rape  for  an  hour.f 

Calvin's  sons  !  Calvin's  sons ! 

Seize  your  sp'ritual  guns, 
Ammunition  you  never  can  need; 

Your  hearts  are  the  stuff. 

Will  be  powther  enough. 
And  your  skulls  are  storehouses  o'  lead — 
Calvin's  sons !  your  skulls  are  storehouses  o'  lead. 

Poet  Burns  !  Poet  Burns  ! 

Wi'  your  priest-skelping  turns, 
Why  desert  ye  your  auld  native  shire  ? 

Though  your  muse  is  a  gipsy, 

E'en  tho'  she  were  tipsy, 
She  could  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are — 
Poet  Burns !  ye  could  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Afton's  Laird !  Afton's  Laird ! 
When  your  pen  can  be  spared, 
A  copy  o'  this  I  bequeath. 
On  the  same  sicker  score 
As  I  mentioned  before. 
To  that  trusty  auld  worthy  Clackleith — 
Afton's  Laird  !  to  that  trusty  auld  worthy  Clackleith.  J 

*  Eev.  John  Shepherd  of  Muirkirk — who  was  in  the  habit  of  Baying  rude 
things,  mistaking  these  for  wit. 

t  The  poor  wretch  whom  Burns  had  before  chastised  so  severely  under  that 
name. — (See  note  to  Holy  Willie's  Prayer.') 

X  This  last  verse,  first  published  by  Cunningham  in  1834,  is  explained  in  the 
bead-note. 
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EPIGEAM  ON  CAPTAIN  FRANCIS  GROSE. 

[The  Btory  goes  that  one  evening  at  GHenriddel's  table,  when  wine  and  wit 
were  flowing,  Grose,  delighted  with  some  of  the  sallies  of  Burns,  requested  the 
honour  of  a  couplet  on  himself,  and  the  following  was  the  result.  The  grotesque 
figure  of  Q-rose,  with  his  unusual  corpulency,  was  occasionally  the  theme  of  his 
own  wit  and  humour,  and  like  Falstaff  he  might  have  said:  "lam  not  only 
witty  in  myself,  but  am  the  cause  of  wit  in  others."] 

The  devil  got  notice  that  Grose  was  a-dying, 

So  whip  !  at  the  summons,  old  Satan  came  flying ; 

But  when  he  approach'd  where  poor  Francis  lay  moaning, 

And  saw  each  bedpost  with  its  burden  a-groaning. 

Astonished,  confounded,  cri'd  Satan :  '  by  G — 

I'll  want  him,  ere  take  such  a  damnable  load.' 


LINES 

WRITTEN  EXTEMPORE  IN  A  LADY's  POCKET-BOOK. 

[This  would,  no  doubt,  be  inscribed  during  the  horrors  of  the  French  Revolu- 
tion,] 

Grant  me,  indulgent  Heav'n,  that  I  may  live 
To  see  the  miscreants  feel  the  pains  they  give ; 
Deal  Freedom's  sacred  treasures  free  as  air, 
Till  slave  and  despot  be  but  things  which  were. 


LINES 

WRITTEN  AND  PRESENTED  TO  MRS.  KEMBLE,  ON  SEEING 
HER  IN  THE  CHARACTER  OP  YARICO. 

[On  21st  October,  1794,  Mrs.  Stephen  Kemble  made  her  first  appearance  in 
Dumfries  as  Yarico,  in  the  then  favourite  opera  of  Inkle  and  Yarico.  Mr.  Stephen 
Kemble  was  the  senior  of  three  famous  brothers  of  that  name,  and  was  so  very 
stout  that  he  could  play  the  part  of  Falstaff  without  stuffing.  He  composed  a 
dirge  or  songon  the  death  of  Bums,  which  has  some  merit.  Allan  Cunningham, 
in  his  random  way,  says  that  the  poet  wrote  this  epigram  while  sitting  in  Mrs. 
Riddle's  box  at  the  Theatre ;  but  his  quarrel  with  that  lady  before  this  date, 
renders  that  highly  improbable.] 

Kemble,  thou  cur'st  my  unbehef 

Of  Moses  and  his  rod ; 
At  Yarico's  sweet  notes  of  grief. 

The  rock  with  tears  had  flow'd. 
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EPIGRAM  ON  MISS  DAYIES. 

ON  BEING  ASKED  WHY  GOD  MADE  MISS  DAVIES  SO  LITTLE 
AND  MRS.  *  *  *  SO  LARGE. 
WRITTEN  ON  A  PANE  OF  GLASS  IN  THE  INN  AT  MOFFAT. 

["No  one,"  says  Cunmnghani.  "has  apologised  so  handsomely  for  5crimjoe« 
stature." — (For  some  account  of  this  beautiful  young  lady,  see  pp.  292  and  296, 
Vol.  I.)  Besides  having  been  written  on  glass  at  Moffat,  this  epigram  was 
inscribed  in  pencil  by  the  poet  in  a  lady's  note-book,  along  with  other  versicles, 
the  originals  of  which  we  have  seen,  and  take  the  present  opportunity  of 
correcting  these  lines  thus: — 

•'Ask — why  God  made  the  gem  so  small. 

While  huge  he  form'd  the  granite? — 
Because  God  meant  mankind  should  set 

That  higher  value  on  it." 
This  reads  much  better  than  it  does  in  the  text,  where  two  questions  are 
asked,  and  only  one  of  these  replied  to ;  and,  besides,  the  answer  is  uncertain, 
for  it  may  apply  to  either  the  granite  or  the  gem.  In  the  proper  version  the 
question  is  about  the  gem,  in  contrast  with  the  granite,  and  the  answer  is  quit* 
satisfactory.] 

Ask  why  God  made  the  gem  so  small, 

And  why  so  huge  the  granite? — 
Because  God  meant  mankind  should  set 
That  higher  value  on  it. 


LINES  ON  RODNEY'S  YICTORY. 

AT  A  MEETING  OP  THE  DUMFRIES  VOLUNTEERS,  HELD  TO 

COMMEMORATE  THE  ANNIVERSARY  OF  RODNEY'S 
VICTORY,  BURNS  WAS  CALLED  UPON  FOR  A  SONG,  INSTEAD 
OF  WHICH  HE  DELIVERED  THE  FOLLOW- 
ING LINES  EXTEMPORE. 

[This  meeting  must  have  been  held  on  12th  April,  1795,  at  which  time  Burns 
produced  his  patriotic  ballad,  "Does  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat?"  which 
see,  page  123.   The  language  and  sentiment  of  Song  and  Toast  are  identical.] 

Instead  of  a  song,  boys,  I'll  give  you  a  toast — 
Here's  the  memory  of  those  on  the  12th  that  we  lost ! — 
That  we  lost,  did  I  say  ?  nay,  by  Heav'n,  that  we  found ; 
For  their  fame  it  shall  last  while  the  world  goes  round. 
The  next  in  succession,  I'll  give  you — the  King ! 
Whoe'er  would  betray  him,  on  high  may  he  swing  5 
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And  here's  the  grand  fabric,  our  free  Constitntion, 
As  bnilt  on  the  base  of  the  great  Revolution ; 
And  longer  with  politics  not  to  be  crammed, 
Be  Anarchy  cursed,  and  be  Tyranny  damned ; 
And  who  would  to  Liberty  e'er  prove  disloyal. 
May  his  son  be  a  hangman,  and  he  his  first  trial ! 


DELIA. 

AN  ODE. 

(This  un-Burns-like  prodnction  was  first  claimed  as  his  in  Stewart's  collected 
edition  (1802),  after  which  it  disappeared,  but  was  revived  by  Cunningham  in 
1834,  who  was  at  no  loss  for  an  anecdote  to  accompany  it,  and  even  gave  the 
words  of  a  short  note  said  to  have  been  addressed  by  Burns  to  the  editor  of  the 
London  Star,  dated  EUisland,  18th  May,  1789,  enclosing  the  verses,  and  promising 
farther  communications  should  these  be  accepted. 

In  a  very  excellent  edition  of  the  poet,  published  by  William  Olark,  London 
(1831,)  to  which  the  public  is  indebted  for  the  preservation  of  several  pieces  by 
Burns  which  had  escaped  other  collectors,  there  is  a  note  pointing  out  some 
productions  that  had  been  claimed  for  Burns  which  are  not  his,  and  among  these 
"  Delia"  is  named,  and  pronounced  to  be  "  a  translation  of  an  anonymous  Latio 
poem."] 

Fair  the  face  of  orient  day. 
Fair  the  tints  of  op'ning  rose  : 
But  fairer  still  my  Deha  dawns. 
More  lovely  far  her  beauty  blows. 

Sweet  the  lark's  wild- warbled  lay. 
Sweet  the  tinkUng  rill  to  hear ; 
But,  Delia,  more  delightful  still, 
Steal  thine  accents  on  mine  ear. 

The  flower-enamour'd  busy  bee 
The  rosy  banquet  loves  to  sip ; 
Sweet  the  streamlet's  limpid  lapse 
To  the  sun-brown'd  Arab's  lip ; 

But,  Delia,  on  thy  balmy  lips 

Let  me,  no  vagrant  insect,  rove ! 

O  let  me  steal  one  hquid  kiss  ! 

For  oh  !  my  soul  is  parch'd  with  love ! 


PIECES  FIRST  PUBLISHED  BY  STEWART  IN  1802. 


LETTER  TO  JAMES  TENNANT,  GLENCONNER. 

[This  rhyming  epistle,  written  from  Ellisland  in  1789,  is  addressed  to  an  old 
friend  of  the  poet  and  his  family,  whose  father's  advice  he  had  taken  before 
fixing  on  the  farm  of  Ellisland.  Cunningham,  who  always  went  ram^stam 
into  blanks,  and  filled  them  up  without  enquiry,  sets  the  surname  down  as 
"Tait."  His  remarks  on  the  composition  are,  however,  worth  quoting: — 
"  Though  not  at  all  equal  to  some  of  the  poet's  earlier  epistles,  it  is  well  worth 
preserving  as  a  proof  of  the  ease  with  which  he  could  wind  verse  round  any 
topic,  and  conduct  the  duties  and  courtesies  of  life  in  song.  His  account  of 
having  '  grown  sae  cursed  douse,'  and  scorching  himself  at  the  fire  '  perusing 
Bunyan,  Brown,  and  Boston,'  is  archly  introduced." 

The  reference  to  "  gude  auld  Glen  "  is  very  fine.  It  was  he  who  accompanied 
the  poet  to  Nithsdale  at  the  end  of  February,  1788,  to  inspect  and  judge  of  Mr. 
Miller's  farms.  On  3rd  March  following,  the  poet  thus  wrote  on  that  matter  to 
Ainslie: — "The  friend  whom  I  told  you  I  would  take  with  me  was  highly  pleased 
with  the  farm;  and  he  is,  without  exception,  the  most  intelligent  farmer  in  the 
country:  he  has  staggered  me  a  good  deal."] 

Auld  comrade  dear,  and  brither  sinner, 
How's  a'  the  folk  about  Glenconner  ? 
How  do  ye  this  blae  easthn  win', 
That's  like  to  blaw  a  body  bhn'? 
For  me,  my  faculties  are  frozen. 
My  dearest  member  nearly  dozen'd. 
I've  sent  you  here,  by  J ohnie:  Simson, 
Twa  sage  philosophers  to  glimpse  on  : 
Reid,  wi'  his  sympathetic  feehng, 
An'  Smith,  to  common-sense  appealing. 
Philosophers  have  fought  an'  wrangled, 
An'  meikle  Greek  an'  Latin  mangled, 
Till,  with  their  logic- jargon  tir'd. 
An'  in  the  depth  of  science  mir'd. 
To  common-sense  they  now  appeal, 
What  wives  an'  wabsters  see  an'  feel. 
But,  hark  ye,  friend  !  I  charge  you  strictly, 
Peruse  them,  an'  return  them  quickly. 
For  now  I'm  grown  sae  cursed  douse, 
I  pray  an'  ponder  butt  the  house  ; 
My  shins,  my  lane,  I  there  sit  roastin', 
Perusing  Bunyan,  Brown,  and  Boston  ; 
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Till  by  an'  by,  if  I  baud  on, 
I'll  grunt  a  real  gospel  groan  : 
Already  I  begin  to  try  it, 
To  cast  my  een  up  like  a  pyet. 
When  by  the  gun  she  tumbles  o'er, 
Flutt'ring  an'  gasping  in  her  gore : 
Sae  shortly  you  shall  see  me  bright, 
A  burning  an'  a  shining  light. 

My  heart- warm  love  to  gude  auld  Glen, 
The  ace  an'  wale  of  honest  men  : 
When  bending  down  wi'  auld  gray  hairs, 
Beneath  the  load  of  years  and  cares, 
May  He  who  made  him  still  support  him, 
An'  views  beyond  the  grave  comfort  him ; 
His  worthy  fam'ly  far  and  near, 
God  bless  them  a'  wi'  grace  and  gear ! 

My  auld  schoolfellow,  Preacher  Willie, 

The  manly  tar,  my  mason  Billie, 

An'  Auchenbay,  I  wish  him  joy ; 

If  he's  a  parent,  lass  or  boy. 

May  he  be  dad,  and  Meg  the  mither, 

Just  five-and-forty  years  thegither ! 

An'  no'  forgetting  wabster  Charlie, 

I'm  tauld  he  offers  very  fairly. 

An',  L — ,  remember  singing  Sannock, 

Wi'  hale  breeks,  saxpence,  an'  a  bannock ; 

An'  next  my  auld  acquaintance,  Nancy, 

Since  she  is  fitted  to  her  fancy ; 

An'  her  kind  stars  hae  airted  till  her, 

A  gude  chiel  wi'  a  pickle  siller. 

My  kindest,  best  respects  I  sen'  it. 

To  cousin  Kate  an'  sister  Janet ; 

Tell  them,  frae  me,  wi'  chiels  be  cautious, 

For,  faith,  they'll  aiblins  fin'  them  fashious. 

To  grant  a  heart  is  fairly  civil, 

But  to  grant  a  maidenhead's  the  devil! 

An'  lastly,  Jamie,  for  yoursel'. 

May  guardian  angels  tak'  a  spell, 

An'  steer  you  seven  miles  south  o'  hell : 

But  first,  before  you  see  heav'n's  glory. 
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May  ye  get  mony  a  merry  story ; 
Mony  a  laugh,  and  mony  a  drink, 
An'  ay  eneugh  o'  needfu'  clink. 
Now  fare-ye-weel,  and  joy  be  wi'  you ; 
For  my  sake  this  I  beg  it  o'  you. 
Assist  poor  Simson  a'  ye  can, 
Ye'U  fin'  him  just  an  honest  man : 
Sae  I  conclude,  and  quat  my  chanter, 
Your's,  saint  or  sinner, 

Rob  the  Rantek. 


THE  FIYE  CARLINES. 

AN  ELECTION  BALLAD. 

Tune — Ghevey  Chase. 

[This  is  the  principal  Ballad  of  a  set  of  three,  in  connection  with  the  election 
canvass  and  contest  of  1789-90,  for  the  representation  of  the  five  boroughs  of 
Dumfries  and  Kirkcudbright,  which  then  united  in  sending  a  member  to 
Parliament.  The  other  two  occasional  productions  referring  to  that  contest, 
are  "  The  Laddies  by  the  banks  o'  Nith,"  and  the  lyric  addressed  to  Mr. 
Graham  of  Fintry,  beginning,  "Fintry,  my  stay  in  wordly  strife,"  which  will 
be  given  ir  their  proper  place. 

This  ballad  has  been  much  admired  as  a  triumph  of  the  minstrel's  art,  and 
the  personifications  are  considered  very  happy  by  all  who  are  acquainted  with 
the  localities  indicated.  Sir  Walter  Scott  was  particularly  struck  with  the 
picture  of  Lochmaben,  as  "Marjory  o'  the  Monylochs,"  and  he  very  often 
recited  the  third  last  verse  of  the  ballad,  for  its  picturesque  expressiveness. 
The  two  candidates  were  Patrick  Miller,  younger  of  Dalswinton  (son  and  heir 
of  the  poet's  landlord,)  and  Sir  James  Johnston  of  Westerhall;  the  former 
being  on  the  "Whig  side,  backed  by  the  power  of  the  Duke  of  Queensberry,  and 
the  latter  being  the  Tory  candidate,  whose  cause  was,  in  this  instance,  keenly 
espoused  by  Burns. 

On  9th  December,  1789,  the  poet  enclosed  a  copy  of  the  present  ballad  to  his 
patron,  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry,  in  which  he  says :  "I  am  too  little  a  man  to  have 
any  political  attachments:  I  am  deeplj-  indebted  to,  and  have  the  warmest 
veneration  for,  individuals  of  both  parties ;  but  a  man  who  has  it  in  his  power 
to  be  the  father  of  a  country,  and  who  [passage  regarding  Queensberry  suppressed 
by  Currie,]  is  a  character  that  one  cannot  speak  of  with  patience.  Sir  James 
Johnston  does  '  what  man  can  do,'  but  yet  I  doubt  his  fate." 

The  election  at  length  took  place  in  July,  and  was  settled  in  favour  of  Capt 
Miller,  so  that  the  poet's  pains  were  in  one  sense  thrown  away;  but  in  truth, 
the  poet  was  a  "Whig  at  heart,  he  merely  hated  Queensberry,  and  therefore 
wished  that  the  Johnstons  might  "have  the  guidin'  o't." 

It  is  proper  to  note  that  the  present  copy  of  the  ballad — taken  from  the  Afton 
MS.,  kindly  lent  us  by  its  worthy  owner — differs  from  that  given  by  Stewart,  in 
several  words.] 

There  was  five  carlines  in  the  south, 

They  fell  upon  a  scheme, 
To  send  a  lad  to  London  town 

To  bring  them  tidings  hame, 
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Not  only  bring  them  tidings  hame, 

But  do  their  errands  there, 
And  aiblins  gowd  and  honour  baith 

Might  be  that  laddie's  share. 

There  was  Maggy  by  the  banks  o*  Nitb, 

A  dame  wf  pride  eneugh ; 
And  Marjory  o'  the  Mony lochs, 

A  carline  auld  and  teugh. 

And  Blinkin'  Bess  of  Annandale, 

That  dwelt  on  Solwayside, 
And  Brandy  Jean  that  took  her  gill, 

In  Galloway  sae  wide. 

And  Black  Joan  frae  Chrichton  Peel, 

0'  gipsy  kith  and  kin, — 
Five  wighter  carlines  werena  found 

The  south  countrie  within. 

To  send  a  lad  to  London  town. 

They  met  upon  a  day. 
And  mony  a  knight,  and  mony  a  laird, 

That  errand  fain  would  gae. 

0  mony  a  knight,  and  mony  a  laird, 

That  errand  fain  wad  gae. 
But  nae  ane  could  their  fancy  please, 

0  ne'er  a  ane  but  twae. 

The  first  ane  was  a  belted  knight,* 

Bred  of  a  Border  band. 
An'  he  wad  gae  to  London  town. 

Might  nae  man  him  withstand. 

And  he  wad  do  their  errands  weel, 

And  meikle  he  wad  say, 
And  ilka  ane  at  London  court 

Would  bid  to  him  gude-day. 


*  Sir  James  Johnston. 
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The  niest  came  in  a  sodger  boy, 

And  spak'  wi'  modest  grace, 
And  he  wad  gang  to  London  town, 

If  sae  their  pleasure  was. 

He  wadna  hecht  them  courtly  gifts, 

Nor  meikle  speech  pretend  ; 
But  he  wad  hecht  an  honest  heart 

Wad  ne'er  desert  his  friend. 

Now  wham  to  choose  and  wham  refuse ; 

At  strife  thir  carlines  fell ; 
For  some  had  gentle  folks  to  please. 

And  some  wad  please  themsel'. 

Then  up  spak'  mim-mou'd  Meg  o'  Nith, 

An'  she  spak'  up  wi'  pride, 
An'  she  wad  send  the  sodger  lad, 

Whatever  might  betide. 

For  the  auld  gudeman  o'  London  court 

She  didna  care  a  pin, 
But  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youth 

To  greet  his  eldest  son.* 

Then  started  Bess  of  Annandale ; 

And  a  deadly  aith  she's  ta'en, 
That  she  wad  vote  the  Border  knight, 

Tho'  she  should  vote  her  lane. 

For  far-aff  fowls  hae.  feathers  fair, 

And  fools  o'  change  are  fain ; 
But  I  hae  tried  this  Border  knight,  I 

I'll  try  him  yet  again. 

Says  Black  Joan  frae  Chrichton  Peel,  1  f 

A  carHne  stoor  and  grim, 
The  auld  gudeman  or  the  young  gudeman. 

For  me  may  sink  or  swim. 


*  The  reference  here  is  to  King  George  III.  and  the  proposed  Eegent.— (See 
Elegy  on  the  Year  1788,  page  207.) 
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For  fools  will  prate  o'  right  and  wrang, 
While  knaves  laugh  them  to  scorn  ; 

But  the  sodger's  friends  hae  blawn  the  best, 
So  he  shall  bear  the  horn. 

Then  Brandy  Jean  spak'  owre  her  drink : 

Ye  weel  ken  kimmers  a\ 
The  auld  gudeman  o'  London  court, 

His  back's  been  at  the  wa' ; 

And  mony  a  friend  that  kiss't  his  caup, 

Is  now  a  fremit  wight ; 
But  it's  ne'er  be  sae  wi'  Brandy  Jean, — 

We'll  send  the  Border  knight. 

Then  slow  raise  Marjory  o'  the  Lochs, 

And  wrinkled  was  her  brow ; 
Her  ancient  weed  was  russet  gray. 

Her  auld  Scots  heart  was  true : 

There's  some  great  folks  set  light  by  me — 

I  set  as  light  by  them ; 
But  I  will  send  to  London  town 

Whom  I  like  best  at  hame. 

So  how  this  weighty  plea  may  end, 

Nae  mortal  wight  can  tell ; 
God  grant  the  King  and  ilka  man 

May  look  weel  to  themsel'. 


SCOTS  PROLOGUE, 
FOR  MR  Sutherland's  benefit  night. 

[On  the  9th  of  February,  1790,  the  poet,  in  a  letter  to  Nicol,  tells  him  that  he 
has  given  Mr.  Sutherland  two  Prologues,  "  one  of  which  was  delivered  last  week 
— a  worthier  or  cleverer  fellow  I  have  rarely  met  with."  The  reader  will  find 
at  page  151  ante,  the  other  prologue  referred  to.  Six  lines  in  the  present  text- 
marked  off  by  brackets — appeared  first  in  Oromek's  Eeliques,  1808.] 

What  needs  this  din  about  the  town  o'  Lon'on, 
How  this  new  play  and  that  new  sang  is  comin'  ? 
Why  is  outlandish  stuff  sae  meikle  courted? 
Does  nonsense  mend  like  brandy,  when  imported? 
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Is  there  nae  poet,  burning  keen  for  fame, 
Will  bauldly  try  to  gie  us  plays  at  hame  ? 
For  comedy,  abroad  he  needna  toil, 
A  knave  an'  fool  are  plants  of  every  soil ; 
Nor  need  he  hunt  as  far  as  Rome  or  Greece 
To  gather  matter  for  a  serious  piece ; 
There's  themes  enow  in  Caledonian  story, 
Wad  shew  the  tragic  Muse  in  a'  her  glory. 

Is  there  no  daring  bard  will  rise,  and  tell 
How  glorious  Wallace  stood,  how  hapless  fell  ? 
Where  are  the  Muses  fled  that  should  produce 
A  drama  worthy  of  the  name  of  Bruce  ; 
How  on  this  spot  he  first  unsheath'd  the  sword 
'Gainst  mighty  England  and  her  guilty  lord ; 
And  after  many  a  bloody,  deathless  doing, 
Wrench'd  his  dear  country  from  the  jaws  of  ruin  ? 
O  for  a  Shakespeare  or  an  Otway  scene, 
To  paint  the  lovely,  hapless  Scottish  Queen ! 
Yain  ev'n  the  omnipotence  of  female  charms 
'Gainst  headlong,  ruthless,  mad  rebellion's  arms. 
She  fell,  but  fell  with  spirit  truly  Roman, 
To  glut  that  direst  foe — a  vengful  woman : 
A  woman — tho'  the  phrase  may  seem  uncivil — 
As  able  and  as  wicked  as  the  devil ! 
[One  Douglas  hves  in  Home's  immortal  page, 
But  Douglases  were  heroes  every  age : 
And  tho'  your  fathers,  prodigal  of  hfe, 
A  Douglas  followed  to  the  martial  strife, 
Perhaps  if  bowls  row  right,  and  Right  succeeds, 
Ye  yet  may  follow  where  a  Douglas  leads  !] 
As  ye  have  generous  done,  if  a'  the  land 
Would  take  the  Muses'  servants  by  the  hand ; 
Not  only  hear,  but  patronise,  defend  them. 
And  where  ye  justly  can  commend,  commend  them ; 
And  aibhns  when  they  winna  stand  the  test. 
Wink  hard,  and  say,  '  the  folks  hae  done  their  best ! ' 
Would  a'  the  land  do  this,  then  I'll  be  caition 
Ye'U  soon  hae  poets  o'  the  Scottish  nation, 
Will  gar  fame  blaw  until  her  trumpet  crack, 
And  warsle  Time,  and  lay  him  on  his  back ! 
p  p 
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For  us  and  for  our  stage  should  ony  spier, 

'  Wha's  aught  thae  chiels  mak's  a'  this  bustle  here  ? ' 

My  best  leg  foremost,  Til  set  up  my  brow, 

We  have  the  honour  to  belong  to  you ! 

We're  your  ain  bairns,  e'en  guide  us  as  ye  like, 

But  like  gude  mothers,  shore  before  ye  strike. 

And  grateful  still  I  trust  ye'll  ever  find  us. 

For  gen'rous  patronage  and  meikle  kindness 

We've  got  frae  a'  professions,  sorts,  an'  ranks : 

God  help  us !  we're  but  poor — ^ye'se  get  but  thanks. 


THE  GOWDEN  LOCKS  OF  ANNA. 

[The  poet  somewhere  has  recorded  that  he  considered  this  the  hest  love-song 
he  ever  composed.  It  must,  unquestionably,  take  a  high  place  as  an  effusion  of 
lyric  genius  and  passion^— excluding  sentiment,  but  abounding  in  sensuality.  In 
April,  1793,  he  offered  it  to  Thomson  as  words  to  suit  the  Irish  air,  Banks  of  Banna, 
observing,  however,  that  "  it  is  not  quite  a  lady's  song ;  I  made  it  a  good  while 
ago."  The  date  of  it  may  be  pretty  exactly  guessed  from  the  fact  recorded  by 
Chambers,  that  on  31st  March,  1791,  Anne  Park,  neice  of  Mrs.  Hyslop  of  the 
Globe  Tavern,  Dumfries  was  delivered  of  a  daughter,  who  was  named  Eliza- 
beth Burns.  Only  nine  days  thereafter,  the  poet's  wife,  then  at  Elllsland,  was 
delivered  of  a  son,  who  was  named  William  Nicol  Burns.  He  died  in  187  2 
at  the  age  of  81. 

Mr.  Chambers  also  records  that  Burns  sought  an  asylum  for  the  helpless  infant 
of  Anne  Park,  at  the  house  of  his  own  brother,  Gilbert.  The  shelter  required 
there  was  but  of  short  duration,  for  one  night  when  the  poet  came  home,  he  was 
surprised  to  find  his  wife  with  sucklings  at  each  breast,  and  in  answer  to  his 
enquiry,  she  told  him  that  the  second  baby  was  one  belonging  to  a  sick  neigh- 
bour which  she  was  taking  a  temporary  charge  of!  The  poet's  own  Jean 
magnanimously  brought  up  her  husband's  illegitimate  child  till  she  reached 
womanhood.  Of  all  the  poet's  children,  she  turned  out  to  be  the  only  one 
strikingly  like  himself.  She  was  respectably  married  to  a  decent  tradesman  at 
Pollockshaws,  in  Eenfrewshire,  named  Thomson,  and  her  children  are  said  tc 
Bhew  remarkable  re-productions  of  the  countenance  of  Burns.  Mrs.  Thomson 
survived  to  13th  June,  1873.  As  for  poor  "  Anna  with  the  gowden  locks,"  she 
is  said  Eo  have  died  shortly  after  giving  birth  to  Burns'  child. 

The  very  free  and  independent  postscript  to  this  song  was  not  given  by  Stewart, 
So  far  as  we  can  discover,  it  was  first  included  in  the  edition  of  William  CJark, 
1831.] 

Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine, 

A  place  where  body  saw  na ; 
Yestreen  lay  on  this  breast  o'  mine 

The  gowden  locks  of  Anna  : 
The  hungry  Jew  in  wilderness 

Rejoicing  o'er  his  manna, 
Was  naething  to  my  hinny  bliss 

Upon  the  hps  of  Anna  ! 
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Ye  monarchs !  tak'  the  east  and  west, 

Frae  Indus  to  Savannah  ; 
Grie  me  within  my  straining  grasp 

The  melting  form  of  Anna ! 
Then  I'll  despise  imperial  charms — 

An  empress  or  sultana ; 
While  dying  raptures  in  her  arms, 

I  give  and  take  with  Anna ! 

Awa',  thou  flaunting  god  o'  day ! 

Awa',  thou  pale  Diana ! 
Ilk  star  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray, 

When  I'm  to  meet  my  Anna ! 
Come,  in  thy  raven  plumage,  Night ! — 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  withdrawn  a' — 
And  bring  an  angel  pen  to  write 

My  transports  wi'  my  Anna ! 


POSTSCRIPT. 


The  kirk  and  state  may  join,  and  tell 

To  do  such  things  I  maunna : 
The  kirk  and  state  may  gae  to  hell, 

And  I'll  gae  to  my  Anna. 
She  is  the  sunshine  o'  my  e'e, 

To  hve  but  her  I  canna ; 
Had  I  on  earth  but  wishes  three, 

The  first  should  be  my  Anna. 


EPITAPH  ON  D         C  . 

[This  very  bitter  Epitaph,  althougli  published  by  Stewart  in  1802,  seems  to 
have  escaped  the  attention  of  the  poet's  principal  editors  from  that  time  to  the 
present.  Who  this  "root  of  Hell"  was,  or  when  or  where  the  lines  were 
written,  is  not  likely  now  to  be  ever  ascertained.] 

Here  lies  in  earth  a  root  of  Hell, 

Set  by  the  deil's  ain  dibble ; 
This  worthless  body  d  d  himsel', 

To  save  the  L —  the  trouble. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN  UNDER  MISS  BURNS*  PICTURE. 

[The  only  reference  in  the  poet's  printed  correspondence  to  this  noted  "lady 
of  pleasure,"  is  in  a  letter  to  Peter  Hill,  dated  2nd  February,  1790.  He  enquires, 
' '  How  is  the  fate  of  my  poor  namesake.  Mademoiselle  Burns,  decided  ?  O  man! 
but  for  thee  and  thy  selfish  appetites  and  dishonest  artifices,  that  beauteous 
form,  and  once  innocent  and  still  ingenuous  mind,  might  have  shone  conspicu- 
ous and  lovely  in  the  faithful  wife  and  the  affectionate  mother ;  and  shall  the 
unfortunate  sacrifice  to  thy  pleasures  have  no  claim  on  thy  humanity ! " 

The  "  picture  "  under  which  the  poet  wrote  the  lines  in  the  text,  is  understood 
to  have  been  one  of  Kay's  etchings,  dated  1785.  Margaret  Burns  was  a  native 
of  Durham,  and  came  to  Edinburgh  a  year  or  two  before  Burns  left  the  plough 
to  visit  that  city,  where  she  became  the  reigning  beauty  of  the  pave.  Suddenly 
disappearing  in  1787,  from  the  midst  of  her  admirers,  she  went  back  to  England 
for  a  time,  but  in  1789  again  made  her  debut  in  Edinburgh,  and  set  the  whole 
city  agog.  She  soon  became  the  subject  of  some  oppressive  magisterial  pro- 
ceedings, and  by  a  sentence  pronounced  by  Bailie  Creech,  was  doomed  to 
banishment  forth  of  the  city  and  liberties  for  ever,  under  pain  of  being  drummed 
through  the  city — six  months' imprisonment — and,  again,  perpetual  banishment. 
In  consequence  of  a  reclaiming  petition,  in  which  the  Hon.  Henry  Erskine  was 
her  counsel,  the  proceedings  of  the  court  below  were  quashed,  and  poor  "  "Willie 
Creech  "  was  sadly  black-balled.  In  the  course  of  these  Court  of  Session  pro- 
ceedings. Lord  Braxfleld,  examining  the  petitioner's  printed  papers,  asked  Mr. 
Erskine  why  the  name  of  Mr.  Creech  was  so  often  put  in  italics.,  and  the  wag 
replied :  '*  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  can  hardly  tell  you,  unless  it  is  done  to  show  that 
no  person  but  an  Italian  would  have  used  Miss  Burns  as  Mr.  Creech  has  done ! " 
This  was  thought  to  be  a  clever  double  era?ew<&'e,  referring  to  Mr.  Creech's  piping 
voice,  and  his  notorious  disregard  of  women. 

The  subject  of  all  this  commotion  died  of  decline,  in  1792,  at  Eoslin,  where 
she  had  taken  lodgings  for  change  of  air.  A  headstone  in  the  burial  ground 
there,  records  her  name  and  the  date  of  her  death.  Willie  Nicol,  the  companion 
of  Burns,  produced  an  epitaph  on  Miss  Burns,  which  has  been  greatly  admired 
for  its  classic  structure  and  fine  point.] 

Cease,  ye  prudes,  your  envious  railing, 
Lovely  Burns  has  charms — confess; 

True  it  is,  she  had  one  failing, 
Had  ae  woman  ever  less  ? 


EPIGRAM  ON  A  GALLOWAY  LAIRD. 


[This  ought  to  have  been  given  at  page  161,  along  with  the  posthumous  poems 
first  printed  by  Currie.  Like  the  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  a  Lady's  Lap-Log,  it  was 
produced  in  the  course  of  the  poet's  excursion  through  Galloway  with  his  friend 
Syme,  in  July,  1793.  This  is  recorded  in  the  Glenriddel  MS.,  and  stated  to  be 
on  "John  M — r — ^ne,  Laird  of  Laggan."] 

When-  ,  deceased,  to  the  devil  went  down, 

'Twas  nothing  would  serve  him  but  Satan's  own  crown ; 
Thy  fool's  head,  quoth  Satan,  that  crown  shall  wear  never 
I  grant  thou'rt  as  wicked,  but  not  quite  so  clever. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN  ON  THE  WINDOWS  OF  THE  GLOBE  TAVERN, 
DUMFRIES. 


[The  Globe  was  the  poet's  favourite  howff  in  Dumfries,  from  1790  down  to 
nearly  the  close  of  his  life ;  for  in  a  letter  to  Thomson,  dated  April,  1796,  he 
writes: — "This  will  be  delivered  to  you  by  a  Mrs.  Hy^lop,  landlady  of  the  Globe 
Tavern,  here,  which  for  these  many  years  has  been  my  howff,  and  where  our 
friend  Clarke  and  I  have  had  many  a  merry  squeeze." 

Writing  on  window-panes  was  a  favourite  practice  with  Burns:  the  first 
quatrain  here  preserved  illustrates  his  cherished  motto,  vive  la  bagatelle ;  the 
double  stanza  illustrates  one  of  his  chief  failings ;  the  third  inscription  illustrates 
his  very  saddest  failing ;  and  the  last  is  said  to  have  been  inscribed  on  being 
told  by  the  Excise  authorities  that  his  duty  was  to  act,  not  to  think.} 

The  greybeard,  old  Wisdom,  may  boast  of  his  treasures, 

Give  me  with  gay  Folly  to  live  ; 
I  grant  him  his  calm-blooded,  time-settled  pleasures, 

But  Folly  has  raptures  to  give. 


I  MURDER  hate  by  field  or  flood, 

Tho'  glory's  name  may  screen  us  ; 
In  wars  at  hame  I'll  spend  my  blood, 

Life-giving  wars  of  Yenus. 
The  deities  that  I  adore. 

Are  social  Peace  and  Plenty, 
I'm  better  pleas'd  to  make  one  more^ 

Than  be  the  death  of  twenty. 


My  bottle  is  a  haly  pool. 
That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  an'  dool ; 
And  pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout. 
An'  ye  drink  it  a',  ye'U  find  him  out. 


In  politics  if  thou  would'st  mix, 
And  mean  thy  fortunes  be ; 

Bear  this  in  mind,  be  deaf  and  blind, — ■ 
Let  great  folks  hear  and  see. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW,  AT  THE  KING'S  ARMS  TAVERN, 
DUMFRIES. 

[This  house  was  only  frequented  by  the  poet  when  he  had  business  appoint- 
ments there.  It  was  rather  an  aristocratic  inn ;  and  it  is  understood  that  these 
lines  were  inscribed  on  his  overhearing  some  swells  speaking  disrespectfully  ot 
excisemen.] 

Ye  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  all  this  sneering 
'Gainst  poor  excisemen  ?  give  the  cause  a  hearing. 
What  are  your  landlords'  rent-rolls  ? — taxing  ledgers  : 
What  premiers — what  ?  even  monarchs'  mighty  guagers ; 
Nay,  what  are  priests,  those  seeming  godly  wise  men ! 
What  are  they,  pray,  but  spiritual  excisemen  ? 


EXTEMPOKE. 

WRITTEN  IN  ANSWER  TO  A  CARD  FROM  AN  INTIMATE  OF 
burns',  WISHING  HIM  TO  SPEND  AN  HOUR  AT  A 
TAVERN  WITH  HIM. 

[This  production  gives  us  a  hint  of  the  temptations  to  which  the  bard  was  so 
much  exposed  in  the  course  of  his  excise  avocations.  The  King's  Arms  would 
likely  be  the  house  where  the  inviter  sent  his  card  from.] 

The  King's  most  humble  servant,  I 

Can  scarcely  spare  a  minute ; 
But  I'll  be  wi'  ye  by  an'  bye ; 

Or  else  the  deil's  be  in  it. 


GRACE  AFTER  DINNER. 

[The  first  of  these  will  form  a  very  good  companion  to  the  "  Grace  before 
Dinner,"  given  at  page  166.  The  other  is  very  characteristic  of  our  bard.  The 
William  Hyslop  was  husband  of  the  Globe  hostess,  so  often  mentioned  by  him.] 

0  Thou,  in  whom  we  live  and  move. 

Who  mad'st  the  sea  and  shore ; 
Thy  goodness  constantly  we  prove. 

And  grateful  would  adore. 
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And  if  it  please  thee,  Pow'r  above, 
Still  grant  us,  with  such  store, 

The  friend  we  trust,  the  fair  we  love, 
And  we  desire  no  more. 

ANOTHER. 

Lord,  we  thank  an'  thee  adore, 
For  temp'ral  gifts  we  little  merit ; 

At  present  we  will  ask  no  more. 
Let  William  Hislop  give  the  spirit. 


EPITAPH  ON  JOHN  BUSHBY,  DUMFRIES. 

[Jolm  Bushby,  Esq.,  of  Tinwald  Downs,  was  a  writer  who  raised  himself  from 
the  lowest  ranks  to  the  possession  of  great  wealth.  About  1793-94,  the  poet  was 
an  occasional  guest  at  his  mansion,  but  he  afterwards  quarrelled  with  him,  and 
wrote  bitterly  against  him  in  the  Heron  Election  Ballads  of  1795.] 

Here  lies  John  Bushby,  honest  man, 
Cheat  him,  Devil,  if  you  can. 


EPITAPH  ON  WALTER   . 

[Oromek  records  that  he  took  a  good  deal  of  pains  to  ascertain  who  was  the 
Bubject  of  this  ill-natured  epitaph,  but  could  get  no  satisfactory  information. 
Indeed,  he  adds,  he  would  not  have  published  the  information  had  he  procured 
it,  because  the  satire  is  so  severe.  It  is  only  too  probable  that  the  poet's  former 
frienrl.  Walter  Riddel,  was  the  gentleman  here  termed  "  a  reptile."  See  ante 
page  1G2.] 

Sic  a  reptile  was  Wat,  sic  a  miscreant  slave, 
That  the  worms  ev'n  d — d  him  when  laid  in  his  grave. 
'  In  his  flesh  there's  a  famine,'  a  starv'd  reptile  cries  : 
'  An'  his  heart  is  rank  poison,'  another  repHes. 


EXTEMPORE  EPITAPH, 

ON  A  PERSON  NICKNAMED  THE  MARQUIS,  WHO  DESIRED 

BURNS  TO  WRITE  ONE  ON  HIM. 

[This  personage  was  "mine  host "  of  a  respectable  public-house  in  Dumfries, 
and  the  little  court  or  alley  where  the  change-house  once  stood,  is  still  called 
"The  Marquis'  Close."] 

Here  lies  a  mock  Marquis  whose  titles  were  shamm'd. 
If  ever  he  rise,  it  will  be  to  be  d  d. 


FRAGMENTS  OF  VERSE  IN  THE  LETTERS  TO  CLARINDA. 


This  would  appear  to  be  the  proper  place  to  introduce  those  odds-and-end 
bits  of  verse,  found  among  the  selections  from  the  poet's  letters  to  Mrs. 
M'Lehose,  which  were  (without  warrant)  published  by  Stewart  in  1801,  and 
although  judicially  suppressed,  continued  nevertheless  to  be  reproduced 
from  time  to  time,  until  the  death  of  the  lady,  when  the  complete  correspon- 
dence (so  far  as  it  had  been  preserved)  was  given  to  the  world  by  her  grandsoui 
in  1843.  That  editor  states  in  his  preface,  that  his  grandmother  refused  Mr. 
Syme  (who  collected  for  Dr.  Currie)  permission  to  publish  the  letters,  and 
declined  various  similar  applications  in  her  latter  years — to  Allan  Cunningham 
among  the  rest.  This  statement  is  not  strictly  correct,  for  there  still  exists  a 
letter  from  the  lady  herself  to  Mr.  Syme,  in  which  she  says:  "On  condition 
that  you  send  me  my  letters,  I  will  select  such  passages  from  our  dear  bard's 
letters  as  will  do  honour  to  his  memory,  and  cannot  hurt  my  own  fame,  even 
with  the  most  rigid."  She  accordingly  seems  to  have  written  out  the  promised 
"Selection,"  which  not  being  approved  of  by  Currie  and  his  advisers,  was 
returned  to  the  lady,  and  afterwards  borrowed  from  her  by  a  gentleman  of  the 
name  of  Finlay,  for  the  stated  purpose  of  making  "  a  few  extracts,  to  enrich 
a  Life  of  the  poet  which  he  was  then  engaged  in  writing."  This  was  Clarinda's 
own  account,  in  1834,  to  Allan  Cunningham,  and  she  added  that  Finlay  was  so 
unfaithful  as  to  make  complete  copies  instead  of  "extracts;"  and  he  even  gave 
permission  to  Stewart  to  publish  all  the  letters  entrusted  to  him,  and  most 
falsely  alleged,  in  an  advertisement  prefixed  to  the  publication,  that  by  the 
"condescension"  of  the  lady  to  whom  they  were  addressed,  the  editor  was 
"vested  with  the  sole  power  to  publish  those  letters." 

It  is  very  remarkable  that,  in  an  excellent  edition  of  Burns  published  in 
1831,  by  William  Clark,  Loudon  (edited  by  "  J.  B."),  containing  a  reprint  of  the 
"Selection"  referred  to,  we  find  the  following  averments  in  his  introductory 
note: — "It  is  difficult  to  imagine  how  these  interesting  effusions  could  incur 
the  censure  of  the  most  stubborn  pretender  to  virtue ;  yet  Dr.  Currie  refused  to 
give  them  to  the  world.  That  timorous  worshipper  of  the  aristocracy  and 
clergy,  to  whose  narrow  prejudices  he  was  always  ready  to  mutilate  or  sacrifice 
the  finest  passages  of  Burns,  dreaded  the  publication  of  his  letters  to  Clarinda. 

"It  affords  us,  therefore,  the  most  sincere  pleasure,  that  the  liberality  of  the 
lady  herself  has  enabled  us  to  lay  before  the  public  an  additional  portion  of  the 
writings  of  our  favourite  author.  Nor  is  this  liberality  the  effect  of  vanity,  for 
the  letters  themselves  furnish  no  clue  by  which  she  can  be  discovered-  She 
is  content  to  be  ushered  into  immortality  without  any  other  distinction  than 
that  of  a  fictitious  name." 

The  reader  will  find  some  account  of  Clarinda  in  the  notes  at  page  71  of 
this  vol.,  and  at  pages  228  and  294,  Vol.  L 
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LINES  TO  CLARINDA. 


[It  is  rather  remarkable  that,  although  these  impassioned  lines  were  published 
by  Stewart  and  others,  as  appearing  in  the  body  of  one  of  the  poet's  letters  in 
the  "Selections,"  they  are  omitted  in  the  "  complete  correspondence  "  of  1843, 
and  also  by  Chambers,  in  his  edition  of  1851,  even  although  the  letter  itself 
(No.  32  of  the  series)  is  given.  They  seem  to  form  a  portion  of  a  long  poem 
addressed  by  Burns  to  Clarinda,  the  original  of  which  is  said  by  Dr.  Waddell  to 
be  in  the  possession  of  George  Manners,  Esq.,  Croydon.  The  eight  lines  given 
at  page  233,  headed  "  Prudence,"  also  seem  to  be  part  of  the  same  poem.  Dr. 
Waddell  gives  the  opening  lines,  thus  :— 

"Mild  zephyrs  waft  thee  to  life's  farthest  shore, 
Nor  think  of  me  or  my  distresses  more, — 
Falsehood  accurst!    No !  still  I  beg  a  place, 
Still  near  thy  heart  some  little,  little  trace ; 
For  that  dear  trace  the  world  I  would  resign, 
Oh  let  me  live,  and  die,  and  think  it  mine !  "] 

'  I  BURN,  I  burn,  as  when  through  ripen'd  corn, 
By  driving  winds,  the  crackUng  flames  are  borne ! ' 
Now  maddening,  wild,  I  curse  that  fatal  night ; 
Now  bless  the  hour  which  charm'd  my  guilty  sight. 
In  vain  the  laws  their  feeble  force  oppose ; 
Chain'd  at  his  feet  they  groan.  Love's  vanquish'd  foes : 
In  vain  ReUgion  meets  my  shrinking  eye ; 
I  dare  not  combat — but  I  turn  and  fly : 
Conscience  in  vain  upbraids  the  unhallow'd  fire ; 
Love  grasps  its  scorpions — stifled  they  expire : 
Reason  drops  headlong  from  his  sacred  throne. 
Your  dear  idea  reigns,  and  reigns  alone : 
Each  thought  intoxicated  homage  yields, 
And  riots  wanton  in  forbidden  fields ! 

By  all  on  high  adoring  mortals  know ! 

By  all  the  conscious  villain  fears  below ! 

By  your  dear  self ! — the  last  great  oath  I  swear, 

Nor  life  nor  soul  was  ever  half  so  dear ! 
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INNOCENCE. 

[These  lines  are  twice  quoted  in  the  "Complete  Correspondence,"  besides 
being  glanced  at  in  the  foregoing  quotation ;  once  by  Clarinda  in  letter  31,  and 
again  by  Sylvander  in  letter  36  of  the  series ;  therefore,  we  reckon  that  the 
fragment  must  be  some  well-known  passage  from  Milton,  or  other  standard 
poet.  Allan  Cunningham  gives  the  lines  as  by  Bums,  and  extols  them  highly. 
The  connection  in  which  Clarinda  introduces  them  is  as  follows: — "Sunday 
Evening.  Last  night  we  were  happy  beyond  what  the  bulk  of  mankind  can 
conceive.  Perhaps  the  line  you  had  marked  was  a  little  infringed — it  was  really ; 
but,  though  I  disapprove,  I  have  not  been  unhappy  about  it.  Yet  we  must  guard 
against  going  to  the  verge  of  danger.  Ah !  my  friend,  much  need  had  we  to 
'watch  and  pray!'  There  are  two  wishes  uppermost  in  my  heart — to  see  you 
think  alike  with  Clarinda  on  religion,  and  to  see  you  settled  in  some  creditable 
line  of  business:  think  not  anything  but  pure,  disinterested  regard  prompts 
them.  They  are  fond  but  chimerical  ideas,  never  indulged  in  but  in  the  hour  of 
tender  endearment,  when 

*  Innocence  looks  gaily-smiling  on,  while  rosy  Pleasure,' "  &c. 
The  connection  in  which  Sylvander  quotes  the  lines  is  as  follows: — "Saturday 
Night.   What  luxury  of  bliss  I  was  enjoying  this  time  yesternight !   Beauty  and 
Grace  in  the  arms  of  Truth  and  Honour,  in  all  the  luxury  of  mutual  love  I  Last 
night,  Clarinda,  but  for  one  slight  shade,  was  the  glorious  picture  realized: — 

'  Innocence  looked  gaily-smiling  on,  while  rosy  Pleasure,'  &c. 
Clarinda,  when  a  poet  and  poetess  of  Nature's  making— two  of  Nature's  noblest 
productions ! — when  they  drink  together  of  the  same  cup  of  Love  and  Bliss, — 
attempt  not,  ye  coarser  stuff  of  human  nature!  profanely  to  measure  enjoyment 
ye  never  can  know!"] 

  Innocence 

Looks  gaily-smiling  on ;  while  rosy  pleasure 
Hides  young  desire  amid  her  flowery  wreath, 
And  pours  her  cup  luxuriant;  mantling  high 
The  sparkhng  heavenly  vintage,  Love  and  Bliss ! 


YERSES  TO  CLARINDA, 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OP  A  PAIR  OF  DRINKING  GLASSES. 

[These  verses  seem  also  to  have  been  begged  away  from  the  yielding  Clarinda 
by  some  "vampire  bookseller;"  for  the  editor  of  the  "complete  correspon- 
dence," while  he  tells  us  that  the  pair  of  glasses  referred  to  are  in  his  possession 
says  nothing  more  about  the  verses  than  that  they  were  presented  along  with 
the  former ;  and  he  prints  the  three  stanzas  by  themselves  in  small  tsrpe — 
evidently  a  copy  from  the  version  given  by  Stewart.  Allan  Cunningham, 
however,  assures  us  that  he  saw  the  original  manuscript,  and  that  it  contains  a 
fourth  verse,  which  we  give,  marked  off  by  brackets.] 

Fair  Empress  of  the  Poet's  soul, 

And  Queen  of  Poetesses ; 
Clarinda,  take  this  little  boon. 

This  humble  pair  of  glasses. — 
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And  fill  them  high  with  generous  juice, 
As  generous  as  your  mind)|' 

And  pledge  me  in  the  generous  toast — 
'  The  whole  of  human  kind ; ' 

'  To  those  who  love  us  I ' — second  fill ; 

But  not  to  those  whom  we  love ; 
Lest  we  love  those  who  love  not  us ! — 

A  third — '  to  thee  and  me,  love  I ' 

[Long  may  we  Hve !  long  may  we  love ! 

And  long  may  we  be  happy  ! 
And  may  we  never  want  a  glass, 

Well  charg'd  with  generous  nappy!] 


PRUDENCE. 


[These  lines  occur  in  the  very  last  letter  -which  Is  known  to  have  iDcen 
addressed  by  the  poet  to  Olarinda— -dateless,  but  evidently  written  in  1794,  >vhile 
he  was  suffering  under  what  he  deemed  the  undeserved  neglect,  if  not  dislike, 
of  several  whom  he  once  reckoned  on  his  list  of  friends — 

"  Wrong' d,  injur' d,  shunn'd,  unpitied,  unredrest; 
The  mock'd  quotation  of  the  scomer's  jest" 
The  date  is  incontestably  proved  by  the  fact  that  he  appended  to  the  letter, 
copies  of  pieces  composed  in  that  year — namely,  the  Monody  and  Epigram  on 
Mrs.  Maria  Kiddel,  and  the  Epitaph  on  her  husband.  These  are  not  given  by 
the  editor  of  the  "complete  correspondence,"  for  the  very  good  reason  that 
they  also  had  been  sucked  out  of  Olariuda's  possession  by  the  vampires.] 

In  vain  would  Prudence,  with  decorous  sneer. 
Point  out  a  censuring  world,  and  bid  me  fear ; 
Above  the  world  on  wings  of  love  I  rise, 
I  know  its  worst — and  can  that  worst  despise. 
'  Wrong' d,  injur' d,  shunn'd,  unpitied,  unredrest ; 
The  mock'd  quotation  of  the  scorner's  jest,' — 
Let  Prudence'  direst  bodements  on  me  fall, 
Clarinda,  rich  reward !  o'erpays  them  all ! 


SONGS  FIRST  PUBLISHED  IN  JOHNSON'S  SIXTH  VOL.,  JUNE  4,  1803. 


The  last  volume  of  the  Museum  contains  eighteen  songs,  or  scraps  of  song,  by 
Bums,  which  had  not  appeared  before  its  date.  There  is  also  given,  with 
Bums'  name  attached  to  it,  a  song  which  was  soon  discovered  to  be  the  work 
of  Eichard  Gall,  a  journeyman  printer  in  Edinburgh,  who  displayed  some  lyric 
genius,  but  died  in  1801,  at  the  early  age  of  24.  Having  served  his  apprentice- 
ship with  Mr.  David  Eamsay,  printer  and  publisher  of  the  Edinburgh  Courant, 
and  one  of  Burns'  intimate  friends  and  correspondents,  young  Gall  became 
familiar  with  the  poet's  handwriting,  and  by  imitating  that  in  transcribing  the 
Bong  referred  to — "Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure" — ^he  not  only  im- 
posed on  Johnson,  to  whom  it  was  sent  after  Burns'  death,  but  also  deceived 
Allan  Masterton,  who  was.induced  to  compose  the  music  for  it  which  is  allied 
to  the  song  in  the  Museum.  The  verses  have  nothing  of  the  power  and  pathos 
of  Bums'  own  Farewell  to  Ayrshire — "  The  gloomy  night  is  gathering  fast ; "  b«t 
the  versification  is  sweet: 

"  Bonie  Doon,  sae  sweet  at  gloaming, 

Fare-thee-weel  before  I  gang ;  ' 
Bonie  Doon,  where  early  roaming. 
First  I  weav'd  the  rustic  sang." 

In  the  same  volume  of  Johnson,  there  is  given  another  song,  "Oassillis'  Banks," 
by  Richard  Gall,  which  is  even  superior  to  the  above.  No  author's  name  is 
attached  to  it,  but  it  has-  evidently  been  composed  with  a  view  to  pass  muster 
as  one  of  Burns'  lyrics,  the  localities  and  the  name  of  the  heroine  being  what 
the  Ayrshire  bard  might  be  supposed  to  have  produced,  as  a  record  of  his 
wanderings  with  Highland  Mary.  Indeed  it  is  still  often  quoted  as  by  Burns, 
and  there  are  many  who  will  not  be  persuaded  that  it  is  the  production  of 
another  poet 

Allan  Masterton — number  <Aree  of  Burns'  "three  merry  boys" — was  ap- 
pointed writing-master  of  the  High  School,  Edinburgh,  in  August,  1795,  and 
died  in  1799.  Stephen  Clarke,  who  has  been  so  often  referred  to  in  the 
course  of  this  work,  died  on  6th  August,  1797.  James  Johnson,  the  projector 
and  publisher  of  the  Museum,  died,  26th  February,  1811,  leaving  a  widow  in 
very  indigent  circumstances.  It  is  proper  to  record  that  J ohnson's  name  stands 
in  the  Edinburgh  subscription-list,  for  Burns'  widow  and  family,  for  Four 
Pounds,  while  George  Thomson's  name  on  same  list,  is  set  down  for  Two  Guineas. 
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MY  HANDSOME  NELL. 

[The  poet  has  himself  told  us  that  this  was  his  earliest  lyric  effort.  In  1783, 
he  recorded  it  in  his  first  Commonplace  Book,  with  this  touching  comment : — 
*'The  performance  is  indeed  puerile  and  silly;  but  I  am  alwaj's  pleased  with 
it,  as  it  recalls  to  my  mind  those  happy  days  when  my  heart  was  yet  honest,  and 
my  tongue  was  sincere.  The  subject  of  it  was  a  young  girl  who  really  deserved  all 
the  praises  I  have  bestowed  on  her.  I  not  only  had  this  opinion  of  her  then,  but 
I  actually  think  so  still,  now  that  the  spell  is  long  since  broken,  and  the  enchant- 
ment at  an  end.  I  composed  it  in  a  wild  enthusiasm  of  passion,  and  to  this  hour 
I  never  recollect  it  but  my  heart  melts  and  my  blood  sallies  at  the  remembrance.' 
In  his  poem  addressed  to  the  Gudewife  of  Wauchops  House  (page  134),  and,  agaiia, 
in  his  autobiography,  he  reverts  to  this  subject  in  beautiful  passages,  which  are 
BO  well  known  that  we  need  only  refer  to  them  here.  The  incident  happened 
in  his  "  fifteenth  autumn  "  at  Mount  Oliphant,  and  for  a  moment  lightened  "the 
cheerless  gloom  of  a  hermit,  and  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave."  Nelly 
Kilpatrick  was  the  name  of  this  "sweet  sonsy  lass  " — a  daughter  of  the  neigh- 
bouring blacksmith,  to  whom  the  boy-bard  was  indebted  for  a  loan  of  the  History 
of  Sir  William  Wallace.  In  his  after-criticism  of  this  song,  the  poet  points  out 
the  2nd,  6th,  and  6th  stanzas  as  the  best ;  skillfully  noting,  however,  that  verse 
6th  is  marred  in  consequence  of  the  second  and  fourth  lines  ending  with  shc^rt 
syllables.] 

O  ONCE  I  lov'd  a  bonie  lass, 

An'  aye  I  love  her  still, 
An'  whilst  that  virtue  warms  my  breast, 

I'll  love  my  handsome  Nell. 

As  bonie  lasses  I  hae  seen, 

And  mony  full  as  braw, 
But,  for  a  modest,  gracefu'  mein. 

The  like  I  never  saw. 

A  bonie  lass,  I  will  confess 

Is  pleasant  to  the  e'e ; 
But  without  some  better  qualities, 

She's  no'  a  lass  for  me. 

But  Nelly's  looks  are  blythe  and  sweet, 

And  what  is  best  of  a', 
Her  reputation  is  complete. 

And  fair  without  a  flaw. 

She  dresses  ay  sae  clean  and  neat, 

Both  decent  and  genteel ; 
And  then  there's  something  in  her  gait. 

Gars  ony  dress  look  weel. 
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A  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 
May  slightly  touch  the  heart, 

But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 
That  pohshes  the  dart. 

'Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  rae, 
'Tis  this  enchants  my  soul, 

For  absolutely  in  my  breast 
She  reigns  without  control. 


ROBIN  SHURE  IN  HAIRST. 

[In  former  editions  this  song  is  said  to  have  reference  to  a  part  of  the  poet's 
early  history  in  connection  with  Jean  Armour,  who  was  an  "  elder's  dochter 
but  farther  research  determines  that  the  application  is  to  some  incident  in  the 
history  of  Eobert  Ainslie,  W.S.,  who  belonged  to  Berrywell,  near  Dunse.  This 
is  in  fact  the  very  song  enclosed  to  Ainslie  by  the  bard,  in  a  published  letter 
dated  January  6th,  1789,  in  which  he  says:—" I  have  brushed  up  the  folbwing 
old  favourite  song  a  little,  with  a  view  to  your  worship."] 


CHORUS. 

Eobin  shure  in  kairst, 

I  shure      him  ; 
Fient  a  heuk  had  /, 

Yet  I  stack  by  him, 

I  GAED  up  to  Dunse, 

To  warp  a  wab  o'  plaiden ; 
At  his  daddie's  yett, 

Wha  met  me  but  Robin  I 
Rohin  shure^  ^c. 

Was  na  Robin  bauld, 

Though  I  was  a  cotter, 
Played  me  sic  a  trick, 

And  me  the  El'er's  dochter  ? 
Rohin  shure^  ^c. 

Robin  promised  me  ; 

A'  my  winter  vittle ;  \ 
Fient  haet  he  had  but  three  ? 

Goose-feathers  and  a  whittle. 
Rohin  shure^  ^c. 
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ROB  MOSSGIEL. 

(This  is  an  extension  of  the  fragment  given  at  page  116,  whicli  see.] 

O  LEAVE  novels,  ye  Mauchline  belbs, 
Ye're  safer  at  your  spinning  wheel ; 

Such  witching  books  are  baited  hooks 
For  rakish  rooks,  like  Rob  Mossgiel. 

Your  fine  Tom  Jones  and  Grandisons, 
They  make  your  youthful  fancies  reel. 

They  heat  your  brains,  and  fire  your  veins, 
And  then  you're  prey  for  Rob  Mossgiel. 

Beware  a  tongue  that's  smoothly  hung  ; 

A  heart  that  warmly  seems  to  feel ; 
That  feeling  heart  but  acts  a  part, 

'Tis  rakish  art  in  Rob  Mossgiel. 

The  frank  address,  the  soft  caress, 
Are  worse  than  poison'd  darts  of  steel, 

The  frank  address,  and  politesse, 
Are  all  finesse  in  Rob  Mossgiel. 


0  STEER  HER  UP  AND  HAUD  HER  GAUN. 

[The  opening  four  lines  are  taken  from  a  song  in  the  Tea-Ta^le  Miscellany,  and 
the  remainder  by  Burns,  proves  him  to  have  been  an  adept  at  a  certain  kind  of 
courtship,  which  he  must  have  been  sensible  vras  "not  unto  edification."] 

0  STEER  her  up  and  hand  her  gaun — 

Her  mither's  at  the  mill,  jo ; 
An'  gin  she  winna  tak'  a  man. 

E'en  let  her  tak'  her  will,  jo  : 
First  shore  her  wi'  a  kindly  kiss. 

And  ca'  anither  gill,  jo ; 
And  gin  she  tak'  the  thing  amiss, 

E'en  let  her  flyte  her  fill,  jo. 
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O  steer  her  up,  and  be  na  blate, 

And  gin  she  tak'  it  ill,  jo, 
Then  lea'e  the  lassie  till  her  fate, 

And  time  nae  langer  spill,  jo  ; 
Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  ae  rebute, 

But  think  upon  it  still,  jo. 
That  gin  the  lassie  winna  do't, 

Ye'll  fin'  anither  will,  jo. 


WEE  WILLIE  GRAY. 

[This  nursery  ditty  was  written  to  supply  a  lively  little  tune,  called  Wee  Totum 
Fogg,  with  a  vocal  framework.] 

Wee  Willie  Gray,  an'  his  leather  wallet. 

Peel  a  willow-wand,  to  be  him  boots  and  jacket ; 

The  rose  upon  the  brier  will  be  him  trouse  and  doublet. 

The  rose  upon  the  brier  will  be  him  trouse  and  doublet. 

Wee  Willie  Gray,  an'  his  leather  wallet. 
Twice  a  Hly  flower  will  be  him  sark  and  gravat ; 
Feathers  of  a  flie  wad  feather  up  his  bonnet. 
Feathers  of  a  flie  wad  feather  up  his  bonnet. 


WE'RE  A'  NODDIN. 

[This  is  one  of  the  poet's  random-flings  to  furnish  words  to  a  favourite  rattling 
air.  The  4th  and  5th  verses,  however,  are  taken  from  the  old  words  in  the 
Percy  Reliques,  erroneously  placed  by  the  learned  editor  under  the  title  of  John 
Anderson,  my  jo.  In  1787,  the  poet,  in  a  letter  to  Ainslie,  gives  a  verse  of  this 
song,  somewhat  varied,  thus — 

"  The  cats  like  kitchen,  the  dogs  like  broo; 
Lasses  like  the  lads,  an'  the  auld  wives  too."] 

Gude'en  to  you,  kimmer, 

And  how  do  ye  do  ? 
Hiccup !  quo'  kimmer, 

The  better  that  I'm  fou. 
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CHOKUS. 

W^re  a'  noddin^  nid  nid  noddin^ 

We*re  a'  noddin^  at  our  house  at  Jiame  ; 

We^re  d  noddin^  nid  nid  noddin^ 

We^re  d  noddin^  at  our  house  at  ham& 

Kate  sits  i'  the  neuk, 

Suppin'  hen-broo  ; 
Deil  tak'  Kate 

An  she  be  na  noddin  too  ! 
We're  d  noddin^  ^c. 

How's  a'  wi'  you,  kimmer? 

And  how  do  ye  fare  ? 
A  pint  o'  the  best  o't, 

And  twa  pints  mair. 
We're  d  noddin^  ^c. 

How's  a'  wi'  you,  kimmer  ? 

And  how  do  ye  thrive  ? 
How  mony  bairns  hae  ye  ? 

Quo'  kimmer,  I  hae  five. 
We're  d  noddin^  ^c. 

Are  they  a'  Johnny's  ? 

Eh !  atweel  no  : 
Twa  o'  them  were  gotten 

When  Johnny  was  awa*. 
We're  d  noddin^  ^c. 

Cats  like  milk. 

And  dogs  like  broo ; 
Lads  like  lasses  weel. 

And  lasses  lads  too. 
We're  d  noddin^  ^c. 


V 


Q 
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O  AY  MY  WIFE  SHE  DANG  ME. 

[This  clever  song,  put  into  the  mouth  of  some  poor  h3rmeneal  victim,  illustratea 
a  sentiment  frequently  uttered  in  prose  in  behalf  of  such,  when  death  kindly 
steps  in  to  relieve  them: — "Poor  wretch!  he  has  gone  through  his  Purgatory, 
and  is  certain  of  admittance  to  Paradise  at  once."  This  song,  and  "  The  Joyful 
Widower,"  with  "Kellybum  Braes,"  "  Willie  Wastle,"  and  "  Whistle  o'er  the 
lave  o't,"  seem  to  be  the  whole  stock  of  Burns'  musings  that  hit  hard  against 
the  wives ;  and  in  prose,  we  find  him  jocularly  asking  poor  Cunningham,  if  the 
Word  conjugal  is  not  derived  from  the  Latin  con  &iciAjiigumf'\ 

CHORUS. 

0  ay  my  wife  she  dang  me, 
An'  aft  my  wife  she  hang'd  m£ ; 
If  ye  gie  a  woman  d  her  will^ 
Gude  faith  sheHl  soon  der-gang  ye. 

On  peace  and  rest  my  mind  was  bent, 

And — fool  I  was — I  marry'd ; 
But  never  honest  man's  intent 

As  cursedly  miscarry'd. 
0  ay  my  ivife^  ^c. 

Some  sairie  comfort  still  at  last, 
When  a'  thir  days  are  done,  man ; 

My  pains  o'  hell  on  earth  are  past, 
I'm  sure  o'  bliss  aboon,  man. 
0  ay  my  wife^  ^c. 


SCROGGAM. 

[The  present  Zaw'tZo'  Cockpen  is  "the  most  noble,  the  Marquis  of  Dalhousie." 
The  parish,  with  its  pretty  kirk,  is  beautifully  situated  on  the  banks  of  the 
South  Esk,  near  Edinburgh;  and  the  very  popular  ballad  by  Lady  Nairne, 
which  records  the  courtship  between  a  former  laird  and  Mrs.  Jean  of  Olaversha' 
Lea,  has  almost  wiped  away  the  scandal  which  once  attached  to  this  sweet 
spot  in  consequence  of  the  traditional  story  narrated  in  Bums'  song.  We  are 
told,  however,  that  the  original  "  Auld  Cowl "  was  a  shaven  priest  of  the  Auld 
Faith,  more  than  three  centuries  ago,  and  not  any  of  the  decent  presbyters  who 
have  officiated  in  Cockpen  Elirk  siace  that  remote  period.] 

There  was  a  wife  wonn'd  in  Cockpen, 

Scroggam  ; 
She  brew'd  gude  ale  for  gentlemen, — 
Sing  auld  Cowl,  lay  you  down  by  me, 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  ruff  urn. 
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The  gudewife's  dochter  fell  in  a  fever— 

Scroggam ! — 
The  priest  o'  the  parish  fell  in  anither, — 
Sing  auld  Cowl,  lay  you  down  by  me, 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  ruffum  ! 

They  laid  the  twa  i'  the  bed  thegither — 

Scroggam! — 
That  the  heat  o'  the  tane  might  cool  the  tither, — 
Sing  auld  Cowl,  lay  you  down  by  me, 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  rnffum ! 


GUDE  ALE  KEEPS  THE  HEART  ABOON. 

[The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old,  and  the  remainder,  which  gives  a  true  picture 
of  a  weirdless  fellow  that  habitually  allows  the  maut  to  get  aboon  the  7neal  in  his 
Btomach,  is  by  Bums.] 

CHORUS. 

0  gude  ale  comes  and  gude  ale  goes^ 
Gude  ale  gars  me  sell  my  hose^ 
Sell  my  hose  and  pawn  my  shoon^ — 
Gude  ale  heeps  my  heart  aboon  I 

I  HAD  sax  owsen  in  a  pleugh. 
And  they  drew  a'  weel  enough ; 
I  sell'd  them  a'  just  ane,  by  ane, — 
Gude  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon ! 
0  gude  ale  comes^  ^c. 

Gude  ale  hands  me  bare  and  busy, 
Gars  me  moop  wf  the  servant  hizzie, 
Stand  i'  the  stool  when  I  hae  done, — • 
Gude  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon ! 
0  gude  ale  comes^  ^c. 
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MY  LADY'S  GOWN  THERE'S  GAIRS  UPON'T. 

[There  is  much  beauty  in  the  language  and  versification  of  this  lyric,  which 
paints  too  true  a  picture  of  aristocratic  life  as  it  prevailed  in  Bums'  days,  and 
which,  perhaps,  too  often  found  imitators  in  a  lower  scale  of  society.  Stenhouse 
records  that  "Johnson  long  hesitated  to  admit  this  song  into  his  Museum;  but, 
being  blamed  for  such  fastidiousness,  he  at  length  gave  ita  place  in  that  work."] 

CHORUS. 

My  ladifs  gown  therms  gairs  upon^tf 
And  gowden  Jlowers  sae  rare  uponH  ; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  and  jirTcinet^ 
My  lord  thinks  meikle  mair  uponH, 

My  lord  a-hunting  he  is  gane, 
But  hounds  or  hawks  wi'  him  are  nane  ; 
By  Colin's  cottage  lies  his  game, 
If  Colin's  Jenny  be  at  hame. 
My  lady^s  goivn,  ^c. 

My  lady's  white,  my  lady's  red, 
And  kith  and  kin  o'  Cassilhs'  blude; 
But  her  ten-pund  lands  o'  tocher  gude 
Were  a'  the  charms  his  lordship  lo'ed. 
My  lady's  gown,  ^c. 

Out  o'er  yon  moor,  out  o'er  yon  moss, 
Whare  gor-cocks  thro'  the  heather  pass, 
There  wons  auld  Colin's  bonie  lass 
A  lily  in  a  wilderness. 
My  lady's  goivn,  ^c. 

Sae  sweetly  move  her  genty  limbs, 
Like  music  notes  o'  lover's  hymns : 
The  diamond  dew  in  her  een  sae  blue. 
Where  laughing  love  sae  wanton  swims. 
My  lady's  gown,  ^c. 

My  lady's  dmk,  my  lady's  drest, 
The  flower  and  fancy  o'  the  west ; 
But  the  lassie  that  a  man  lo'es  best, 
0  that's  the  lass  to  mak'  him  blest. 
My  lady's  gown,  ^'c. 
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SWEETEST  MAY. 


[The  pretty  air  to  which  these  words  are  set,  was  commanicated  by  Burns 
for  the  Museum;  but  the  song  is  merely  the  first  verse  of  one  by  Ramsay, 
slightly  altered  to  suit  the  tune.   We  subjoin  the  original : — 
"  My  sweetest  May,  let  love  incline  thee, 

T'  accept  a  heart  which  he  designs  thee ; 

And,  as  your  constant  slave  regard  it. 

Syne  for  its  faithfulness  reward  it : 

'Tis  proof  a-shot  to  birth  or  money, 

But  yields  to  what  is  sweet  and  bonie ; 

Eeceive  it  then  wi'  kiss  and  smiley — 

There's  my  thumb,  'twill  ne'er  beguile  je !  "] 

Sweetest  May,  let  love  inspire  tbee, 
Take  a  heart  which  he  designs  thee ; 
As  thy  constant  slave  regard  it, 
For  its  faith  and  truth  reward  it. 

Proof  o'  shot  to  birth  or  money, 
Not  the  wealthy  but  the  bonie. 
Not  high-born,  but  noble-minded, 
In  love's  silken  band  can  bind  it. 


MEG  0'  THE  MILL. 

[This  highly-coloured  picture  of  a  drunken  wedding,  was  sent  by  Burns  to 
Johnson,  some  time  before  he  composed  the  beautiful  song  with  the  same  title 
for  George  Thomson's  collection,  which  the  reader  will  find  at  page  88,  ante.'] 

0  KEN  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  has  gotten  ? 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  has  gotten  ? 
A  braw  new  naig  wi'  the  tail  6'  a  ratten. 
And  that's  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  has  gotten. 
O  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  lo'es  dearly  ? 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  lo'es  dearly  ? 
A  dram  o'  gude  strunt  in  a  morning  early, 
And  that's  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  lo'es  dearly. 

O  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  married  ? 
An'  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  married  ? 
The  Priest  he  was  oxter'd,  the  Clerk  he  was  canled, 
And  that's  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  married. 
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O  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  bedded  ? 
An'  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  bedded  ? 
The  groom  gat  sae  fu'  he  fell  awald  beside  it, 
And  that's  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  bedded. 


0  LAY  THY  LOOF  IN  MINE,  LASS. 

Tune — The  Shoemakers^  March. 

[At  page  239,  Vol.  I.,  the  reader  •will  find  words  composed  by  the  poet  for 
The  Tailors'  March;  at  page  242,  for  The  Gardeners'  March;  at  page  322,  for  Th6 
Weavers'  March;  and  here  we  have  most  exquisite  stanzas  composed  for  the 
Cordkoainers"  or  Shoemakers'  March. 

This  favourite  old  tune  used  formerly  to  ring  through  our  streets  and  villages, 
at  the  annual  processions  of  the  "  gentle  craft,"  on  St.  Crispin'' s  Day.  A  popular 
song  in  the  west  country,  called,  "  My  pretty  Peggy,  0,"  is  sung  to  this  air,  and 
musicians  inform  us  that  it  forms  the  groundwork  of  the  much  admired  melody 
to  which  Tannahill's  Gloomy  Winter  is  set.] 

CHORUS. 

0  lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass, 

In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass. 
And  swear  on  thy  siveet  hand,  lass, 

That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 

A  SLAVE  to  love's  unbounded  sway, 
He  aft  has  wrought  me  meikle  wae ; 
But  now  he  is  my  deadly  fae, 
Unless  thou  be  my  ain. 
0  lay  thy  loof,  ^c. 

There's  mony  a  lass  has  broke  my  rest, 
That  for  a  blink  I  hae  lo'ed  best ; 
But  thou  art  queen  within  my  breast. 
For  ever  to  remain. 
0  lay  thy  loof, 
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BONIE  PEGGY  KAMSAY. 

[These  words  were  supplied  by  Burns  as  a  peg  whereon  to  hang  a  pretty  old 
tune  of  that  name.  All  that  is  remembered  of  the  original  song  is  as  follows:— 

"  Bonie  Peggy  Eamsay,  as  ony  man  may  see, 
Has  a  bonie  sweet  face,  and  a  gleg  wanton  e'e."] 

Cauld  is  the  e'enin'  blast 

O'  Boreas  o'er  the  pool, 
And  dawin'  it  is  dreary 

When  birks  are  bare  at  Yule. 

O  canld  blaws  the  e'enin'  blast 

When  bitter  bites  the  frost, 
And  in  the  mirk  and  dreary  drift 

The  hills  and  glens  are  lost. 

Ne'er  sae  murky  blew  the  night 

That  drifted  o'er  the  hill ; 
But  bonie  Peg-a-Ramsay 

Gat  grist  to  her  mill. 


THE  BONIE,  BONIE  LASS. 

[This  fragment  was  written  as  a  vehicle  for  the  vocal  preservation  of  a 
favourite  slow  march.] 

There  was  a  bonie  lass,  and  a  bonie,  bonie  lass. 

And  she  lo'ed  her  bonie  laddie  dear ; 
Till  war's  loud  alarms  tore  her  laddie  frae  her  arms, 

Wi'  mony  a  sigh  and  a  tear. 

Over  sea,  over  shore,  where  the  cannons  loudly  roar, 

He  still  was  a  stranger  to  fear : 
And  nocht  could  him  quail,  or  his  bosom  assail. 

But  the  bonie  lass  he  lo'ed  sae  dear. 
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CROWDTB. 

[The  chorus  of  this  song  is  very  ancient,  and  the  two  stanzas  supplied  by 
Burns,  are  extremely  pathetic,  and  in  unison  with  its  beautifully  plaintive  air. 
On  16th  December,  1793,  he  quoted  a  portion  of  this  song  in  a  letter  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop,  in  relation  to  his  own  personal  and  domestic  afflictions.  He  remarks : 
— "There  had  much  need  be  many  pleasures  annexed  to  the  states  of  husband 
and  father,  for,  God  knows,  they  have  many  peculiar  cares.  If  I  am  nipt  off  at 
the  command  of  fate,  even  in  all  the  vigour  of  manhood,  as  I  am — such  things 
happen  every  day — Gracious  God !  what  would  become  of  my  little  flock  ?  'Tis 
here  that  I  envy  your  people  of  fortune.  A  father  on  his  death-bed,  taking  an 
everlasting  leave  of  his  children,  has  indeed  woe  enough ;  but  the  man  of  com- 
petent fortune  leaves  his  sons  and  daughters  independency  and  friends ;  while 
I          But  I  shall  run  distracted  if  1  think  any  longer  on  the  subject!  " 

By  the  blindest  editorial  remissness  on  the  part  of  the  poet's  biographers,  the 
letter  above  quoted  is  set  down  as  having  been  penned  at  Christmas,  1795,  when 
the  poet,  so  far  from  being  "in  all  the  vigour  of  manhood,"  was  literally  suffer- 
ing under  the  death-bed  illness,  which  laid  him  in  the  grave  in  six  months 
thereafter.] 

O  THAT  I  had  ne'er  been  married, 

I  wad  never  had  nae  care ! 
Now  I've  gotten  wife  and  bairns, 

An'  they  cry  crowdie  ever  mair. 

CHORUS. 

Ance  crowdie^  twice  crowdie^ 
Three  times  croivdie  in  a  day  ! 

Gin  ye  crowdie  any  mair^ 

Ye^ll  crowdie  ci  my  meal  away. 

Waefu'  want  and  hunger  fley  me, 

Glowrin'  by  the  hallen-en' ; 
Sair  I  fecht  them  at  the  door, 

But  ay  I'm  eerie  they  come  ben. 
Ance  crowdie^  cj-c. 


THERE'S  NEWS,  LASSES,  NEWS. 

[This  curious  sketch  was  produced  with  a  view  to  preserve  an  old  air,  the 
first  half  of  which  is  now  known  as  the  latter  part  of  Aitkendruin"'\ 

There's  news,  lasses,  news, 

Gude  news  I've  to  tell. 
There's  a  boat  fu'  o'  lads 

Come  to  our  town  to  sell. 
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CHORUS. 

The  wean  wants  a  cradle^ 
AiH  the  cradle  wants  a  cod^ 

An'  ril  no'  gang  to  my  bed 
Until  I  get  a  nod. 

Father,  quo'  she,  Mither,  quo'  she, 

Do  what  ye  can, 
I'll  no'  gang  to  my  bed 

Till  I  get  a  man. 
The  wean^  ^-c. 

I  hae  as  gude  a  craft  rig 
As  made  o'  yird  and  stane ; 

And  waly  fa'  the  ley-crap 
For  I  maun  till'd  again. 
The  wean,  ^c. 


0  MALLY'S  MEEK,  MALLY'S  SWEET. 

[This  charming  song  is  the  last  of  those  composed  for  Johnson's  Museum,  and 
very  happily  closes  this  section  of  our  work.  Some  readers  might  be  puzzled 
to  guess  what  female  christian-name  "Mally"  stands  for,  as  an  abbreviate  or 
euphonism.  "Tibbie,"  is  used  for  Isabel;  "Peggy,"  for  Margaret;  "Menie," 
for  Marion;  "Nelly,"  for  Helen;  but  from  what  name  is  " Mally  derived ?  We 
think  it  can  be  a  substitute  for  no  other  but  Mary.  Polly  and  Molly  are  quite 
commonly  used  in  England  for  Margaret  and  Mary;  so  we  must  conclude  that 
"Mally"  and  "Mailie  "  are  the  Scottish  forms  of  Molly. 

We  are  aware  of  only  one  other  instance  of  the  name  Mally  being  used  as  a 
heroine  of  song.  It  is  preserved  by  Chambers,  in  his  Traditions  of  Edinburgh, 
and  is  called,  "Mally  Lee" — a  very  pretty. ballad,  taken  from  what  is  termed, 
"  The  Mansfield  Manuscript  Collection  of  Songs  "  (circa  1780.)  The  chorus  and 
one  verse  are  as  follows : — 

"And  we're  a'  gaun  east  and  wast,  we're  a'  gaun  ajee; 
We're  a'  gaun  east  and  wast,  courtin'  Mally  Lee. 
A  prince  cam'  out  frae  'mang  them  a',  wi'  garter  at  his  knee, 
And  danced  a  stately  rigadoon  wi'  bonie  Mally  Lee  '] 

CHORUS. 

0  Malli/s  meek,  Mally's  sweet, 

Molly's  modest  and  discreet, 
Mally' s  rare,  Mally' s  fair, 

Mally' s  every  way  complete. 
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As  I  was  walking  up  the  street, 
A  barefit  maid  I  chanced  to  meet ; 

But  0  the  road  was  very  hard 
For  that  fair  maiden's  tender  feet. 
0  Mally's  meek^  ^c. 

It  were  mair  meet  that  those  fine  feet 
Were  weel  laced  up  in  silken  shoon ; 

And  'twere  more  fit  that  she  should  sit 
Within  yon  chariot  gilt  aboon. 
0  Molly's  meeJc^  ^c. 

Her  yellow  hair,  beyond  compare, 

Comes  trinkling  down  her  swan- white  neck ; 
And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  skies, 

Wad  keep  a  sinking  ship  frae  wreck. 
0  Molly's  meek^  ^c. 


CLOSING  NOTE  ON  SONGS  IN  "JOHNSON'S  MUSEUM" 

At  page  197,  Vol.  I.,  the  reader  will  find  some  account  of  that  remarkable 
publication,  and  the  share  which  Burns  had  in  the  formation  of  its  body  and 
Boul.  On  counting  over  the  several  pieces  we  have  extracted  from  its  pages 
and  presented  here  as  attributable  to  his  pen,  the  number  will  be  found  to  be 
One  Hundred  and  Ninety-three.  At  same  time,  we  have  excluded  several  songs 
and  fragments  which  we  are  satisfied  Burns  had  no  hand  in,  although  they  have 
been  prominently  exhibited  as  his  by  some  of  his  editors. — (Among  these  we 
may  mention,  Evan  Banks,  by  Maria  Williams ;  Farewell  to  Ayrshire  and  Cassillis' 
Banks,  both  by  Richard  Gall ;  and  The  winter  it  is  past,  by  some  older  hand.)  Dr. 
Currie  selected  only 47  of  the  poet's  songs  from  the  Museum,  which  he  introduced 
with  this  remark: — "The  reader  will  think  many  of  the  songs  which  follow, 
among  the  finest  productions  of  his  muse."  With  regard  to  the  many  restora- 
tions and  emendations  of  old  song  in  the  Museum  for  which  we  are  indebted  to 
Burns,  Sir  Walter  Scott  has  remarked: — "Few,  whether  serious  or  humorous, 
passed  through  his  hands,  without  receiving  some  of  those  magic  touches  which, 
without  greatly  altering  the  song,  restored  its  original  spirit,  or  gave  it  more 
than  it  ever  possessed.  So  dexterously  are  these  touches  combined  with  the 
ancient  structure,  that  the  rifacciamento,  in  many  instances,  could  scarcely  have 
been  detected,  without  the  avowal  of  the  Bard  himself."  To  the  same  effect, 
and  in  equally  happy  language,  Allan  Cunningham  says,  "  Bums  possessed  the 
most  happy  tact  of  pouring  his  genius  through  all  the  meanderings  of  music, 
was  unrivalled  in  the  skill  of  brooding  over  the  rude  conceptions  of  our  old 
poets,  and  in  warming  them  into  grace  and  life.  He  could  glide  like  dew  into 
the  fading  bloom  of  departing  song,  and  refresh  it  into  beauty  and  fragrance." 

Cromek  states  in  his  Reliquss  of  Bums,  that  when  in  Edinburgh,  collecting 
materials  for  that  work,  he  saw  180  songs  of  Burns  in  the  poet's  autograph,  in 
the  possession  of  Johnson.  We  are  happy  to  say  that  the  greater  portion  of 
these  interesting  documents  are  still  preserved.  After  Johnson's  death,  they 
were  purchased  by  William  Blackwood  &  Sons,  booksellers,  Edinburgh,  who 
afterwards  presented  them  to  their  relative,  the  late  Archibald  Hastie,  M.P.  for 
Paisley,  elegantly  bound  up  in  one  folio  volume.  These  were  exhibited,  from 
year  to  year,  at  the  Burns  anniversary  dinners  given  by  that  gentleman — the 
possessor  also  of  the  famous  punch-bowl  of  the  poet.  The  MS.  volume  is  now, 
we  believe,  in  the  British  Museum. 


PIECES  FIRST  PUBLISHED  BY  CROMEK  IN  1808. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


Eobert  H.  Cromek  was  a  picture-engraver  and  print-publisher  in  London,  well 
known  in  that  line,  as  the  producer  of  an  admired  print,  engraved  from 
Stothard's  painting  of  Chaucer's  "Pilgrimage  to  Canterbury,"  and  also  its 
companion  work,  "  The  Procession  of  the  Flitch  of  Bacon."  Shortly  after  the 
appearance  of  Dr.  Ourrie's  Life  and  Works  of  Burns,  which  Mr.  Cromek  perused 
and  studied  with  avidity  and  delight,  he  was  smitten  with  an  intense  desire  to 
visit  the  localities  hallowed  by  the  Scottish  Muse,  coupled  with  an  earnest  wish 
to  become  the  possessor  of  some  scrap  of  Burns'  handwriting.  In  the  course  of 
a  northern  tour  which  he  thereafter  had  the  satisfaction  to  make,  he  succeeded 
in  gathering  fresh  materials  sufficient  to  enable  him  to  publish  a  most  interest- 
ing volume,  which  appeared  in  1808,  under  the  title,  "Keliques  of  Eobert 
Bums :  consisting  chiefly  of  Original  Letters,  Poems,  and  Critical  Observations 
on  Scottish  Songs."  This  was  published  in  London,  uniform  in  size  and  type 
with  Currie's  four  volumes,  and  it  immediately  took  its  place  in  public  estima- 
tion, as  a  fitting  supplement  &nd  fifth  volume  to  that  standard  work. 

Of  the  pieces  contained  in  the  Eeliques,  Mr.  Cromek  says  in  his  preface: — 
"They  are  the  result  of  a  most  diligent  search,  in  which  I  have  used  the  utmost 
exertions ;  often  walking  to  considerable  distances,  and  to  obscure  cottages,  in 
search  of  a  single  letter.  Many  of  them  have  been  obtained  from  the  generous 
confidence  and  liberality  of  their  possessors ;  some  from  the  hands  of  careless 
indifference,  insensible  to  their  value ;  others  were  fast  falling  to  decay,  their 
very  existence  almost  forgotten,  though  glowing  with  the  vital  warmth  which 
is  diffused  through  every  line  that  the  hand  of  the  immortal  bard  ever  traced.' 

Cromek's  work  called  forth  interesting  critiques  from  the  pen  of  Jeffrey, 
in  the  Edinburgh  Review  for  January,  1809,  and  of  Scott,  in  the  Quarterly  Review 
for  February,  same  year.  A  farther  contribution  by  Cromek  to  the  bibliography 
of  Burns  was  published  in  1810,  called,  "Select  Scottish  Songs,  with  Critical 
Observations.  By  Eobert  Burns."  2  vols.  This  was  chiefly  compiled  from  the 
poet's  notes  inserted  in  an  interleavea  copy  of  Johnson's  Museum.  Cromek  died, 
March  14, 1812. 


SONGS  AND  LYRIC  FRAGMENTS. 


The  poet's  first  Commonplace  Book,  commencing  in  April,  1783,  of  which  Dr. 
Currie  printed  only  a  few  extracts,  was  given  hy  Oromek  in  full.  It  is  entitled, 
"  Observations,  Hints,  Songs,  Scraps  of  Poetry,  &c.,  by  Eobert  Burness ;  a  man 
who  had  little  art  in  making  money,  and  still  less  in  keeping  it;  but  was,  how- 
ever, a  man  of  some  sense,  a  great  deal  of  honesty,  and  unbounded  good-will  to  every 
creature,  rational  and  irrational." 

Of  the  scraps  therein  contained,  not  heretofore  given,  the  first  in  order  of  date 
appears  to  be  the  following: — 

RAaiNG  FORTUNE. 

[If  we  are  to  depend  on  the  poet's  own  statement,  that  ho  composed,  at  the  aga 
of  seventeen,  the  little  song,  "  I  dreamed  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing," 
given  at  page  216,  Vol.  I.,  then  we  must  hold  that  this  and  the  two  following 
fragments  belong  to  the  same  period,  namely,  the  year  or  two  which  preceded 
the  abandonment  of  the  farm  of  Mount  Oliphant,  for  that  of  Lochlea,  at  Whit- 
smiday,  1777.  It  was  at  the  same  time  also,  that  he  composed  the  hymn  or 
versified  prayer,  "  O  Thou  Great  Being !  "  given  at  page  176,  Vol.  I.  The  whole 
of  these  he  refers  to  in  his  first  Commonplace  Book,  as  having  been  composed  "  at 
the  close  of  that  dreadful  period  of  my  life  when  my  spirit  was  broke  by  repeated 
losses  and  disasters,  which  threatened  and  indeed  effected,  the  utter  ruin  of  my 
fortune.  My  body,  too,  was  attacked  by  that  most  dreadful  distemper,  a  hypo- 
chondria, or  confirmed  melancholy,  the  recollection  of  which  makes  me  yet 
shudder." 

In  this  wretched  condition,  he  paid  his  court  to  the  Muse — "My  poor  country 
Muse,  all  rustic,  awkward,  and  unpolished  as  she  is,  has  more  charms  for  mo 
than  any  other  of  the  pleasures  of  life  beside !  "  These  verses  are  the  issue  of 
one  of  his  efforts  to  "  sowth  a  sang  to  soothe  his  misery."  He  tells  us  that  he 
then  "  set  about  composing  an  air  in  the  old  Scotch  style. — I  am  not  musical 
scholar  enough  to  prick  down  the  tune  properly,  so  it  can  never  see  the  light, 
aad  perhaps  it  is  no  matter ;  but  the  following  were  the  verses  I  composed  to 
suit  it: "] 

O  RAGING  fortune's  withering  blast 

Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low,  0  ! 
0  raging  fortune's  withering  blast 

Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low,  0 ! 

My  stem  was  fair,  my  bud  was  green. 
My  blossom  sweet  did  blow,  0 ; 

The  dew  fell  fresh,  the  sun  rose  mild. 
And  made  my  branches  grow,  0. 

But  luckless  fortune's  northern  storms 

Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  O ; 
But  luckless  fortune's  northern  storms 

Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  O. 
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FICKLE  FORTUNE. 


[The  first  four  lines  of  this  fragment  form  the  close  of  the  song,  "  I  dreamed 
Hay,"  &c.,  at  page  216,  Vol.  I.  The  sentiments  here  thrown  into  verse  were 
cherished  by  Burns  all  his  life  through — 

"Come  firm  Eesolve!  take  thou  the  van,  thou  stalk  o'  carle-hemp  in  Man!" 

and  they  are  quite  in  unison  with  his  "  Prayer  under  the  Pressure  of  Violent 
Anguish" — page  176,  Vol.  I. — 

"But,  if  I  must  afficted  he,  to  suit  some  wise  design; 
Then  man  my  soul  with  firm  resolves  to  bear  and  not  repine ! "] 

Though  fickle  Fortune  has  deceiv'd  me, 
She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 

Of  mistress,  friends,  and  wealth  bereav'd  me,* 
Yet  I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still. — 

I'll  act  with  prudence,  as  far*s  Fm  able, 

But  if  success  I  must  never  find ; 
Then  come  misfortune,  I  bid  thee  welcome  ! 

I'll  meet  thee  with  an  undaunted  mind. 


*  This  line,  as  originally  written  (see  song,  "  I  dream'd  I  lay,"  &c,  page  216, 
VoL  I.),  stands  thus : — 

"  Of  many  a  joy  and  hope  bereaved  me ; " 

but  the  youthful  poet,  in  recording  it  in  his  Commonplace  Book,  after  having 
been  jilted  by  a  hellefille,  and  losing  all  his  little  "wealth  "  in  an  attempt  to  start 
in  business  at  Irvine,  made  the  very  natural  alteration  shewn  in  the  text.  "  This 
fragment,"  he  says,  "  was  an  extempore,  under  the  pressure  of  a  very  heavy 
train  of  misfortunes,  which,  indeed,  threatened  to  undo  me  altogether;  and 
though  the  weather  has  brightened  up  a  little  with  me,  yet  there  has  always 
been  since,  a  tempest  brewing  round  me,  in  the  grim  sky  of  futurity,  which  I 
pretty  plainly  see  will  sometime  or  other — ^perhaps  ere  long — overwhelm  me, 
and  drive  me  into  some  doleful  dell,  to  pine  in  solitary,  squalid  wretchedness." 

In  most  editions  of  the  poet,  these  two  verses  are  preceded  by  four  lines, 
commencing,  "When  clouds  in  skies  do  come  together,"  which  are  set  down 
as  a  part  of  this  "  Fragment; "  but  the  poet  very  distinctly  says  that  these  four 
lines  are  part  of  a  piece  "  in  imitation  of  an  old  Scots  song,  well  known  among 
the  country  ingle-sides. — I  cannot  tell  the  name  either  of  the  song  or  the  tune, 
but  I  shall  here  set  down  one  verse  to  mark  the  song  and  tune  I  mean,  and 
likewise  as  a  debt  I  owe  to  the  author,  as  the  repeating  of  that  verse  has  lighted 
up  my  flame  a  thousand  times." — (See  note  to  song,  "The  noble  Maxwells,"  page 
304,  VoL  1.) 
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TRAGIC  FRAGMENT. 


[We  are  indebted  to  Oromek  for  preserving  this  interesting  attempt  at 
dramatic  writing,  together  with  the  prose  note  which  accompanies  it.  It  does 
not  form  part  of  the  poet's  first  Commonplace  Book,  as  usually  printed ;  or,  if  it 
really  is  a  portion  of  those  early  memoranda,  it  has  got  unaccountably  discon- 
nected therefrom ;  and  if  the  MS.  still  exists,  the  sooner  this  unplaced  piece  is 
restored  to  its  connection  the  better.  The  stray  note  which  we  refer  to  is  as 
follows : — "  In  my  early  years  nothing  less  would  serve  me  than  courting  the 
tragic  muse.  I  was,  I  think,  about  eighteen  or  nineteen  when  I  sketched  the 
outlines  of  a  tragedy  forsooth !  but  the  bursting  of  a  cloud  of  family  misfortunes, 
which  had  for  some  time  threatened  us,  pre  vented  my  farther  progress.  In  those 
days  I  never  wrote  down  any  thing ;  so,  except  a  speech  or  two,  the  whole  has 
escaped  my  memory.  The  above,  which  I  most  distinctly  remember,  was  an 
exclamation  from  a  great  character — great  in  occasional  instances  of  generosity, 
and  daring  at  times  in  villanies.  He  is  supposed  to  meet  with  a  child  of  misery, 
and  exclaims  to  himself,  as  in  the  words  of  the  fragment, — 

'  With  tears  indignant  I  behold  th'  oppressor 
Eejoicing  in  the  honest  man's  destruction."* 
Here  we  have  a  glance  at  "  the  factor,  who  sat  for  the  picture  I  have  drawn  of 
one  in  my  tale  of  the  Twa  Dogs. — My  indignation  yet  boils  at  the  recollection  of 
the  scoundrel  factor's  insolent  threatening  letters,  which  used  to  set  us  all  in 
tears." 

The  five  concluding  lines  of  this  fragment  are  marked  off  by  the  poet  as 
having  been  "  added  at  a  later  period  of  life."  They  are  quite  Byrmie,  in  so  far 
as  we  discern  the  poet  himself,  as  the  person  of  the  drama  who  is  speaking. 

There  is  a  passage  in  the  early  memoranda,  under  date,  March,  1784,  which 
bears  strong  affinity  to  the  pleadings  for  the  vagabond  in  this  fragment : — 
"  Even  you,  ye  helpless  crew,  I  pity  you ; 
Ye,  whom  the  seeming  good  think  sin  to  pity !" 
"  I  have  often  courted  the  acquaintance  of  that  part  of  mankind  commonly 
known  by  the  ordinary  phrase  of  '  blackguards.'   Though  disgraced  by  follies, 
nay,  sometimes  stained  with  guilt,  I  have  yet  found  among  them,  in  not  a  few 
instances,  some  of  the  noblest  virtues,  magnanimity,  generosity,  disinterested 
friendship,  and  even  Modesty."] 

'  All  devil  as  I  am,  a  damned  wretch, 

A  harden'd,  stubborn,  unrepenting  villain, 

Still  my  heart  melts  at  human  wretchedness ; 

And  with  sincere  tho'  unavailing  sighs, 

I  view  the  helpless  children  of  distress. 

With  tears  indignant  I  behold  th'  oppressor 

Rejoicing  in  the  honest  man's  destruction. 

Whose  unsubmitting  heart  was  all  his  crime. 

Even  you,  ye  helpless  crew,  I  pity  you ! 

Ye,  whom  the  seeming  good  think  sin  to  pity; 

Ye  poor,  despis'd,  abandon'd  vagabonds, 

Whom  vice,  as  usual,  has  turn'd  o'er  to  ruin. 

— 0  !  but  for  kind,  tho'  ill-requited  friends, 

I  had  been  driven  forth,  like  you,  forlorn. 

The  most  detested,  worthless  wretch  among  you ! 
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[O  injured  God !  Thy  goodness  has  endowed  me 

With  talents  passing  most  of  my  compeers, 

Which  I  in  just  proportion  have  abused 

As  far  surpassing  other  common  villains, 

As  Thou  in  natural  parts  hadst  given  me  more.'] 


MONTGOMERIE'S  PEGGY. 

[At  WMtsunday,  1777,  when  the  poet  had  passed  into  his  nineteenth  year, 
the  Burness  family  removed  from  Mount  Oliphant  to  the  farm  of  Lochlea,  in 
the  parish  of  Tarboltou.  In  his  autobiography  he  thus  remarks  regarding  this 
period: — "At  the  plow,  scythe  ,or  reap-hook,  I  feared  no  competitor,  and  thus 
I  set  absolute  want  at  defiance ;  and  as  I  never  cared  farther  for  my  labours 
than  while  I  was  in  actual  exercise,  I  spent  the  evenings  in  the  way  after  my 
own  heart."  He  tells  us  that,  besides  being  in  the  secret  of  half  the  loves  of  the 
parish  of  Tarbolton,  and  using  his  goose-feather  to  forward  the  love-adventures 
of  his  compeers  as  well  as  his  own,  he  engaged  in  an  extensive  correspondence 
with  old  school-fellows  and  others,  in  order  to  improve  himself  in  literary  com- 
position, keeping  copies  of  any  of  his  own  letters  that  pleased  him. 

The  only  letters  of  these  days,  that  have  been  printed  from  copies  found 
among  his  papers  after  his  death,  are  the  four  love-leUers,  given  by  Currie  in  his 

first  edition,  addressed  to  "E  ,  written  about  the  year  17S0."  Motherwell 

observes  of  them:  "They  -are,  in  fact,  the  only  sensible  love-letters  we  have 
ever  seen ;  yet  they  have  an  air  of  task- work  and  constraint  about  them  that  is 
far  from  natural."  In  the  passage  of  the  poet's  Commonplace  Book  which 
records  the  verses  in  the  text,  he  tells  us  that  Montgomerie's  Peggy  was  his 
deity  for  six  or  eight  months,  and  that  he  began  to  lay  siege  to  her  merely  from 
a  vanity  of  shewing  his  parts  in  courtship,  particularly  his  abilities  at  a  billet- 
doux  ;  but  eventually  he  battered  himself  into  a  warm  affection  for  her,  and  was 
dreadfully  disconcerted  when,  in  the  sequel,  she  told  him  that  her  fortress  had 
for  some  time  been  the  lawful  property  of  another.  It  "  cost  him  some  heart- 
aches to  get  rid  of  the  affair." 

Several  of  the  poet's  editors  and  annotators,  by  connecting  the  information 
thus  derived  from  separate  sources,  had  assumed  the  identity  of  Montgomerie's 
Peggy  with  the  fair  one  to  whom  he  addressed  the  four  letters  referred  to; 
Cromek  especially,  observing  that  both  in  the  letters  and  in  the  note  relating  to 
Montgomerie's  Peggy,  the  poet  speaks  of  the  fair  one  as  "  having  been  bred  in  a 
Btyle  of  life  rather  elegant,"  points  out  in  a  foot-note  that  the  passage  on  Mont- 
gomerie's Peggy  "  explains  the  love-letters  to  Peggy."  This  theory  was  overturned 
about  the  year  1848,  by  information  from  the  poet's  sister  (Mrs.  Begg),  com- 
municated to  Capt.  Charles  Gray  and  others.  From  some  memoranda,  obligingly 
sent  to  the  present  writer  by  Mrs.  Begg's  daughter,  Agnes,  dated  from  Bridge- 
house,  Ayr,  22nd  Februarj'-,  1850,  the  following  quotation  on  the  present  sub- 
ject may  be  interesting : — "  How  Mr.  D  runs  into  the  mistake  of  saying  that 

Mrs.  Begg,  in  her  account  of  Ellison  Beghie,  represents  her  as  the  same  with 
Montgomej-ie's  Peggy,  is  to  me  incomprehensible:  she  has  ever  said  the  very 
reverse ;  they  were  as  distinct  as  two  women  with  two  souls  can  be.  Peggy 
was  housekeeper  with  Archibald  Montgomery,  Esq.,  of  Coilsfleld.  Burns  and 
she  had  met  frequently  at  Tarbolton  MUl — the  '  Willie's  Mill '  of  Dr.  Hornbook: 
they  sat  in  the  same  church,  and  had  a  good  deal  of  intercourse;  but  she  was 
engaged  to  another  before  ever  they  met;  so,  on  her  pare,  it  was  nothing  but 
amusement,  and  on  Burns'  part,  from  the  way  he  speaks  of  it,  little  more."] 

Altho'  my  bed  were  in  yon  muir, 
Amang  the  heather,  in  my  plaidie ; 

Yet  happy,  happy  would  I  be 

Had  I  my  dear  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 
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When  o*er  the  hill  beat  surly  storms, 
And  winter  nights  were  dark  and  rainj, . 

I'd  seek  some  dell,  and  in  my  arms 
I'd  shelter  dear  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 

Were  I  a  baron  proud  and  high. 

And  horse  and  servants  waiting  ready  ; 

Then  a'  'twad  gie  o'  joy  to  me, — 
The  sharin't  with  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 


THE  LASS  OF  CESSNOCK  BANKS. 

A  SONG  OF  SmiLIES. 

Tune — -If  he  be  a  Butcher  neat  and  trim. 

[The  head-note  to  the  preceding  song  will  serve  to  illnstrate  this  remarkable 
lyric,  of  which  there  are  two  versions  extant — one  picked  up  byOromek  "from 
the  oral  communication  of  a  lady  residing  in  Glasgow,  whom  the  bard,  in  early 
life,  affectionately  admired,"  and  the  other  printed  (in  Pickering's  edition,  1839) 
"  from  the  poet's  own  MS.,"  in  which  are  given  two  additional  verses  of  great 
beauty,  here  marked  off  by  brackets.  In  the  text,  we  mainly  adhere  to  the  latter 
version,  giving  Oromek's  variations  in  a  foot-note. 

Eeference  has  already  been  made,  at  pages  87  and  131  of  the  present  volume, 
to  Ellison  Beqbib,  who  was  the  heroine  of  this  Song  of  Similies,  to  whom  also 
the  four  love-letters  before  referred  to  were  addressed  The  real  date  of  these 
was  1781,  as  is  proved  by  a  reference  in  the  last  of  them,  to  his  intended  "re- 
moval, in  a  few  days,  a  little  farther  off" — namely  to  Irvine,  to  learn  the  trade 
of  flax-dressing.  From  the  memoranda  of  Mrs.  Begg,  alluded  to  in  the  note  to 
Montgomerie's  Peggy,  we  quote  as  follows  regarding  the  subject  of  the  present 
song: — "The  helle-fille  who  caused  the  poet's  melancholy  at  Irvine,  was  the 
aforesaid  Ellison  Begbie,  for  whom  he  evidently  had  a  most  sincere  respect,  but 
she  declined  a  nearer  connection  than  friendship  with  him,  for  reasons  known 
only  to  themselves;  but,  where  the  fair  one  was  amiable  and  prudent,  the 
reasons  may  easily  be  imagined.  She  married  some  years  after."  Ellison 
Begbie,  we  are  informed,  was  the  daughter  of  a  small  farmer  in  the  parish  of 
Galston.  In  1781,  she  was  servant  with  a  family  on  the  banks  of  the  Oessnock 
Water,  about  two  miles  from  Lochlea:  she  was  so  superior  to  ordinary  girls  of 
her  station,  that  Burns,  even  after  he  had  seen  the  belles  of  Edinburgh,  acknow- 
ledged to  his  mother  and  sisters,  that  of  all  the  women  he  had  ever  seriously 
admired,  Ellison  was  the  one  most  likely  to  have  formed  an  agreeable  com- 
panion to  him  for  life.  She  was  not,  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  term,  a  beauty, 
but  there  was  a  fascination  about  her  that  attracted  the  admiration  of  the  young 
men  of  her  neighbourhood,  and  the  poet  in  particular.  Oromek  traced  her  out, 
and  conversed  with  her  in  Glasgow.  It  is  a  pity  that  nothing  of  her  subsequent 
Wstory  is  known.] 

On  Cessnock  banks  a  lassie  dwells ; 

Could  I  describe  her  shape  and  mein ! 
Our  lasses  a'  she  far  excels, — 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een. 
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She's  sweeter  than  the  morning  dawn 
When  rising  Phcebns  lirst  is  seen, 

And  dew-drops  twinkle  o'er  the  lawn, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een. 

She's  stately,  like  yon  youthful  ash 

That  grows  the  cowshp  braes  between, 

And  drinks  the  stream  with  vigour  fresh, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkKng  rogueish  een. 

She's  spotless,  like  the  flow'ring  thorn 

With  flow'rs  so  white  and  leaves  so  green, 

When  purest  in  the  dewy  morn, — 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een. 

Her  looks  are  like  the  vernal  May, 
When  ev'ning  Phoebus  shines  serene. 

While  birds  rejoice  on  every  spray, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een. 

Her  hair  is  like  the  curling  mist 

That  climbs  the  mountain-sides  at  e'en, 

When  flow'r-reviving  rains  are  past, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een. 

Her  forehead's  like  the  show'ry  bow, 
When  gleaming  sunbeams  intervene. 

And  gild  the  distant  mountain's  brow, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een. 

[Her  cheeks  are  like  yon  crimson  gem, 
The  pride  of  all  the  flowery  scene. 

Just  opening  on  its  thorny  stem, — 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een.] 

Her  lips  are  like  yon  cherries  ripe. 
That  sunny  walls  from  Boreas  screen ; 

They  tempt  the  taste  and  charm  the  sight,-— 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkhng  rogueish  een. 
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Her  teeth  are  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 
With  fleeces  newly  washen  clean, 

That  slowly  mount  the  rising  steep, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkUng  rogaeish  een. 

Her  breath  is  like  the  fragrant  breeze 
That  gently  stirs  the  blossom'd  bean, 

When  Phoebus  sinks  behind  the  seas, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een. 

[Her  bosom's  like  the  nightly  snow 
When  pale  the  morning  rises  keen. 

While  hid  the  murmuring  streamlets  flow, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een.] 

Her  voice  is  like  the  ev'ning  thrush 
That  sings  on  Cessnock  banks  unseen, 

While  his  mate  sits  nesthng  in  the  bush, — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogueish  een. 

But  it's  not  her  air,  her  form,  her  face, 
Tho'  matching  beauty's  fabled  queen  ; 

'Tis  the  mind  that  shines  in  ev'ry  grace, — 
And  chiefly  in  her  rogueish  een.* 


*  The  first  stanza  in  Oromek's  version  is  as  follows : — 
"  On  Oessnock  banks  there  lives  a  lass, — 
Could  I  describe  her  shape  and  mein— 
The  graces  of  her  weel-faur'd  face, 
And  the  glancin'  of  her  sparklin'  een." 
Cromek's  fifth  verse  shews  the  following  variation,  the  closing  line  being 
adhered  to  throughout  the  song: — 

"  Her  looks  are  like  the  sportive  lamb- 
When  flow'ry  May  adorns  the  scene — 
That  wantons  round  its  bleating  dam, — 
And  she's  twa  glancin',  sparklin'  een. 
The  present  editor  has,  without  hesitation,  adopted  a  transposition  of  one  or 
two  of  the  stanzas,  and,  in  verse  third  from  the  end,  he  has  corrected  an  obvious 
blunder,  by  altering  a  single  word :  this,  he  feels  certain,  every  reader  of  taste 
will  accept  as  an  improved  reading.   The  poet,  in  the  first  five  stanzas,  describes 
the  general  tout  ensemble  of  his  mistress ;  in  the  rest  of  the  song,  he  paints  each 
of  her  charms  in  detaiL   Beginning  with  the  hair  of  her  head,  and  gradually 
descending,  he  devotes  a  whole  stanza  to  each  particular  grace — the  forehead — 
the  cheeks — the  lips — the  teeth — the  breath — the  bosom — the  voice,  and,  lastly, 
"  the  mind  that  shines  in  every  grace."   We  consider  this  lovely  Song  of  Similies 
has  not  hitherto  received  the  attention  its  excellence  deserves.   Verily,  it  is  no 
boyish  production. 
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MY  FATHER  WAS  A  FARMER. 
Tune — The  Weaver  and  his  Shuttle^  0. 

["  The  following  song,"  says  the  poet  in  his  Scrap  Book,  under  date,  April, 
1784,  "  is  a  wild  rhapsody,  miserably  deficient  in  versification ;  but  as  the  senti- 
ments are  the  genuine  feelings  of  my  heart,  for  that  reason  I  have  a  particular 
pleasure  in  conning  it  over."  This  remark  leads  us  to  infer  that  it  must  have 
been  a  production  of  earlier  years.  It  is  not  easy  to  decide  whether  its  garnered 
philosophy  was  recorded  before  or  after  the  year  1781,  when  the  collapse  of  his 
Irvine  adventure  had  added  much  to  his  stock  of  experience  of  human  life  and 
human  folly.  The  fifth  stanza  finely  brings  out  the  proud  vaunt  he  so  eloquently 
introduced  in  his  Edinburgh  Dedication — "I  was  bred  to  the  plough,  and  arr 
independent  I "] 

My  father  was  a  farmer 

Upon  the  Carrick  border,  O, 
And  carefully  he  bred  me 

In  decency  and  order,  0  ; 
He  bade  me  act  a  manly  part, 

Though  I  had  ne'er  a  farthing,  0 ; 
For  without  an  honest  manly  heart, 

No  man  was  worth  regarding,  O. 

Then  out  into  the  world  at  length 

My  course  I  did  determine,  O  ; 
Tho'  to  be  rich  was  not  my  wish, 

Yet  to  be  great  was  charming,  0 ; 
My  talents  they  were  not  the  worst, 

Nor  yet  my  education,  O  : 
Resolv'd  was  I,  at  least  to  try, 

To  mend  my  situation,  0. 

In  many  a  way,  and  vain  essay, 

I  courted  fortune's  favour,  0; 
Some  cause  unseen  still  stept  between, 

To  frustrate  each  endeavour,  O : 
Sometimes  by  foes  I  was  o'erpower'd ; 

Sometimes  by  friends  forsaken,  O  ; 
And  when  my  hope  was  at  the  top, 

I  still  was  worst  mistaken,  0. 

Then  sore  harass'd,  and  tir'd  at  last, 
With  fortune's  vain  delusion,  O, 

I  dropt  my  schemes,  like  idle  dreams, 
And  came  to  this  conclusion,  0 : 
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The  past  was  bad,  and  the  future  hid ; 

Its  good  or  ill  untried,  0 ; 
But  the  present  hour  was  in  my  pow'r, 

And  so  I  would  enjoy  it,  0. 

No  help,  nor  hope,  nor  view  had  I, 

Nor  person  to  befriend  me,  O ; 
So  I  must  toil  and  sweat  and  broil, 

And  labour  to  sustain  me,  0  : 
To  plough  and  sow,  and  reap  and  mow, 

My  father  bred  me  early,  O  ; 
For  one,  he  said,  to  labour  bred. 

Was  a  match  for  fortune  fairly,  O. 

Thus  all  obscure,  unknown,  and  poor. 

Thro'  life  I'm  doom'd  to  wander,  O, 
Till  down  my  weary  bones  I  lay 

In  everlasting  slumber,  0  : 
No  view  nor  care,  but  shun  whate'er 

Might  breed  me  pain  and  sorrow,  0 ; 
I  live  to-day  as  well's  I  may, 

Regardless  of  to-morrow,  O. 

But  cheerful  still,  I  am  as  well, 

As  a  monarch  in  a  palace,  0, 
Tho'  fortune's  frown  still  hunts  me  down. 

With  all  her  wonted  malice,  0 : 
I  make  indeed  my  daily  bread, 

But  ne'er  can  make  it  farther,  0 ; 
But  as  daily  bread  is  all  I  need, 

I  do  not  much  regard  her,  0. 

When  sometimes  by  my  labour  I 

Can  earn  a  little  money,  0, 
Some  unforseen  misfortune  still 

Comes  gen'rally  upon  me,  0, — 
Mischance,  mistake,  or  by  neglect. 

Or  my  good-natur'd  folly,  0,^ — 
But  come  what  will,  I've  sworn  it  still, 

I'll  ne'er  be  melancholy,  0. 
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All  you  who  follow  wealth  and  power 

With  unremitting  ardour,  O, 
The  more  in  this  you  look  for  bliss, 

You  leave  your  view  the  farther,  O : 
Had  you  the  wealth  Potosi  boasts, 

Or  nations  to  adore  you,  0, 
A  cheerful,  honest-hearted  clown 

I  will  prefer  before  you,  0. 


ONE  NIGHT  AS  I  DID  WANDER. 

Tune — John  Anderson^  my  jo. 

[This  fragment,  introduced  in  his  Scrap  Book  under  date,  May,  1785,  seems  to 
have  been  intended  as  the  starting  note  of  a  solemn  lyric,  in  the  key  of  "  Man 
was  made  to  mourn."] 

One  night  as  I  did  wander. 

When  corn  begins  to  shoot, 
I  sat  me  down  to  ponder, 

Upon  an  auld  tree  root : 
Auld  Aire  ran  on  before  me, 

And  bicker'd  to  the  seas, 
A  cushat  crooded  o'er  me, 

That  echoed  through  the  braes. 


THE  MAUCHLINE  LADY. 
Tune — I  had  a  horse^  and  I  had  nae  mair. 

[This  is,  in  truth,  a  pretty  close  parody  of  one  of  the  stanzas  of  a  very  free 
BOng,  heginning — "I  had  a  horse,  and  I  had  nae  mair."  It  seems  to  have  a 
reference  to  the  entrapping  of  his  heart  by  Jean  Armour.] 

When  first  I  came  to  Stewart  Kyle, 

My  mind  it  was  na  steady ; 
Where'er  I  gaed,  where'er  I  rade, 

A  mistress  still  I  had  aye : 
But  when  I  came  roun'  by  Mauchline  town, 

Not  dreadin'  onie  body. 
My  heart  was  caught  before  I  thought — 

And  by  a  Mauchline  lady. 
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RANTIN',  ROYIN'  ROBIN. 
Tune — Daintie  Davie, 

[There  are  few  of  Burns'  songs  more  popular  than  this,  which  is  sung  in  every 
quarter  of  the  globe,  on  each  recurrence  of  the  day  referred  to  In  the  second 
stanza.  Ourrie  took  notice  of  the  tradition  recorded  in  the  same  verse,  that  on 
the  night  of  the  poet's  birth  a  portion  of  the  auld  clay  biggin,  erected  by  William 
Bums,  with  his  own  hands,  was  blown  in  by  "  a  blast  of  Jan'war'  win'."  It  has 
been  often  noticed  that  hurricanes  of  wind  are  frequent  in  this  country  about  the 
season  of  Burns'  anniversary,  and  the  extraordinary  rough  state  of  the  weather 
on  the  centenary  night  of  1859  must  be  well  remembered  by  many. 

The  reader  will  observe  that  the  air  to  which  the  poet  intended  these  lively 
verses  to  be  sung,  is  that  of  "  Dainty  Davie."  We  caimot  say  who  it  was  that 
first  set  aside  that  very  suitable  tune  and  adapted  the  words  to  the  air  now  almost 
universally  allied  to  them,  namely — 0  gin  ye  were  dead,  gudeman.  In  order  to 
effect  this  it  became  necessary  to  make  a  very  silly  alteration  of  the  poet's  own 
chorus  verse,  thus :— • 

"  Eobin  was  a  rovin'  boy, 

A  rantin'  rovin',  rantin'  rovin' ; 
Eobin  was  a  rovin'  boy, 
A  rantin',  rovin'  Bobin !  "] 

There  was  a  lad  was  born  in  Kyle, 
But  whatna  day  o'  whatna  style, 
I  doubt  it's  hardly  worth  the  while. 
To  be  sae  nice  wi'  Robin. 

CHORUS. 

Rohin  was  a  rovirH  hoy — 

Rantin^  rovin\  rantin'  rovin' — 

Rohin  was  a  rovin!  hoy — 
RantirC  rovin'  Rohin  ! 

Our  monarch's  hindmost  year  but  ane 
Was  five-and-twenty  days  begun, 
'Twas  then  a  blast  o'  Jan'war'  win' 
Blew  hansel  in  on  Robin. 
Rohin  was,  ^c. 

The  gossip  keekit  in  his  loof. 
Quo'  scho,  '  Wha  lives  will  see  the  proof, 
This  waly  boy  will  be  nae  coof, 
I  think  we'll  ca'  him  Robin. 
Rohin  was,  ^c. 
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'  He'll  hae  misfortunes  great  and  sma*, 
But  ay  a  heart  aboon  them  a' ; 
He'll  be  a  credit  'till  us  a', 
We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin. 
Rohin  was^  ^c, 

'  But  sure  as  three  times  three  mak'  nine, 
I  see  by  ilka  score  and  line, 
This  chap  will  dearly  like  our  kin', 
So  leeze  me  on  thee,  Robin. 

Rohin  was^  ^c. 

'  Gude  faith,'  quo'  scho,  '  I  doubt  you  gar, 
The  bonie  lasses  lie  aspar  ; 
But  twenty  fauts  ye  may  hae  waur, 
So  blessin's  on  thee,  Robin ! ' 
Rohin  was^  ^c. 


ELEGY 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RUISSEAUX. 

[It  has  been  suggested  that  these  three  verses  were  originally  intended  by  Bums 
to  take  the  place  of  the  sublime  composition  called  "  The  Bard's  Epitaph," 
which  so  fitly  closed  his  Kilmarnock  volume ;  and  that  when  his  muse  took  that 
higher  flight  he  threw  aside  the  humorous  lines  here  printed  from  the  Reliques. 
The  elegy  is  a  most  faithful  piece  of  portrait-painting  nevertheless,  and  could  bo 
ill-spared  from  a  collection  of  the  author's  poems.  Euisseaux,  which  is  the 
French  for  rivulets,  is  a  play  on  the  name  Burns,  which  he  would  be  led  to 
adopt  from  its  resemblance  to  that  of  the  celebrated  Jean  Jacques  Bousseau,  to 
whose  character  he  might  fancy  his  own  bore  some  likeness. 

In  the  poet's  Commonplace  Book  are  found  some  "Egotisms  from  my  own 
sensations,"  written  about  the  time  this  elegy  was  composed,  in  which  he  says, 
"  I  sometimes  think  the  character  of  a  certain  great  man  I  have  read  of  some- 
where is  very  much  apropos  to  myself — that  he  was  a  compound  of  great  talents 
and  great  folly.  N.B. — To  try  if  I  can  discover  the  causes  of  this  wretched 
inflrmit5,^nd,  if  possible,  to  mend  it."  In  another  portion  of  his  notes  he  writes 
approvingly  of  "the  jovial  lads  who  have  too  much  flre  and  spirit  to  have  any 
settled  rule  of  action,  and  without  much  deliberation  follow  the  strong  impulses 
of  nature;  and  who,  with  a  happy  sweetness  of  natural  temper,  and  a  cheerful 
vacancy  of  thought,  steal  through  life  in  poverty  and  obscurity :  and  such  are 
generally  those  whose  heads  are  capable  of  all  the  towerings  of  genius,  and  whose 
hearts  are  warmed  with  aU  the  delicacy  of  feeling."] 

Now  Robin  Hes  in  his  last  lair, 

He'll  gabble  rhyme,  nor  sing  nae  mair, 

Cauld  poverty,  wi'  hungry  stare, 

Nae  mair  shall  fear  him ; 
Nor  anxious  fear,  nor  cankert  care, 

E'er  mair  come  near  him. 
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To  tell  the  truth,  they  seldom  fash't  him, 
Except  the  moment  that  they  crush't  him ; 
For  sune  as  chance  or  fate  had  hush't  'em — 

Tho'  e'er  sae  short — 
Then  wi'  a  rhyme  or  song  he  lash't  'em, 

And  thought  it  sport. 

Tho'  he  was  bred  to  kintra  wark. 

And  counted  was  baith  wight  and  stark, 

Yet  that  was  never  Robin's  mark 

To  mak'  a  man  ; 
But  tell  him  he  was  learn'd  and  dark — 

Ye  roos'd  him  then ! 


THIRD  EPISTLE  TO  J.  LAPRAIK. 

September  ISi/z,  1785. 

[In  Vol.  I.,  at  pages  104  and  109,  the  reader  will  find  the  poet's  first  and  second 
epistles  to  this  old  rhymster  (for  the  title  of  Bai  d  he  had  no  claina  to.)  The  date 
of  the  present  poem  is  about  five  months  subsequent  to  that  of  the  two  prior 
ones.  The  last  verse  records  the  fact  that  the  harvest  of  1785  was  late  and 
stormy,  and  the  first  verse  of  the  next  poem — the  Epistle  to  M'Math,  dated  only 
four  days  later,  records  the  same  fact.  Both  Cunningham  and  Chambers 
blunder  in  their  notes  to  this  poem,  by  stating  that  Lapraik  printed  this  epistle 
in  the  volume  of  his  own  poems  in  1788,  Cromek  printed  it  from  a  copy 
preserved  by  the  author,  and  found  among  the  "sweepings  of  his  study," 
which  Currie  and  his  advisers  had  deemed  unworthy  of  publication.] 

GuDE  speed  an'  furder  to  you  J ohnie ! 
Gude  health,  hale  ban's,  an'  weather  bonie ; 
Now  when  ye're  nickin'  down  fu'  canie 

The  staff  o'  bread. 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stoup  o'  bran'y 

To  clear  your  head  ! 

May  Boreas  never  thrash  your  rigs, 
Nor  kick  your  rickles  aff  their  legs, 
Sendin'  the  stuff  o'er  muirs  an'  haggs, 

Like  drivin'  wrack ; 
But  may  the  tapmast  grain  that  wags 

Come  to  the  sack. 


(    263  ) 


Fm  busy  too,  an'  skelpin'  at  it, 

But  bitter,  daudin  showers  hae  wat  it, 

Sae  my  auld  stumpie  pen  I  gat  it, 

Wi'  muckle  wark. 
An'  took  my  jocteleg  an'  whatt  it, 

Like  onie  dark. 

It's  now  twa  month  that  I'm  your  debtor. 
For  your  braw,  nameless,  dateless  letter, 
Abusin'  me  for  harsh  ill  nature 

On  holy  men, 
While  deil  a  hair  yoursel'  ye're  better, 

But  mair  profane. 

But  let  the  kirk-folk  ring  their  bells, 
Let's  sing  about  our  noble  sel's ; 
We'll  cry  nae  jads  frae  heathen  hills 

To  help,  or  roose  us, 
But  browster  wives  an'  whisky  stills, — 

They  are  the  muses. 

Your  friendship,  sir,  I  winna  quat  it. 

An'  if  ye  mak'  objections  at  it, 

Then,  han'  in  nieve  some  day  we'll  knot  it. 

An'  witness  take. 
An'  when  wi'  usquebae  we've  wat  it, 

It  winna  break. 

But  if  the  beast  and  branks  be  spar'd 
Till  kye  be  gaun  without  the  herd. 
An'  a'  the  vittle  in  the  yard. 

An'  theekit  right, 
I  mean  your  ingle-side  to  guard 

Ae  winter  night. 

Then  muse-inspirin'  aquavitse 

Shall  make  us  baith  sae  blythe  an'  witty, 

Till  ye  forget  ye're  auld  an'  gutty. 

An'  be  as  canty 
As  ye  were  nine  years  less  than  thretty — 

Sweet  ane-an' -twenty ! 
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But  stocks  are  cowpet  wi'  the  blast, 
An'  now  the  sinn  keeks  in  the  west, 
Then  I  maun  rin  amang  the  rest 

An'  quat  my  chanter ; 
Sae  I  subscribe  mysel'  in  haste, 

Yours,  Kab  the  Ranter.* 


TO  THE  KEY.  JOHN  M'MATH, 

ENCLOSING  A  COPY  OF  "  HOLY  WILLIE'S  PRAYER,"  WHICH 
HE  HAD  REQUESTED. 

Sept  nth,  1785. 

[This  gentleman  was  assistant  to  Dr.  Peter  Wodrow,  parish  minister  of  Tar- 
bolton.  He  is  said  to  have  been  an  excellent  preacher,  although  of  the  New- 
Light  tendency;  but,  having  fallen  into  hypochondriacism,  he  became  dissipated, 
resigned  his  charge,  and  enlisted  as  a  common  soldier.  He  died  in  obscurity,  in 
the  Isle  of  Mull,  in  1825.  There  is  reference  made  in  this  poem,  as  well  as  that 
immediately  preceding,  to  those  "  profane  rhymes  "  of  Burns',  which  had  then 
been  freely  circulating  in  manuscript,  much  to  the  alarm  of  the  kirk-session  of 
Mauchline.  The  Twa  Herds,  and  even  Holy  Willie's  Prayer,  "with  a  certain 
description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  mer  with  a  roar  of  applause." 

The  Ettrick  Shepherd,  in  his  song,  The  Laird  of  Lamington,  has  parodied  one 
of  the  verses  of  this  epistle,  as  follows : — 

"  I  like  a  man  to  tak'  his  glass, — toast  his  friend  and  bonie  lass ; 
He  that  winna  is  an  ass — Deil  send  him  ane  to  gallop  on !  "J 

While  at  the  stook  the  shearers  cow'r 
To  shun  the  bitter  blaudin'  show'r, 
Or  in  gulravage  rinnin  scow'r  f 

To  pass  the  time, 
To  you  I  dedicate  the  hour 

In  idle  rhyme. 

My  musie,  tir'd  wi'  mony  a  sonnet 

On  gown,  an*  ban',  an'  douse  black  bonnet. 

Is  grown  right  eerie  now  she's  done  it, 

Lest  they  shou'd  blame  her. 
An'  rouse  their  holy  thunder  on  it. 

And  anathem  her. 

*  Bab  the  Ranter. — ^A  title  borrowed  from  the  popular  song  of  Maggie  Lauder. 
The  poet  concludes  his  Epistle  to  James  Tennant  (p.  217)  in  the  same  manner,— 
"  Sae  I  conclude,  and  quat  my  chanter, 
Yours,  saint  or  sinner,  Rab  the  Ranter." 
t  Gulravage. — ^Running  in  a  confused,  disorderly  manner,  like  bos^s  when 
leaving  schooL— CroTnei. 
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I  own  'twas  rash,  an'  rather  hardy, 
That  I,  a  simple,  country  bardie, 
Shou'd  meddle  wi'  a  pack  sae  sturdy, 

Wha,  if  they  ken  me. 
Can  easy,  wi'  a  single  wordie, 

Lowse  hell  upon  me. 

But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces. 
Their  sighin',  cantin',  grace-proud  faces, 
Their  three-mile  prayers,  an'  half-mile  graces, 

Their  raxin'  conscience, 
Whase  greed,  revenge,  an'  pride  disgraces 

Waur  nor  their  nonsense. 

There's  Gawn^  misca't  waur  than  a  beast, 
Wha  has  mair  honor  in  his  breast 
Than  mony  scores  as  gude's  the  priest 

Wha  sae  abus't  him. 
An'  may  a  bard  no'  crack  his  jest 

What  way  they've  use't  him  ? 

See  him,  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  gentleman  in  word  an'  deed,* 
An'  shall  his  fame  an'  honor  bleed 

By  worthless  skellums, 
An'  not  a  muse  erect  her  head 

To  CO  we  the  blellums  ? 

O  Pope !  had  I  thy  satire's  darts 
To  gie  the  rascals  their  deserts, 
I'd  rip  their  rotten,  hollow  hearts, 

An'  tell  aloud 
Their  jugglin'  hocus-pocus  arts 

To  cheat  the  crowd. 

God  knows,  I'm  no'  the  thing  I  shou'd  be. 
Nor  am  I  even  the  thing  I  cou'd  be. 
But  twenty  times,  I  rather  wou'd  be 

An  atheist  clean. 
Than  under  gospel  colours  hid  be. 

Just  for  a  screen. 


•  ThiB  couplet  is  also  used  in  the  Dedication  to  G.  H.,  page  98,  Vol.  I. 
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An  honest  man  may  like  a  glass, 
An  honest  man  may  like  a  lass, 
But  mean  revenge,  an'  malice  fause, 

He'll  still  disdain, 
An'  then  cry  zeal  for  gospel  laws. 

Like  some  we  ken. 

They  take  religion  in  their  mouth ; 
They  talk  o'  mercy,  grace,  an'  truth. 
For  what  ? — ^to  gie  their  mahce  skouth 

On  some  puir  wight. 
An'  hunt  him  down,  o'er  right  an'  ruth, 

To  ruin  straight. 

All  hail,  Religion !  maid  divine ! 
Pardon  a  muse  sae  mean  as  mine, 
Who  in  her  rough  imperfect  Hne, 

Thus  daurs  to  name  thee ; 
To  stigmatise  false  friends  of  thine 

Can  ne'er  defame  thee. 

Tho'  blotch't  an'  foul  wi'  mony  a  stain, 

An'  far  unworthy  of  thy  train. 

With  trembling  voice  I  tune  my  strain 

To  join  with  those 
Who  boldly  dare  thy  cause  maintain 

In  spite  of  foes  : 

In  spite  o'  crowds,  in  spite  o'  mobs, 
In  spite  of  undermining  jobs. 
In  spite  o'  dark  banditti  stabs 

At  worth  an'  merit. 
By  scoundrels,  even  wi'  holy  robes, 

But  helhsh  spirit. 

O  Ayr !  my  dear,  my  native  ground, 
Within  thy  presbyterial  bound 
A  candid  Ub'ral  band  is  found 

Of  pubHc  teachers, 
As  men,  as  Christians  too,  renown'd, 

An'  manly  preachers. 
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Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  nam'd ; 
Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  fam'd ; 
An'  some,  by  whom  your  doctrine's  blam'd 

(Which  gives  you  honor), 
Even,  sir,  by  them  your  heart's  esteem'd, 

An'  winning  manner. 

Pardon  this  freedom  I  have  ta'en, 
An'  if  impertinent  I've  been, 
Impute  it  not,  good  sir,  in  ane 

Whase  heart  ne'er  wrang'd  ye. 
But  to  his  utmost  would  befriend 

Ought  that  belang'd  ye. 


TO  QAYIN  HAMILTOIs^,  ESQ.,  MAUCHLINE. 
(recommending  a  boy.) 

Mosgaville^  Mmj  3,  1786. 


[This  off-hand  effusion  bears  its  own  date.  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton  had  bespoke 
the  services  of  one  of  the  poet's  servant  lads  who  was  about  to  leave  Mossgiel  at 
Whitsunday  following,  and  Burns  took  this  method  of  notifying  to  Hamilton 
that  a  certain  warld's  worm,  known  in  Mauchline  as  "  Maister  Tootle,"  aHas 
"  Laird  M'Gaun,"  was  endeavouring  to  get  the  callan  to  engage  with  him.  The 
reader  will  observe  that  in  some  lines  of  the  second  stanza  the  poet  imitates 
Goldsmith's  Madame  Blaize: — 

"  Her  love  was  sought,  I  do  aver,  by  twenty  beaux  and  more ; 
The  King  himself  has  followed  her — when  she  has  walked  before." 
Bums'  imitation  is — 

"  An'  gar  him  follow  to  the  kirk— aye  when  ye  gang  yoursel'." 

Laird  APGaun  is  characterised  as  a  "  snick-drawer,"  that  is,  a  cattle-dealer 
who  scrapes  away  from  a  cow's  horn  the  rings  or  marks  which  indicate  its  true 
age.  In  the  Address  to  the  Deil,  the  poet  terms  that  sable  patriarch  a  "  snick- 
drawing  dog.' '  It  may  console  the  Deil  to  be  informed  that  Dr.  Chalmers,  in  his 
" Daily  Scripture  Readings, "  applies  the  term,  "snick -drawer,"  to  old  Jacob, 
Avho  wrestled  and  prevailed  with  the  Almighty.^ 


I  HOLD  it,  sir,  my  bounden  duty 

To  warn  you  how  that  Master  Tootie, 

Ahas,  Laird  M'Gaun, 
Was  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 
'Bout  whom  ye  spak'  the  tither  day, 

An'  wad  hae  done't  aff  han' : 
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But  lest  he  learn  the  callan  tricks, 
As,  faith,  I  muckle  doubt  him, 
Like  scrapin'  out  auld  Crummie's  nicks, 
An'  tellin'  lies  about  them ; 
As  lief  then  I'd  have  then, 

Your  clerkship  he  should  sair. 
If  sae  be,  y©  may  be 
Not  fitted  other  where. 

Altho'  I  say't,  he's  gleg  enough. 

An'  'bout  a  house  that's  rude  an'  rough, 

The  boy  might  learn  to  swear; 
But  then  wi'  you  he'll  be  sae  taught. 
An'  get  sic  fair  example  straught, 

I  hae  na  ony  fear. 
Ye'U  catechize  him  every  quirk. 

An'  shore  him  weel  wi'  hell; 
An'  gar  him  follow  to  the  kii-k — 
— Aye  when  ye  gang  yourset. 
If  ye,  then,  maun  be,  then, 

Frae  hame  this  comin'  Friday ; 
Then  please,  sir,  to  lea'e,  sir, 
The  orders  wi'  your  lady. 

My  word  of  honor  I  hae  gi'en, 

In  Paisley  John's,  that  night  at  e'en. 

To  meet  the  warld's  worm ; 
To  try  to  get  the  twa  to  gree, 
An'  name  the  aides  an'  the  fee. 

In  legal  mode  an'  form : 
I  ken  he  weel  a  Snick  can  draw. 
When  simple  bodies  let  him ; 
An'  if  a  Devil  be  at  a'. 

In  faith  he's  sure  to  get  him. 
To  phrase  you,  an'  praise  you. 

Ye  ken  your  Laureat  scorns : 
The  pray'r  still,  you  share  still, 
Of  grateful  Minstrel  Burns. 
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TO  MR.  M^ADAM  OF  CRAIGEN-GILLAN, 

IN  ANSWER  TO   AN   OBLIGING   LETTER   HE   SENT  IN  THE 
COMMENCEMENT  OF  MY  POETIC  CAREER. 

[This  hasty  note,  addressed  to  one  of  his  early  patrons,  has  been  much  admired 
for  its  natural  ease,  and  skill  in  versLflcation  and  flowing  rhjnnes,  Cunningham 
tells  us  that  the  poet's  friend,  Woodburn,  was  factor  to  Graigen-Gillan,  hut  he 
forgets  to  tell  us  anything  about  Woodburn.  Prom  another  source,  we  learn 
that  Mr.  David  Woodburn  was  an  early  acquaintance  of  Burns,  who,  in  1786, 
presented  him  with  the  only  known  manuscript  copy  of  the  Jolly  Beggars — the 
same  copy  which  afterwards  passed  into  the  possession  of  Thomas  Stewart,  of 
Greenock  and  Glasgow;  and  by  him  was  given  to  the  world,  both  in  type  and 
In  facsimile  printing.] 


Sir,  o'er  a  gill,  I  gat  your  card, 

I  trow  it  made  me  proud ; 
'  See  wha  tak's  notice  o'  the  bard ! ' 

I  lap  and  cry'd  fu'  loud. 

Now  deil-ma-care  about  their  jaw, 
The  senseless,  gawky  million ; 

I'll  cock  my  nose  aboon  them  a', — 
I'm  roos'd  by  Craigen-Gillan ! 

'Twas  noble,  sir — 'twas  Hke  yoursel', 
To  grant  your  high  protection : 

A  great  man's  smile,  ye  ken  f u'  well, 
Is  ay  a  blest  infection ; — 

Tho',  by  his  banes,  wha  in  a  tub 
Match'd  Macedonian  Sandy!  * 

On  my  ain  legs,  thro'  dirt  and  dub, 
I  independent  stand  ay. 

And  when  those  legs  to  gude,  warm  kail, 
Wi'  welcome  canna  bear  me, 

A  lee  dyke-side,  a  sybow-tail. 
And  barley-scone,  shall  cheer  me. 

Heaven  spare  you  lang  to  kiss  the  breath 

0'  mony  flow'ry  simmers  ! 
And  bless  your  bonie  lasses  baith, — 

I'm  tauld  they're  lo'esome  kimmers! 


Diogenes. 


(    270  ) 


And  God  bless  young  Dunaskin's  laird, — 

The  blossom  of  our  gentry  ! 
And  may  he  wear  an  auld  man's  beard, 

A  credit  to  his  country. 


HER  FLOWINa  LOCKS. 

[The  heroine  of  this  sweet  double-stanza  is  not  known;  although  it  is  said  to  have 
been  composed  during  the  poet's  residence  at  Mossgiel.  According  to  Cromek's 
information,  Burns  one  day  had  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  ready  to  mount  his  horse 
to  ride  from  Ajrr  to  Mauchline,  when  a  young  lady  of  great  beauty  rode  up  to 
the  inn,  and  caused  some  refreshments  to  be  given  to  her  servants.  The  lines 
were  composed  on  the  spot,  merely  to  keep  so  much  loveliness  on  his  memory.] 

Her  flowing  locks — the  raven's  wing — 

Adown  her  neck  and  bosom  hing  ; 
How  sweet  unto  that  breast  to  chng, 

And  round  that  neck  entwine  her ! 
Her  lips  are  roses  wet  wi'  dew ! 

0  what  a  feast  her  bonie  mou' ! 
Her  cheeks  a  mair  celestial  hue, 

A  crimson  still  diviner ! 


LINES  UNDER  THE  PORTRAIT  OF  FERGUSSON. 

[These  lines  were  written  under  the  frontispiece-head  of  that  poet,  in  a  copy  of 
his  poems  presented  by  Burns  to  a  young  lady  in  Edinburgh,  and  dated  March 
19, 1787.   The  beautiful  couplet— 

"  0  thou  my  elder  brother  in  misfortune, 
By  far  my  elder  brother  in  the  muses" — 

has  passed  now  into  a  household  saying  among  poets — so  familiar  has  it  become 
by  oft  quotation.] 

Curse  on  ungrateful  man,  that  can  be  pleas'd, 
And  yet  can  starve  the  author  of  the  pleasure ! 
O  thou  my  elder  brother  in  misfortune, 
By  far  my  elder  brother  in  the  muses, 
With  tears  I  pity  thy  unhappy  fate ! 
Why  is  the  bard  unpitied  by  the  world, 
Yet  has  so  keen  a  rehsh  of  its  pleasures  ? 
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TO  WILLIAM  CREECH. 

[This  epistle  to  his  publisher,  then  on  a  visit  to  London,  was  hastily  penned 
in  the  inn  at  Selkirk,  on  Sunday,  13th  May,  17S7,  whither  he  and  his  fellow- 
tourist,  Ainslie,  had  been  driven,  by  "  stress  of  weather,"  away  from  a  con- 
templated ride  up  "the  braes  o'  Yarrow."  It  is  an  excellent  sample  of  his 
burlesque  manner,  but  without  the  finish  and  tenderness  of  "  Tarn  Samson's 
Elegy,"  which  it  somewhat  reminds  one  of.  The  only  bit  of  landscape  intro- 
duced is  very  exquisite,  and  happily  describes  the  progress  of  his  tour  during 
the  by-past  week  to  the  present  moment,  when  from  the  window  he  could  see— 
"Ettrick  banks  now  roaring  red,  while  tempests  blaw."] 

AuLD  chuckie  Reekie's  *  sair  distrest, 
Down  droops  her  ance  weel-burnish't  crest, 
Nae  joy  her  bonie  buskit  nest 

Can  yield  ava, 
Her  darling  bird  that  she  lo'es  best — 

Willie's  awa' ! 

0  Willie  was  a  witty  wight, 
And  had  o'  things  an  unco  slight ; 
Auld  Keekie  ay  he  keepit  tight, 

And  trig  an*  braw ; 
But  now  they'll  busk  her  like  a  fright — 

Willie's  awa' ! 

The  stiffest  o'  them  a'  he  bow'd. 
The  bauldest  o'  them  a'  he  cow'd ; 
They  durst  nae  mair  than  he  allow'd, 

That  was  a  law : 
WeVe  lost  a  birkie  weel  worth  gowd — 

Willie's  awa' ! 

Now  gawkies,  tawpies,  gowks,  and  fools, 
Frae  colleges  and  boarding-schools, 
May  sprout  like  simmer  puddock-stools 

In  glen  or  shaw ; 
He  wha  could  brush  them  down  to  mools, 

Wilhe's  awa' ! 


*  The  epithet,  Auld  Reekie,  is  said  to  have  been  first  applied  to  Edinburgh  by 
King  James  VI.,  on  beholding  it  from  the  Fife  coast  at  early  morning,  while 
the  citizens  were  lighting  their  fires.  The  term,  "chucltie,"  added  by  Burns, 
suggests  the  figure  of  the  maternal  h«n  and  chickens. 

P  S 
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The  brethern  o'  the  Commerce-Chaumer  * 
May  mourn  their  loss  wi'  doolf u'  clamour ; 
He  was  a  dictionar  and  grammar 

Amang  them  a' ; 
I  fear  they'll  now  mak'  mony  a  stammer — 

Willie's  awa' ! 

Nae  mair  we  see  his  levee  door 
Philosophers  and  poets  pour,f 
And  toothy  critics  by  the  score, 

In  bloody  raw ! 
The  adjutant  o'  a'  the  core, 

Willie's  awa'! 

Now  worthy  Gregory's  Latin  face, 
Tytler's  and  Greenfield's  modest  grace ; 
Mackenzie,  Stewart,  such  a  brace 

As  Rome  ne'er  saw ; 
They  a'  maun  meet  some  ither  place — 

WilUe's  awa' ! 

Poor  Burns — e'en  Scotch  drink  canna  quicken, 
He  cheeps  like  some  bewildered  chicken, 
Scar'd  frae  its  minnie  and  the  cleckin', 

By  hoodie-craw; 
Grief's  gien  his  heart  an  unco  kickin'- — 

Willie's  awa' ! 

Now  ev'ry  sour-mou'd,  girnin'  blellum. 
And  Calvin's  folk,  are  fit  to  fell  him ; 
And  self-conceited  critic  skellum 

His  quill  may  draw  ; 
He  wha  could  brawlie  ward  their  bellum, 

Willie's  awa' ! 

Up  wimpling,  stately  Tweed  I've  sped, 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  Ettrick  banks  now  roaring  red. 

While  tempests  blaw ; 
But  every  joy  and  pleasure's  fled — 

Willie's  awa' ! 

•  The  Chamber  of  Commerce,  Edinburgh,  of  which  Mr.  Creech  was  Secretary. 

t  Many  literary  gentlemen  were  accustomed  to  meet  at  Mr.  Creech's  house  at 
breakfast.  Burns  often  met  with  them  there  when  he  called,  and  hence  the 
name  of  Levee. 
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May  I  be  slander's  common  speech  — 
A  text  for  imfamy  to  preach, 
And,  lastly,  streekit  out  to  bleach 

In  winter  snaw. 
When  I  forget  thee,  Willie  Creech, 

Tho'  far  awa' ! 

May  never  wicked  fortune  touzle  him ! 
May  never  wicked  men  bamboozle  him ! 
Until  a  pow  as  auld's  Methusalem 

He  canty  claw ! 
Then  to  the  blessed  New  Jerusalem, 

Fleet  wing  awa' ! 


EPIGRAM 

ON    BEING   TOLD    THAT   THERE  WAS    FALSEHOOD   IN  THE 
REV.  DR.  B  'S  VERY  LOOKS. 

[The  recent  recovery  of  the  G-lenriddel  MS.  of  poems  by  Burns  has  corrected 
a  very  awkward  mistake  in  regard  to  this  severe  epigram.  The  annotators 
had  hitherto  assumed  that  Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  of  Edinburgh,  was  the  clergyman 
referred  to ;  but  the  poet  in  that  MS.  records  the  name  of  his  victim  to  be  "  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Babington."] 

That  there  is  falsehood  in  his  looks, 

I  must  and  will  deny  ; 
They  say  their  master  is  a  knave — 

And  sure  they  do  not  lie. 


EPIGRAM 

ON  A  SCHOOLMASTER  IN  CLEISH  PARISH,  FIFESHIRE. 

[At  page  323,  Vol.  I,,  is  given  a  song  which  seems  to  prove  that  Burns,  while 
resident  in  Edinburgh,  occasionally  crossed  the  Firth  to  see  the  Kingdom  of 
Fife,  The  present  epigram  may  have  resulted  from  one  of  such  visits.] 

Here  lie  Willie  M — hie's  banes, 

0  Satan  !  when  ye  tak'  him, 
Gie  him  the  schulin  o'  your  weans, 

For  clever  Deils  he'll  mak'  them. 
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EXTEMPORE  IN  THE  COURT  OF  SESSION. 

T  UNE —  GilliecranJcie. 

[Here  we  have  two  characteristio  sketches  taken  on  the  spot  by  the  poe.* 
during  his  stay  in  Edinburgh  in  1787.  A  visit  to  the  Parliament  House,  to 
witness  proceedings  in  our  supreme  courts,  is  one  of  those  treats  which  in- 
telligent visitors  to  the  metropolis  of  Scotland  are  unwilling  to  miss.  The  two 
leading  barristers  of  that  period  were  Sir  Harry  Erskine,  Dean  of  Faculty,  and 
Mr.  Hay  Campbell  (afterwards  Lord  President),  and  they  are  here  hit  off  to 
the  life.] 

LORD  ADVOCATE. 

He  clench'd  his  pamphlets  in  his  fist, 

He  quoted  and  he  hinted, 
Till,  in  a  declamation-mist, 

His  argument  he  tint  it : 
He  gaped  for 't,  he  graped  for 't 

He  f and  it  was  awa',  man ; 
But  what  his  common  sense  came  short. 

He  eked  it  out  wi'  law,  man. 

MK,  ERSKINE. 

Collected  Harry  stood  awee. 

Then  open'd  out  his  arm,  man ; 
His  lordship  sat,  wi'  ruefu*  e'e, 

And  ey'd  the  gathering  storm,  man: 
Like  wind-driv'n  hail,  it  did  assail, 

Or  torrents  owre  a  hnn,  man ; 
The  Bench  sae  wise,  lift  up  their  feyes, 

Half-wauken'd  wi'  the  din,  man. 


THERE'S  NAETHIN'  LIKE  THE  HONEST  NAPPY. 

[This  fragment  was  found  pencilled  in  the  poet's  Edinburgh  Commonplace 
Book.  It  is  impossible  to  say  when  it  was  composed;  but  at  page  108,  Vol.  I., 
the  reader  will  find  a  note  quoted  from  Cunningham,  in  which  it  is  asserted  thati 
these  two  verses  originally  formed  a  part  of  the  first  Epistle  to  Lapraik.} 

There's  naethin'  like  the  honest  nappy ! 
Whaur'll  ye  e'er  see  men  sae  happy. 
Or  women  sonsie,  saft,  an'  sappy, 

'Tween  morn  an'  morn. 
As  them  wha  like  to  taste  the  drappie 

In  glass  or  horn  f 
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I've  seen  me  daez't  upon  a  time ; 
I  scarce  could  wink  or  see  a  sty  me ; 
Just  ae  hauf-mutchkin  does  me  prime — 

Ought  less  is  little — 
Then  back  I  rattle  on  the  rhyme, — 

As  gleg's  a  whittle ! 


THE  BONIE  MOOR-HEN. 

[Although  there  is  evidence  that  this  song  was  composed  so  early  as  January, 
1788,  yet  it  was  neither  sent  to  Johnson  nor  Thomson,  but  picked  up  by  Oromek 
among  the  loose  MSS.  handed  to  him  by  Mrs.  Burns.  In  the  Clarinda 
Correspondence,  published  in  1843,  we  find  a  reference  to  this  production  in  one 
of  her  letters  dated  January  30th,  1788.  The  poet  had  sent  her  some  of  hia 
poems  to  read,  and  had  written  her  a  letter  on  the  subject  of  religion,  and  sha 
answers, — "  I  only  wish  the  world  saw  you  as  you  appear  in  your  letters  to  me. 
Why  did  you  send  forth  such  poems  as  the  Holy  Fair  ?  Had  Clarinda  known 
you,  she  would  have  held  you  in  her  arms  tUl  she  had  your  promise  to  suppress 
them.   Do  not  publish  the  '  Moor  Hen.'   Do  not,  for  your  sake,  and  for  mine." 

The  piece  is  written  on  the  model  of  a  hcentious  old  song,  to  which  the  follow- 
ing verse  belongs : — 

"  I  rede  ye  beware  o'  the  ripples,  young  man ; 
I  rede  ye  beware  o'  the  ripples,  young  man ; 
Though  music  be  pleasure,  tak'  music  in  measure. 
Or  sune  ye'U  want  wind  i'  your  whistle,  young  man."] 

The  heather  was  blooming,  the  meadows  were  mawn, 
Our  lads  gaed  a-hunting,  ae  day  at  the  dawn, 
O'er  moors  and  o'er  mosses,  and  mony  a  glen, 
At  length  they  discovered  a  bonie  moor-hen. 

CHORUS. 

/  7'ede  you  beware  at  the  hunting^  young  men ; 
I  rede  you  beware  at  the  hunting^  young  men  ; 
Tak"*  some  on  the  wing,  and  some  as  they  spring^ 
But  cannily  steal  on  a  bonie  moor-hen. 

Sweet  brushing  the  dew  from  the  brown  heather-bells, 
Her  colours  betray'd  her  on  yon  mossy  fells  ; 
Her  plumage  outlustred  the  pride  o'  the  spring, 
And  O  !  as  she  wanton'd  gay  on  the  wing. 
I  rede  you  beware^  ^c. 
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Auld  Phoebus  himsel',  as  he  peep'd  o'er  the  hill, 
In  spite,  at  her  plumage  attempted  his  skill : 
He  levell'd  his  rays  where  she  bask'd  on  the  brae — 
His  rays  were  outshone,  and  but  mark'd  where  she  lay 
/  rede  you  beware^  ^c. 

They  hunted  the  yalley,  they  hunted  the  hill. 
The  best  of  our  lads,  wi'  the  best  o'  their  skill ; 
But  still  as  the  fairest  she  sat  in  their  sight, 
Then,  whirr !  she  was  over,  a  mile  at  a  flight. 
I  rede  you  beware^  ^c, 

*  *  *  * 


SKETCH. 

[On  20th  January,  1789,  the  poet  enclosed  this  to  Professor  Dugald  Stewart, 
along  with  others  of  his  then  recently  composed  pieces.  This  he  describes  aa 
one  of  a  series  of  "fragments"  which  he  intends  ultimately  to  combine  in  a 
poem  to  be  called  Tlie  Poet's  Progress ;  and  he  adds, — "  This  particular  part  I  send 
you  merely  as  a  sample  of  my  hand  at  portrait-sketching ;  but,  lest  idle  con- 
jecture should  pretend  to  point  out  the  original,  please  to  let  it  be  for  your  single, 
sole  inspection." 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  from  the  poet's  remarks  regarding  Mr.  Creech  to 
another  correspondent,  that  the  publisher  of  his  Edinburgh  poems  really  waa 
the  subject  of  this  rather  ill-natured  sketch.  The  name  of  Mr.  Creech  stands  in 
the  Edinburgh  subscription  list  of  August,  1796,  for  £5  5s.,  while  the  name  of 
George  Thomson  (who  was  greatly  more  indebted  to  the  bard)  is  set  down  for 
£2  2s.] 

A  LITTLE,  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight^ 
And  still  his  precious  self  his  dear  dehght ; 
Who  loves  his  own  smart  shadow  in  the  streets, 
Better  than  e'er  the  fairest  she  he  meets. 
A  man  of  fashion  too,  he  made  his  tour, 
Learn'd  vive  la  bagatelle^  et  vive  V amour ; 
So  travell'd  monkeys  their  grimace  improve, 
Polish  their  grin — nay,  sigh  for  ladies'  love. 
Much  specious  lore,  but  little  understood ; — 
Yeneering  oft  outshines  the  soUd  wood : 
His  solid  sense — by  inches  you  must  tell. 
But  mete  his  cunning  by  the  old  Scots  ell ; 
His  meddling  vanity,  a  busy  fiend. 
Still  making  work  his  selfish  craft  must  mend. 
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AN  EXTEMPORANEOUS  EFFUSION 

ON  BEING  APPOINTED  TO  THE  EXCISE. 

[On  3rd  February,  1789,  the  poet  thus  wrote  from  Ellisland: — "  In  the  affair 
of  a  livelihood,  I  think  myself  tolerably  secure:  I  have  good  hopes  from  my 
farm,  but  should  they  fail,  I  have  an  excise  commission,  which,  on  my  simple 
petition,  will,  at  any  time,  procure  me  bread.  There  is  a  certain  stigma  affixed 
to  the  character  of  an  excise-officer,  but  I  do  not  pretend  to  borrow  honour  from 
my  profession ;  and,  though  my  salary  wiU  be  comparatively  small,  it  will  be 
luxury  to  any  thing  that  the  first  twenty-five  years  of  my  life  taught  me  to 
expect." 

_An  appointment  as  an  exciseman  seems  to  have  been  an  object  of  ambition 
with  Burns  from  his  very  early  years.  "When  only  eighteen  years  old  he  spent 
Bome  time  at  Kirkoswald,  a  seaport  noted  for  smugglers,  and  consequently  for 
excisemen,  and  at  a  noted  school  there  he  studied  mensuration,  surveying,  &c. 
In  1786,  shortly  after  the  publication  of  his  first  volume,  some  efforts  were  made 
by  his  friend  and  patrons  in  Ayr  to  procure  such  an  appointment  for  him,  and 
thus  obviate  the  necessity  of  going  abroad,  as  he  then  contemplated.  In  the 
autumn  of  1787,  his  trip  to  Harvieston  and  Ochtertyre  had  something  to  do  with 
the  excise  errand,  if  Kobert  Chambers'  conjectures  are  right.  About  the  end 
of  same  year  we  find  him  in  Edinburgh  a  frequent  visitor  at  the  house  of  Mr. 
Nimmo,  an  officer  of  excise,  who  resided  in  Alison  Square,  and  there,  by  the 
way,  he  first  met  Clarinda  In  January,  1788,  he  discusses  the  excise-idea  with 
Clarinda ;  and  on  17th  of  the  following  month  he  tells  Miss  Chalmers  in  a  letter 
that  he  has  "  entered  into  the  excise,"  and  he  adds, — "  I  stay  in  the  west  about 
three  weeks,  and  then  return  to  Edinburgh  for  six  weeks  instructions."  Not, 
however,  till  about  the  end  of  August,  1789,  did  he  actually  enter  on  his  duties ; 
so  we  may  be  pretty  certain  that  the  following  impromptu  was  uttered  at  that 
period.  On  the  18th  of  same  month,  his  second  son,  Francis  Wallace,  was  born ; 
the  second  year's  crop  from  his  farm  looked  discouraging,  and  "these  muvin' 
things  ca'd  wives  and  weans,"  impelled  him  to  look  out  for  some  certain  means 
of  subsistence  for  them.] 

Searching  anld  wives'  barrels 

Och-hon !  the  day ! 
That  clarty  barm  should  stain  my  laurels ; 

But — what'U  ye  say ! 
These  muvin'  things  ca'd  wives  and  weans 
Wad  muve  the  very  hearts  o'  stanes  ! 


TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDEL,  GLENRIDDEL. 

(extempore   LINES    ON   RETURNING   A  NEWSPAPER.) 

Ellisland^  Monday  Evening. 

[This  is  a  clever  note  of  thanks  to  his  kind  neighbour  of  the  Carse,  for  the  use 
of  a  newspaper.  It  is  quite  likely  that  the  metrical  letter  on  a  like  occasion, 
given  at  page  153,  was  addressed  to  the  same  gentleman.] 


Your  news  and  review,  sir, 

I've  read  through  and  through,  sir, 
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With  little  admiring  or  blaming : 

The  papers  are  barren 

Of  home-news  or  foreign- 
No  murders  or  rapes  worth  the  naming. 

Our  friends,  the  reviewers, 

Those  chippers  and  hewers, 
Are  judges  of  mortar  and  stone,  sir ;  . 

But  of  meet,  or  unmeet, 

In  a  fabric  complete, 
I'll  boldly  pronounce  they  are  none,  sir. 

My  goose-quill  too  rude  is. 

To  tell  all  your  goodness 
Bestow'd  on  your  servant,  the  Poet ; 

Would  to  God  I  had  one 

Like  a  beam  of  the  sun, 
And  then  all  the  world,  sir,  should  know  it  I 


ELEGY  ON  PEG  NICHOLSON. 

[This  animal  belonged  to  Mr.  William  Nicol  of  the  High  School,  Edinburgh. 
Some  horse-couper  had  imposed  on  the  dominie,  and  palmed  a  wretched  mars 
on  him  at  an  extravagant  price ;  and  the  poor  brute,  who  soon  began  to  exhibit 
her  ailments,  was  placed  on  the  poet's  farm  to  be  nursed,  and  thereafter  sold  for 
the  best  price  she  could  bring.  Burns,  on  February  9th,  1790,  announced  her 
death  in  a  most  humorous  letter  to  Nicol,  and  appended  the  present  ballad  by 
way  of  Drigie.  The  "priest  who  rode  her  sair  "  was  no  other  than  Nicol  him- 
self, who  had  been  bred  to  holy  orders,  but  took  an  early  dislike  to  the  calling. 
The  farm-servants  at  Ellisland  had  christened  the  mare  Peg  Nicholson — ^the  name 
of  a  disloyal  fanatic  who  had  attempted  to  shoot  the  king.] 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

As  ever  trode  on  airn ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  past  the  mouth  o'  Cairn. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

And  rode  thro'  thick  and  thin ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  wanting  even  the  skin. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare. 

And  ance  she  bore  a  priest ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

For  Solway  fish  a  feast. 


(    279  ) 


Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
And  the  priest  he  rode  her  sair  : 

And  much  oppressed  and  bruised  she  was, 
As  priest-rid  cattle  are. 


TO  MR.  MAXWELL  OF  TERRAUGHTY, 

ON  HIS  BIRTHDAY. 

[John  Maxwell,  Esq.,  of  Terraughty  and  Munches,  was  a  leading  man  in 
Dumfriesshire,  and  a  lineal  descendant  of  Lord  Herris,  who  fought  for  Mary, 
Queen  of  Scots,  at  Langside.  He  appears  to  have  been  71  years  old  when  thus 
addressed  by  Burns,  who  uses  the  poet's  license  as  a  prophet,  to  foretell  that 
Heaven  will  yet  bestow  on  him  a  life-tack  of  "  seven  times  seven  "  years — we 

E resume  in  addition  to  the  71  already  past,  which  would  bring  him  to  120!  Mr. 
[axwell  died  in  1814 ;  bo  that  he  must  have  reached  the  patriarchal  age  of  94.] 

Health  to  the  Maxwells'  vet'ran  chief ! 
Health,  ay  unsour'd  by  care  or  grief ; 
Inspir'd,  I  turn'd  Fate's  sybil  leaf, 

This  natal  morn, 
I  see  thy  life  is  stuff  o'  prief, 

Scarce  yet  half  worn. 

This  day  thou  metes  threescore  eleven, 
And  I  can  tell  that  bounteous  Heaven 
(The  second  sight,  ye  ken,  is  given 

To  ilka  Poet) 
On  thee  a  tack  o'  seven  times  seven 

Will  yet  bestow  it. 

If  envious  buckles  view  wi'  sorrow 

Thy  lengthen'd  days  on  this  blest  morrow, 

May  desolation's  lang-teeth'd  harrow, 

Nine  miles  an  hour. 
Rake  them,  like  Sodom  and  Gomorrah, 

In  brunstane  stoure. 

But  for  thy  friends,  and  they  are  mony — 
Baith  honest  men  and  lasses  bonie — 
May  couthie  fortune,  kind  and  cannie. 

In  social  glee, 
Wi  mornings  blythe  and  e'enings  funny, 

Bless  them  and  thee ! 
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Fareweel,  auld  birkie !  Lord  be  near  ye, 
And  then  the  Deil  he  daurna  steer  ye : 
Your  friends  ay  love,  your  f aes  ay  fear  ye ; 

For  me,  shame  fa'  me. 
If  neist  my  heart  I  dinna  wear  ye 

While  Burns  they  ca'  me. 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEM  THAT'S  AW  A'. 

[The  breaking  out  of  the  French  Eevolution  in  1792,  aroused  in  this  and  other 
countries  a  sympathetic  longing  after  liberty,  which,  under  judicious  guidance, 
is  the  proper  mainspring  of  national  greatness.  A  number  of  Societies  arose 
both  in  Scotland  and  England,  taking  the  name  of  "  Friends  of  the  People," 
which  soon  caused  serious  alarm  to  Pitt's  government.  It  does  not  appear  that 
Burns  identified  himself  with  any  of  these  societies ;  but  we  know  that  he  was 
a  subscriber  to  the  Edinburgh  Gazetteer — a  publication  which  was  looked  on  with 
suspicion,  for  advocating  the  reforming  views  then  in  agitation  all  around.  The 
following  song — found  among  the  poet's  papers  after  his  death — appears  to  have 
been  thrown  off  by  him  about  this  period  to  compliment  the  reform  leaders  in 
the  House  of  Commons..  Oromek's  version  is  fragmentary ;  but  we  give  the 
complete  song  as  printed  in  the  Scots  Magazine  for  January,  1818,  from  an  original 
MS.,  delivered  by  Burns  to  one  of  his  friends.] 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa'. 

And  wha  winna  wish  gude  luck  to  our  cause, 

May  never  gude  luck  be  their  fa' ! 

It's  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise, 

It's  gude  to  be  honest  and  true. 

It's  gude  to  support  Caledonia's  cause, 

And  bide  by  the  buff  and  the  blue. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa'. 

Here's  a  health  to  Charlie  *  the  chief  o'  the  clan, 

Altho'  that  his  band  be  sma'. 

May  Liberty  meet  wi'  success ! 

May  Prudence  protect  her  frae  evil ! 

May  tyrants  and  tyranny  tine  in  the  mist. 

And  wander  their  way.  to  the  devil. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa'. 

Here's  a  health  to  Tammie,  the  Norland  laddie,f 

That  hves  at  the  lug  o'  the  law ! 

*  Charles  James  Fox.    The  buff  and  blue  was  the  Whig  livery. 
\  Hon.  Thomas  Erskine,  afterwards  Lord  Erskine. 
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I    Here's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  read, 
Here's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  write ! 
There's  nane  ever  feared  that  the  truth  should  be  heard, 
But  they  wham  the  truth  wad  indite. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa', 
An'  here's  to  them  that's  awa', 

Here's  Maitland  and  Wycombe,  let  wha  does  na  like  'em. 

Be  built  in  a  hole  o'  the  wa' ! 

Here's  timmer  that's  red  at  the  heart, 

Here's  fruit  that  is  sound  at  the  core ;  ^ 

May  he  that  would  turn  the  buff  and  blue  coat, 

Be  turned  to  the  back  o'  the  door.* 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa'. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa'. 

Here's  Chieftain  M'Leod,  a  Chieftain  worth  gowd,f 

Tho'  bred  amang  mountains  o'  snaw ! 

Here's  friends  on  both  sides  of  the  Forth, 

And  friends  on  both  sides  of  the  Tweed  ; 

And  wha  wad  betray  old  Albion's  rights. 

May  they  never  eat  of  her  bread !  ) 


ADDRESS  TO  GENERAL  DUMOURIER. 


[Dumourier  deserted  the  army  of  the  French  Kepublic,  on  April  6,  1793,  aftei 
having  gained  some  great  victories.  This  effusion,  in  the  form  of  a  parody  on 
^Mn  Adair,  is  said  to  have  been  uttered  almost  extemporaneously  by  the  poet, 
on  overhearing  some  one  expressing  joy  over  the  event] 


You're  welcome  to  Despots,  Dumourier ; 
You're  welcome  to  Despots,  Dumourier. 
How  does  Dampiere  do  ? 
Aye,  and  Bournonville  too  ? 

Why  did  they  not  come  along  with  you,  Dumourier  ? 

I  will  fight  France  with  you,  Dumourier; 

I  will  fight  France  with  you,  Dumourier; 

I  will  fight  France  with  you, 

I  will  take  my  chance  with  you ; 

By  my  soul,  I'll  dance  a  dance  with  you,  Dumourier. 

*  This  verse  has  been  omitted  in  all  former  editions  of  the  poet 
t  M'Leod  of  Dun  vegan,  a  great  Liberal  of  the  day. 
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Then  let  us  fight  about,  Dumourier; 

Then  let  us  fight  about,  Dumourier; 

Then  let  us  fight  about, 

*Till  freedom's  spark  is  out, 

Then  we'll  be  damned  no  doubt — Dumourier. 


FRAGMENT  ON  LIBERTY  * 

[In  September,  1793,  Bruce's  Address  was  composed,  and  in  June  of  the  follow- 
ing year  the  present  fragment  on  his  cherished  theme  was  produced.  On  the 
25th  of  that  month,  he  enclosed  the  lines  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  with  these  remarks : 
—"I  am  just  going  to  trouble  your  critical  patience  with  the  first  sketch  of  a 
Btanza  I  have  been  framing  as  I  passed  along  the  road.  The  subject  is  Liberty  : 
you  know,  my  honoured  friend,  how  dear  the  theme  is  to  me,  I  design  it  as 
an  irregular  ode  for  General  Washington's  birthday.  After  having  mentioned 
the  degeneracy  of  other  kingdoms,  I  come  to  Scotland,  thus :  "]— 

Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among. 
Thee,  famed  for  martial  deed  and  sacred  song, 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes  ; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled  ? 
Iramingled  with  the  mighty  dead?  - 

Beneath  that  hallowed  turf  where  Wallace  lies ! 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death  ! 

Ye  babbling  winds,  in  silence  sweep ; 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep, 
Nor  give  the  coward-secret  breath. 

Is  this  the  power  in  Freedom's  war 

That  wont  to  bid  the  battle  rage  ? 
Behold  that  eye  which  shot  immortal  hate. 

Blasting  the  despot's  proudest  bearing — 
That  arm  which,  nerved  with  thundering  fate. 

Crushed  usurpation's  boldest  daring  : 
One  quenched  in  darkness,  like  the  sinking  star. 

And  one — the  palsied  arm  of  tottering,  powerless  age. 

*  Unimportant  as  this  little  effusion  may  appear,  it  has  been  rendered  still 
less  interesting  by  the  carelessness  of  editors  in  misplacing  lines,  altering  words, 
and  disregarding  the  author's  own  structure  of  the  verses.  The  slightest 
examination  of  the  rhymes  and  sense  of  the  last  eight  lines  will  shew  that  these 
form  a  distinct  stanza  from  that  of  the  ten  lines  preceding.  From  Cromek's 
time  downwards,  we  here  read  of  the  eye  that  crushes,  and  the  arm  that  braves! 
Dr.  Chambers,  in  order  to  escape  this  inaccuracy,  tried  to  mend  matters  in  his 
last  edition,  but  made  them  worse  by  transposing  the  third-last  and  fifth-last 
lines;  whereas,  all  that  was  requisite  to  restore  the  author's  sense,  was  to 
transpose  the  opening  words  of  these  lines,  as  in  the  text. 
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THE  'LOYAL  NATIVES/ 

[A  Olub  of  young  men  in  Dumfries  existed  in  1794,  who  adopted  this  title  to 
shew  their  regard  for  the  dominant  party  in  government,  and  their  detestation 
of  republicanism.  The  following  impromptu  was  administered  by  Burns,  as  a 
reply  and  rebuke  to  them  for  having  ventured  to  address  the  poet  and  a  few 
habitual  associates,  in  a  wretched  quatrain,  wherein  they  are  styled  "  Sons  of 
Sedition,"  and  consigned  to  hell  for  their  sentiments.] 

Ye  true  '  Loyal  Natives/  attend  to  my  song, 
In  uproar  and  riot  rejoice  the  night  long  ; 
From  env?/  and  hatred  your  corps  is  exempt ; 
But  where  is  your  shield  from  the  darts  of  contempt  ? 


EPIGRAMS  ON  THE  EARL  OF  GALLOWAY. 

[We  learn  from  Mr.  Syme's  lively  account  of  the  poet's  tour  along  with  him 
through  Galloway,  in  July,  1793,  that  one  at  least  of  these  epigrams  was  uttered 
in  the  course  of  that  excursion.  The  Earl  was  one  of  Burns'  favourite  aversions ; 
and  on  his  beautiful  seat  being  pointed  out,  the  poet,  according  to  Mr.  SjTue, 
"expectorated  his  spleen,  and  regained  a  most  agreeable  temper."] 

What  dost  thou  in  that  mansion  fair  ? 

Flit,  Galloway,  and  find 
Some  narrow,  dirty,  dungeon  cave, 

The  picture  of  thy  mind ! 


No  Stewart  art  thou,  Galloway — 
The  Stewarts  all  were  brave ; 

Besides,  the  Stewarts  were  hut  fools, 
Not  one  of  them  a  knave. 


Bright  ran  thy  line,  0  Galloway 
Thro'  many  a  far-fam'd  fire ! 

So  ran  the  far-fam'd  Roman  way — 
So  ended — in  a  mire. 
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TO  THE  SAME, 
ON  BEING  THREATENED  WITH  THE  EARL*S  RESENTMENT. 

Spare  me  thy  vengeance,  Galloway, 

In  quiet  let  me  live  : 
I  ask  no  kindness  at  thy  hand — 

For  thou  hast  none  to  give. 


THE  DEAN  OF  FACULTY. 

A  NEW  BALLAD. 

[Towards  the  close  of  1795,  a  bad  harvest  and  other  causes,  contributed  to 
create  much  popular  discontent,  and  annoyance  to  the  ministry.  A  public 
meeting  was  held  in  the  Adelphi  Theatre  in  Edinburgh,  at  which  the  Hon. 
Harry  Erskine,  Dean  of  Faculty  presided:  this  gave  great  offence  to  the  Tory 
majority  in  the  Parliament  House,  and  it  was  resolved  to  set  up  a  Tory  candi- 
date for  the  office  of  "  Dean  "  at  the  next  election,  and  outvote  the  supporters 
Df  the  Whig  favourite.  This  election  took  place  on  12th  January,  1796,  when 
Robert  Dundas  of  Amiston — ^by  a  large  majority — supplanted  the  reigning 
favourite.  Burns  could  not  hear  of  the  degradation  of  his  old  friend  and  putron, 
without  giving  vent  to  his  feelings,  which  he  did  in  the  following  song  :}— 

Dire  was  the  hate  at  old  Harlaw, 

That  Scot  to  Scot  did  carry ; 
And  dire  the  discord  Langside  saw. 

For  beauteous,  hapless  Mary  : 
But  Scot  with  Scot  ne'er  met  so  hot. 

Or  were  more  in  fury  seen,  sir, 
Than  'twixt  ^TaZ  and  Boh  for  the  famous  job — 

Who  should  be  Faculty's  Dean^  sir. 

This  Hal  for  genius,  wit,  and  lore. 

Among  the  first  was  number'd ; 
But  pious  Boh^  'mid  learning's  store. 

Commandment  tenth  remember'd. 
Yet  simple  Boh  the  victory  got, 

And  wan  his  heart's  desire ; 
Which  shews  that  heaven  can  boil  the  pot, 

Though  the  devil  p — s  in  the  fire. 

Squire  Hal^  besides,  had  in  this  case, 

Pretensions  rather  brassy, — 
For  talents  to  deserve  a  place 

Are  qualifications  saucy ; 
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So  their  worships  of  the  Faculty, 
Quite  sick  of  merit's  rudeness, 

Chose  one  who  should  owe  it  all,  d'ye  see, 
To  their  gratis  grace  and  goodness. 

As  once  on  Pisgah  purg'd  was  the  sight 

Of  a  son  of  Circumcision, 
So  may  be,  on  this  Pisgah  height, 

Bob's  purblind,  mental  vision  : 
Nay,  Bobby's  mouth  may  be  open'd  yet. 

Till  for  eloquence  you  hail  him, 
And  swear  he  has  the  angel  met 

That  met  the  ass  of  Balaam. 

[In  your  heretic  sins  may  you  Uve,  and  die, 

Ye  heretic  Eight-and-Thirty ! 
But  accept,  ye  sublime  Majority, 

My  congratulations  hearty. 
With  your  Honours  and  a  certain  King, 

In  your  servants  this  is  striking — 
The  more  incapacity  they  bring. 

The  more  they're  to  your  hking.]  * 


AMANG  THE  TREES. 
Tune — The  King  o'  France^  he  rade  a  race, 

[This,  and  the  two  following  fragments,  were  found  among  the  poet's  papers 
after  his  death.  The  "  yell  o'  foreign  squeels  "  mentioned  in  the  song,  seems 
to  refer  to  the  encouragement  given  in  fashionable  society  to  Italian,  French, 
and  German  music,  to  the  prejudice  of  that  of  our  own  nation.  The  allusion  in 
the  last  four  lines,  is  to  James  I.  of  Scotland,  a  royal  poet  and  musician,  whose 
spirit,  our  bard  tells  us,  had  entered  into  and  animated  "a  fiddler  in  the  north" 
— thereby  meaning  Neil  Gow,  whose  strathspeys  and  reels  dang  the  Italians 
"  tapsalteerie,  0 !  "] 

Amang  the  trees,  where  humming  bees 

At  buds  and  flowers  were  hinging,  O 
Auld  Caledon'  drew  out  her  drone. 

And  to  her  pipe  was  singing,  0 : 
'Twas  pibroch,  sang,  strathspey,  or  reels. 

She  dirl'd  them  aff  fu'  clearly,  0  ; 
When  there  cam'  a  yell  o'  foreign  squeels. 

That  dang  her  tapsalteerie,  0  ! 


*  This  verse,  unknown  to  Oromek,  was  printed  from  the  poet's  own  MS,,  so 
lately  as  in  1842.  by  the  son  of  Allan  Cunningham. 
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Their  capon  craws,  and  queer  ha,  ha's ! 

They  made  our  lugs  grow  eerie,  O ; 
The  hungry  bike  did  scrape  and  pike 

Till  we  were  wae  and  wearie,  0  : 
But  a  royal  ghaist  wha  ance  was  cas'd 

A  prisoner  aughteen  year  awa', 
He  fir'd  a  fiddler  in  the  north. 

That  dang  them  tapsalteerie,  0 ! 
«  «  «  * 


A  BOTTLE  AND  A  FRIEND. 

[Gilbert  Bums,  in  a  letter  to  Oromek,  dated  February,  1809,  expressed  hia 
opinion  that  these  lines  are  not  by  his  brother.  They  are,  nevertheless,  given 
here,  with  the  addition  of  a  chorus  not  generally  printed  along  with  them.] 

CHORUS. 

Therms  nane  thafs  blest  of  human  kind, 
But  the  cheerful  and  the  gay,  man, 
Fal  lal,  ^c. 

Here's  a  bottle  and  an  honest  friend ! 

What  wad  ye  wish  for  mair,  man  ? 
Wha  kens,  before  his  life  may  end, 

What  his  share  may  be  o'  care,  man  I 
Then  catch  the  moments  as  they  fly, 

And  use  them  as  ye  ought,  man ; 
Beheve  me,  happiness  is  shy, 

And  comes  not  ay  when  sought,  man. 
There's  nane,  ^c. 


THE  MERRY  PLOUGHMAN. 

[Although  this  double  stanza  exists  in  Bums'  own  writing,  his  brother,  Gilbert, 
assured  Oromek  that  the  little  song  was  sung  by  every  ploughman  and  plough- 
man's mistress  in  Ayrshire,  before  the  poet  was  born.] 

As  I  was  a-wand'ring  ae  morning  in  spring, 
I  heard  a  young  ploughman  sao  sweetly  to  sing : 
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And  as  he  was  singin',  tMr  words  he  did  say ; 
There's  nae  life  like  the  ploughman  in  the  month  o'  sweet 
May. 

The  lav'rock,  in  the  morning  she'll  rise  frae  her  nest, 
And  mount  to  the  air  wi'  the  dew  on  her  breast ; 
And  wi'  the  merry  ploughman  she'll  whistle  and  sing, 
And  at  night  she'll  return  to  her  nest  back  again. 


TO  THEE,  LOY'D  NITH. 
Tune — Marianas  Dream. 

[There  can  be  no  doubt,  from  a  reference  to  this  song  in  one  of  the  poet's  un- 
dated notes  to  Mrs.  Maria  Eiddel,  that  it  is  chiefly  the  composition  of  that  lady. 
Internal  evidence  proves  the  date  of  the  note  to  be  about  January,  1795.  He  was 
then,  during  the  illness  of  his  supervisor,  doing  duty  for  him,  as  well  as  attend- 
ing to  his  own :  the  poet  tells  her  he  will  "  in  a  week  or  two  again  return  to  his 
wonted  leisure,  and  he  will  then  pay  that  attention  to  Mrs.  R.'s  beautiful  song, 
To  thee,  lov'd  Nith,  which  it  so  well  deserves." 

Bobert  Chambers,  who,  in  his  biography  of  the  poet,  seems  very  anxious  to 
make  out  a  case  of  complete  reconcilement  between  the  friends — estranged  since 
January,  1794  (see  note,  p.  69) — regards  this  song  as  a  fresh  poetical  expression 
of  her  forgiving  disposition  towards  her  ungallant  lampooner,  whom  she  asked 
to  criticise  and  correct  her  performance,  thus  contriving  "  that  Burns  should 
in  the  way  of  his  art,  help  to  polish  the  shaft  of  tender  reproach  aimed  at  his 
own  bosom." 

Mrs.  Riddle's  song,  consisting  of  three  double-stanzas,  has  been  printed  in 
full  by  some  of  Burns'  editors.  We  give  only  the  first  verse  in  our  text :  the 
sixth  line  is  disfigured  by  a  false  rhyme,  which  Burns  corrected  as  follows : — 

"  I  love  thee,  Nith,  thy  banks  and  braes. 
Though  there  Remembrance  wakes  the  tear; 
For  there  he  rov'd  that  brake  my  heart, 
Yet  to  that  heart,  ah,  still  how  dear ! " 

The  correction  is  given  by  Cunningham,  from  a  MS.  of  the  poet.  We  give,  also, 
an  additional  verse  from  Thomson's  collection — in  all  likelihood,  appended  oy 
Burns,  for  its  quality  seems  to  excel  the  other  stanzas 

"  Ye  shades  that  echoed  to  his  vows. 

And  saw  me  once  supremely  blest; 
Oh,  yield  me  now  a  peaceful  grave. 

And  give  a  love-lorn  maiden  rest ! 
And  should  the  false  one  hither  stray, 

No  vengeful  Spirit  bid  him  fear ; 
But  tell  him,  though  he  broke  my  heart, 

Yet  to  that  heart  he  still  was  dear  I "] 

To  thee,  lov'd  Nith,  thy  gladsome  plains, 
Where  late  with  careless  thought  I  rang'd, 

Though  prest  with  care  and  sunk  in  woe. 
To  thee  I  bring  a  heart  unchang'd. 


V 


T 
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I  love  thee,  Nith,  thy  banks  and  braes, 
Though  Memory  there  my  bosom  tear  ; 

For  there  he  rov'd  that  broke  my  heart, 
Yet  to  that  heart,  ah !  still  how  dear. 


TO  THE  OWL. 

(By  John  W'Greddie.) 

[Mr.  Cromek  considered  these  verses  to  have  been  written  by  Burns,  notwith- 
standing the  poet  attributed  them  to  "John  M'Oreddie,"  a  person  quite  unknown. 
Upwards  of  sixty  years  have  elapsed  since  Cromek  printed  this  piece,  "  found 
among  the  poet's  MSS.  in  his  own  handwriting  with  occasional  interlineations, 
such  as  occur  in  all  his  primitive  effusions,"  and  no  one  has  come  forward  to 
claim  the  poem,  or  give  any  information  as  to  its  nominal  author.] 

Sad  bh*d  of  night,  what  sorrow  calls  thee  forth, 
To  vent  thy  plaints  thus  in  the  midnight  hour  ? 

Is  it  some  blast  that  gathers  in  the  north, 
Threatening  to  nip  the  verdure  of  thy  bow'r  ? 

Is  it,  sad  owl,  that  autumn  strips  the  shade, 
And  leaves  thee  here,  unshelter'd  and  forlorn? 

Or  fear  that  winter  will  thy  nest  invade  ? 
Or  friendless  melancholy  bids  thee  mourn  ? 

Shut  out,  lone  bird,  from  all  the  feather'd  train. 
To  tell  thy  sorrows  to  th'  unheeding  gloom ; 

No  friend  to  pity  when  thou  dost  complain, 
Grief  all  thy  thought,  and  solitude  thy  home. 

Sing  on,  sad  mourner !  I  will  bless  thy  strain. 
And  pleas'd  in  sorrow  listen  to  thy  song : 

Sing  on,  sad  mourner  !  to  the  night  complain, 
W  hile  the  lone  echo  wafts  thy  notes  along. 

Is  beauty  less,  when  down  the  glowing  cheek 
Sad,  piteous  tears  in  native  sorrows  fall  ? 

Less  kind  the  heart  when  anguish  bids  it  break  ? 
Less  happy  he  who  lists  to  pity's  call? 

Ah  no,  sad  owl !  nor  is  thy  voice  less  sweet. 
That  sadness  tunes  it,  and  that  grief  is  there ; 

That  spring's  gay  notes,  unskill'd,  thou  canst  repeat; 
That  sorrow  bids  thee  to  the  gloom  repair  j 
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Nor  that  the  treble  songsters  of  the  day, 

Are  quite  estranged,  sad  bird  of  night,  from  thee ; 

Nor  that  the  thrush  deserts  the  evening  spray, 
When  darkness  calls  thee  from  thy  reverie. 

From  some  old  tow'r,  thy  melancholy  dome, 
While  the  gray  v^alls  and  desert  solitudes 

Return  each  note,  responsive  to  the  gloom 
Of  ivied  coverts  and  surrounding  woods ; 

There  hooting ;  I  will  list  more  pleas'd  to  thee, 

Than  ever  lover  to  the  nightingale  ; 
Or  drooping  wretch  oppress'd  with  misery, 

Lending  his  ear  to  some  condoling  tale. 


THE  TOWELS. 

A  TALE. 

[This,  although  found  in  the  poet's  handwriting  among  his  papers,  cannot  I  e 
ascertained  as  his.  Some  of  his  rhyming  friends  were  in  the  habit  of  submitting 
their  verses  to  him  for  his  corrections,  and  in  such  cases,  he  sometimes  tran- 
scribed the  whole  piece,  inserting  his  own  improvements  as  he  proceeded;  so 
that  the  existence  of  verses  in  his  MS.,  is  a  very  inadequate  test  of  their  author 
Bhip.] 

'TwAS  where  the  birch  and  sounding  thong  are  ply'd, 

The  noisy  domicile  of  pedant  pride ; 

Where  ignorance  her  darkening  vapour  throws, 

And  cruelty  directs  the  thickening  blows ; 

Upon  a  time,  Sir  A  B  C  the  great. 

In  all  his  pedagogic  powers  elate, 

His  awful  chair  of  state  resolves  to  mount, 

And  call  the  trembling  vowels  to  account. — 

First  enter' d  A,  a  grave,  broad,  solemn  wight. 
But,  ah !  deform'd,  dishonest  to  the  sight ! 
His  twisted  head  look'd  backward  on  his  way. 
And  flagrant  from  the  scourge  he  grunted,  ail 

Reluctant,  E  stalk'd  in ;  a  piteous  case. 
The  justling  tears  ran  down  his  honest  face! 


(    290  ) 


That  name,  that  well-worn  name,  and  all  his  own, 
Pale,  he  surrenders  at  the  tyrant's  throne ! 
The  Pedant  stifles  keen  the  Roman  sound 
Not  all  his  mongrel  diphthongs  can  compound ; 
And  next  the  title  following  close  behind. 
He  to  the  nameless,  ghastly  wretch  assign'd. 

The  cobweb'd  gothic  dome  resounded,  Y ! 
In  sullen  vengeance,  I,  disdain'd  reply  : 
The  Pedant  swung  his  felon  cudgel  round, 
And  knock'd  the  groaning  vowel  to  the  ground ! 

In  rueful  apprehension  enter'd  0, 

The  wailing  minstrel  of  despairing  woe ; 

Th'  Inquisitor  of  Spain  the  most  expert. 

Might  there  have  learnt  new  mysteries  of  his  art : 

So  grim,  deform'd,  with  horrors  entering,  U, 

His  dearest  friend  and  brother  scarcely  knew! 

As  trembhng  U  stood  staring  all  aghast, 
The  pedant  in  his  left  hand  clutch'd  him  fast, 
In  helpless  infants'  tears  he  dipp'd  his  right, 
Baptiz'd  him  eu^  and  kick'd  him  from  his  sight. 


HUGHIE  GRAHAM. 

[It  is  not  generally  known  that  this  fine  ballad,  which  obtained  a  prominent 
place  in  Sir  Walter  Scott's  Minstrelsy  of  the  Scottish  Border,  as  also  "  The  Loch- 
maben  Harper,"  were  among  those  picked  up  by  Burns,  whose  versions  are 
certainly  superior  to  those  given  by  Scott. 

Cromek  assures  us  that  two  verses  of  Hughie  Oraham  are  wholly  by  Burns, 
and  that  his  corrections  are  visible  in  some  othei-s.  The  following  seem  to  b^ 
the  stanzas  he  refers  to :] — 

O  LowsE  my  right  hand  free,  he  says. 
And  put  my  braid  sword  in  the  same ; 

He's  no'  in  Stirling  toun  this  day, 
Dare  tell  the  tale  to  Hughie  Graham. 

They've  ta'en  him  to  the  gallows-knowc, — 

He  looket  to  the  gallows-tree  ; 
Yet  never  the  colour  left  his  cheek, 

Nor  ever  did  he  blink  his  e'e. 
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0  baud  your  tongue,  my  father  dear, 
And  wi'  your  weeping  let  it  be ; 

Thy  weeping's  sairer  on  my  heart, 
Than  a'  that  they  can  do  to  me. 

And  ye  may  tell  my  kith  and  kin, 
I  never  did  disgrace  their  bluid ; 

And  when  they  meet  the  bishop's  cloak 
To  mak'  it  shorter  by  the  huid.* 


CLOSINa  NOTE  ON  CEOMEK'S  'RELIQUES.' 

This  enthusiastic  Englishman,  and  devoted  admirer  of  the  Scottish  bard, 
encouraged  by  the  success  of  the  Reliques,  lost  no  time  in  setting  about  the  pre- 
paration of  two  other  contributions  to  Scottish  literature.  These  he  produced 
in  ISIO:  the  one  entitled,  "Eemains  of  Nithsdale  and  Galloway  Song,"  the 
other,  "Select  Scottish  Songs,  ancient  and  modern,  with  Critical  Observations 
and  Biographical  Notices.  By  Eobert  Burns."  The  former  of  these  is  now 
only  remarkable  as  having  been  the  medium  of  publishing  a  series  of  bare- 
faced impostures,  by  Allan  Cunningham,  in  the  form  of  pretended  "  remains  " 
of  old  song,  which  he  contrived  to  palm  on  the  credulous  collector,  as  being  the 
real  ore  of  antiquity,  but  which  the  public  was  too  discerning  to  believe  in. 
The  other  work  (in  two  vols.)  is  composed  of  a  judicious  selection  from  the 
songs  in  Johnson's  Mtiseum,  with  illustrative  notes — embracing  a  reprint  of  those 
remarks  on  Scottish  song  by  Burns,  which,  two  years  before,  had  been  published 
in  the  Reliques. 

At  the  close  of  the  collection  is  given  an  excellent  reprint  of  the  Jolly  Beggars, 
from  Stewart's  MS.,  which  had  been  kindly  entrusted  with  him  to  make  that  use 
of ;  and  it  appears  from  Oromek's  copy,  that  John  Eichmond  has  been  quite 
right  in  sasdng  that,  in  the  original  MS.,  a  Sailor  had  been  introduced  as  one 
of  the  characters.  At  the  passage  where  one  of  the  "twa  Deborahs"  of  the 
bard  retires  "behind  the  chicken  cavie,"  instead  of  being  followed  by  the  Fiddler, 
as  in  all  the  copies  we  know  of,  Cromek  has  it  thus :  "  A  Sailor  [raked  her  fore 
and  aft."]  The  fidelity  of  Oromek's  copy  can  easily  be  tested,  for  the  original 
and  its  facsimile  still  exist :  that  editor,  however,  gives  us  this  assurance : — 
"  From  such  a  presumption  as  the  substituting  a  word  of  my  own  in  the  place 
of  that  of  the  poet  (except  in  a  very  few  instances  of  evident  error),  I  have  most 
religiously  abstained-  I  have  remembered  the  warning  voice  which  yet  seems 
to  issue  from  the  warm  ashes  of  the  poet  himself — '  To  mangle  the  works  of  the 


*  Cromek  points  out  that  the  first  verse  here  quoted,  corresponds  very  closely 
with  a  fine  stanza  in  the  poet's  ballad,  called  Macpherson's  Farewell — 
"  Untie  those  bands  frae  aff  my  hands. 
And  bring  to  me  my  sword; 
And  there's  no'  a  man  in  all  Scotland 
But  I'll  brave  him  at  a  word." 

He  also  requests  the  reader  to  compare  the  third  of  the  foregoing  verses  with 
the  corresponding  one  in  the  Boi'der  Minstrelsy,  which  is  as  follows: — 
"  O  haud  your  tongue,  mj"-  father,  he  says. 
And  see  that  j'e  dinna  weep  for  me  I 
For  they  may  ravish  me  o'  my  life. 
But  they  canna  banish  me  frae  heaven  hie ! " 

"When  would  Burns  have  sanctioned  mawkish  drivel  like  this  ? 
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poor  bard,  whose  tuneful  voice  is  now  mute  for  ever  in  the  dark  and  narrow 
house, — by  Heaven!  *twould  be  sacrilege! "' 

The  most  curious  part  of  this  last  publication  of  Cromek,  is  the  sensitiveness 
he  has  displayed  under  the  strictures  of  Sir  "Walter  Scott,  who,  in  reviewing  the 
Eeliques,  blames  both  Ourrie  and  him  for  over  fastidiousness  in  refusing  to 
publish  the  Jolly  Beggars,  and  other  pieces  of  an  unusually  free  character,  which 
might  have  enriched  their  books  without  doing  injury  to  the  bard.  Scott  com- 
pliments Stewart  for  his  valuable  contribution — the  "  thin  octavo,  published  at 
Q-Iasgow  in  1801,"  and  thus  concludes:  "Hoping  that  other  compositions  of 
similar  spirit  and  tenor  might  yet  be  recovered,  we  were  induced  to  think  that 
some  of  them,  at  least,  had  found  a  place  in  the  collection  given  to  the  public 
by  Mr.  Oromek.  But  he  has  neither  risked  the  censure,  nor  laid  claim  to  the 
applause,  which  might  have  belonged  to  such  an  undertaking." 

Oromek  replies :  "Whatever  regard  the  editor  may  have  for  the  judgment 
of  Mr.  Walter  Scott,  he  has  still  a  greater  respect  for  the  good  fame  of  Egbert 
Burns.  It  is  lamentable  to  observe,  that  those  effusions  which  the  bard  himself 
would  have  consigned  to  oblivion,  have  been  drawn  into  public  notice  by  his  men 
countrymen  only ;  and  in  consequence  of  the  recommendation — here  given  to  this 
contemptible  volume — this  '  skimble-skamble  stuff,'  the  editor  saw  it,  with  regret, 
advertised  to  be  printed  and  republished  by  the  Ballantynes  of  Edinburgh! 
That  the  reader  may  properly  appreciate  Mr.  Scott's  recommendation  of  what 
he  is  pleased  to  term  '  brilliant  poetry !'  the  following  titles  of  pieces  containe(} 
in  the  volume  are  inserted* — 

H  The  Kirk's  Alarm. — silly  satire  on  some  worthy  ministers  of  the  gospel  iu 
Ayi'shire. 

"  Burns'  Answer  to  Epistle  from  a  Tailo?: — Beginning  in  this  blackguard 
langtiage : — 

♦  What  ails  ye  now,  ye  lousy  bitch, 
To  thrash  my  back  at  sic  a  pitch  ? ' 

"  Holy  Willie's  Prayer. — Suppressed  by  Dr.  Currie,  and  by  the  editor  of  the 
Meliques,  for  its  open  and  daring  profanity,  and  the  frequent  and  familiar  intro- 
duction of  the  sacred  name  of  the  Deity. 

"  The  Inventory. — The  objectionable  passages  suppressed  by  Dr.  Currie  are 
here  restored ;  and  that  the  grossness  might  still  be  more  palpable,  they  are 
conspicuously  printed,  for  the  benefit  of  the  rising  generation,  in  italics ! 

"  Address  to  a  Bastard  Child. — ^Eejected  by  Dr.  Currie  for  its  indelicacy. 

"  Verses  to  John  Rankine. — ^About  a  girl  being  with  child  to  himl 

"  Such  are  part  of  the  contents  of  a  volume  which  has  been  praised  in  a  publi- 
cation assuming  an  authority  to  control  the  licentiousness  of  the  press,  and  to 
direct  the  taste  of  the  public !  But  blasphemy  and  ribaldry  will  not  be  published 
by  the  editor  of  these  volumes,  though  written  in  an  unhallowed  moment  by 
Egbert  Burns,  and  recommended  to  public  notice,  after  the  most  mature  de- 
liberation, by  Mr.  Waiter  Scott," 


POSTHUMOUS  PIECES, 

FROM  VARIOUS  SOURCES, 

DATING  CHIEFLY  BETWEEN  1808  AND  1834. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


From  1808,  when  Cromek's  Reliques  of  Bums  appeared,  down  to  the  year  1834, 
when  Allan  Cunningham  in  London,  and  "William  Motherwell  in  Glasgow,  were 
respectively  engaged  to  produce  new  editions  of  Burns,  a  considerable  number 
of  undoubted  productions  of  the  poet  had  been  given  to  the  world  in  the  pages 
of  magazines,  and  other  ephemeral  publications.  The  excellent  editions  that 
resulted  from  the  labours  of  these  gifted  men,  not  only  formed  repositories  to 
conserve  the  stray  effusions  referred  to,  but  to  each  of  them  we  are  indebted 
for  bringing  to  light  fresh  pieces,  that  hitherto  had  not  reached  the  pubhc  eye. 
Within  the  dates  above  quoted,  a  few  interesting  compositions  of  the  bard  had 
been  published  by  the  Eev.  Hamilton  Paul,  in  1819,  and  by  J.  G.  Loclihart,  in 
1829.  Some  additions  to  the  general  stock  were  also  made,  in  1830,  by  William 
Pickering,  publisher,  London  (in  part  of  his  series  of  the  AJdine  Poets,  reproduced 
in  1839.)  Some  fresh  contributions  were  also  given,  in  1831,  by  William  Clark, 
publisher,  London,  in  a  neat  edition  of  the  poet  then  produced  by  him. 

In  bringing  our  plan  of  arrangement  to  completion,  it  only  now  remains  for 
us  to  give  in  chronological  order  as  regards  priority  of  composition,  under  the 
above  heading,  the  several  scattered  pieces  referred  to,  and  these  will  be 
followed  by  the  fresh  accessions  recovered  by  Cunningham,  Motherwell, 
Chambers,  and  Dr.  Waddell.  For  distinctness  sake,  we  shall  throw  into  one 
heap,  at  the  end  of  each  compartment,  the  numerous  little  epigrams  and 
epitaphs  attributed  to  Bums :  this  seems  preferable  to  mixing  them  up  with 
more  important  pieces.  And,  finally,  we  propose  to  class  together  sundry 
poems  that  have  been  printed  in  former  editions  as  compositions  of  our  bard, 
but  which  are  now  held  to  have  been  erroneously  attributed  to  his  name. 
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ADAM  ARMOUR'S  PRAYER. 

[This  rather  licentious  production — first  published  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine 
for  January,  1808 — bears  unquestionable  marks  of  the  characteristic  geniua 
of  Burns;  but  it  must  be  classed  with  the  "Court  of  Equity,"  and  other 
wild  effusions  that  resulted  from  the  meetings  held  in  1785  and  1786,  within 
the  house  of  John  Dow,  vintner,  Mauchline,  in  which  the  poet  and  his  jolly 
companions  constituted  themselves  a  kind  of  body-politic  to  take  cognizance  of 
the  various  cases  of  scandal  then  rife  in  the  village,  and  especially 

"To  punish  contravening  truants 
At  instance  of  our  constituents, 
And,  under  proper  regulation. 
To  purge  the  lists  of  forn — n." 

Some  reference  to  this  "  Court"  will  be  found  at  page  200  of  the  present  volume. 
The  circumstances  alluded  to  in  this  poem  are  as  follows: — A  constable 
in  Mauchline,  named  George,  had  a  female  servant  (or  journeywoman,  as 
she  is  designed  in  the  verses,  under  the  contraction  "  jurr  ")  who  had  been  too 
lavish  of  her  best  favours  to  some  of  the  opposite  sex.  This  brought  her  into  such 
odium  in  the  village  that  a  number  of  reckless  young  persons — among  whom 
Adam  Armour,  an  ill-made  little  fellow,  was  a  ringleader — violently  "rade  the 
stang  "  on  her ;  that  is,  placed  her  astride  on  a  rantle-tree,  or  other  wooden  pole, 
and  in  this  plight,  to  her  personal  skaith  and  scorn,  carried  her  in  procession 
through  the  streets.  The  girl's  employers — Geordie  and  his  wife  Nanse — or 
others  of  her  guardians,  resented  this  lawless  outrage,  and  raised  a  prosecution 
against  the  offenders,  which  caused  the  principal  perpetrator  to  abscond.  While 
under  hiding,  Burns  met  Armour,  and  commiser  ating  his  condition,  offered  to 
put  up  a  prayer  for  him,  which  he  did  as  follows :] — 

GuDE  pity  me,  because  I'm  little, 
For  though  I  am  an  elf  o'  mettle. 
And  can,  like  onj  wabster's  shuttle. 

Jink  there  or  here  ; 
Yet,  scarce  as  lang's  a  gude  kail  whittle, 

I'm  unco  queer. 

And  now  thou  kens  our  waefu'  case. 
For  Geordie's  jurr  we're  in  disgrace. 
Because  we've  stanged  her  through  the  place. 

And  hurt  her  spleuchan. 
For  which  we  daurna  show  our  face 

Within  the  clachan. 

And  now  we're  dern'd  in  glens  and  hollows, 
And  hunted,  as  was  William  Wallace 
Wi'  constables,  those  blackguard  fallows, 

And  sodgers  baith ; 
But  gude  preserve  us  frae  the  gallows. 

That  shamefu'  death? 
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Auld,  grim,  black-bearded  Geordie's  sel', 
Oh,  shake  him  o'er  the  mouth  o'  hell, 
There  let  him  hing,  and  roar,  and  yell, 

Wi'  hideous  din, 
And  if  he  offers  to  rebel, 

Just  heave  him  in. 

When  Death  comes  in  wi'  glimmering  bhnk, 
And  tips  auld  drunken  Nanse  *  the  wink, 
May  Hornie  gie  her  doup  a  chnk 

Ahint  his  yett. 
And  fill  her  up  wi'  brimstone  drink. 

Red,  reeking,  het. 

At  me  tho'  Jock  and  .lean  are  merry, "f 
Some  deil  shall  seize  them  in  a  hurry, 
And  waft  them  in  the  infernal  wherry 

Straught  through  the  lake, 
And  gie  their  hides  a  noble  curry, 

Wi'  oil  of  aik! 

As  for  the  jurr,  poor  worthless  body, 
She's  got  mischief  enough  already ; 
Wi'  stanged  hips,  and  buttocks  bluidy. 

She's  suffer'd  sair ; 
But  may  she  wintle  in  a  woo  die, 

If  she  whore  mair  ! 


*  Geordie's  wife. 

t  Geordie's  son  and  daughter.  In  transcribing  this  verse,  an  error  had  crept 
Into  the  first  line ;  for  the  magazine  prints  it  -vvith  a  false  rhj^me,  thus : — 

"  There's  Jockie  and  the  haveril  Jenny." 


LINES 

WRITTEN  ON  A  COPY  OF  ONE  OF  HANNAH  MORE's 
WORKS,  PRESENTED  TO  THE  POET  BY 

MRS.  c  ,  3rd  April,  1786. 

[Not  one  of  the  poet's  biographers  has  ever  told  the  world  who  this  lady  was 
that  so  kindly  patronized  the  poet  in  that  early  stage  of  his  career.  The 
following  passage  in  the  -poet's  Itinerary,  under  date,  "  Linlithgow,  25th  August, 

1787,"  probably  applies  to  the  "  Mrs.  0  "  referred  to : — "  An  old  lady  from 

Paisley,  a  Mrs.  Lawson,  whom  I  promise  to  call  for  in  Paisley — very  like  old 

Mrs.  Wauchope,  and  still  more  like  Mrs.  0  ;  her  conversation  is  pregnant 

with  strong  sense  and  just  remark ;  but,  like  them,  a  certain  air  of  self-import- 
ance and  a  duresse  in  the  eye,  seem  to  indicate,  as  the  Ayrshire  wife  observed 
of  her  cow,  that  '  She  had  a  mindo'  her  ain.' " 

We  believe  that  this  "Mrs.  C  "  may  have  been  Mrs.  Cunninghame  of 

Enterkine— a  daughter  of  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair.] 

Thou  flattering  mark  of  friendship  kind, 
Still  may  thy  pages  call  to  mind 

The  dear,  the  beauteous  donor ; 
Though  sweetly  female  every  part, 
Yet  such  a  head,  and  more  the  heart, 

Does  both  the  sexes  honour : 
She  showed  her  taste  refined  and  just 

When  she  selected  thee ; 
Yet  deviating  own  I  must, 
For  so  approving  me  : 

But  kind  still,  I'll  mind  still, 

The  giver  in  the  gift; 
I'll  bless  her  and  wiss  her 
A  friend  above  the  lift. 


(    297  ) 


ADDRESS  OF  BEELZEBUB 

TO  THE  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  HIGHLAND  SOCIETY. 

[The  same  year  (1786)  which  gave  birth  to  Burns'  Addi'ess  to  theDeil,  produced 
also  the  DeiVs  own  Address  to  a  body  of  honourable  and  right  honourable  gentle- 
men in  London,  united  for  the  ostensible  purpose  of  doing  good  to  the  highlands 
and  islands  of  their  native  Scotland.  The  year  of  the  world,  5790,  represents, 
we  are  told,  the  year  of  our  Lord,  1786,  and  on  the  first  day  of  June  of  that 
year,  within  three  weeks  after  his  parting  interview  with  Highland  Mary,  and 
some  three  days  before  he  dreamed  his  famous  dream  about  attending  the  royal 
levee  at  the  Eling's  birthday  parade,  he  produced  the  following  curious  poem, 
which  was  first  published  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine,  1818.] 

To  the  Eight  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Breadalbane,  President  of  the  Eight 
Honourable  and  Honourable  the  Highland  Society,  which  met  on  the  23rd 
of  May  last  at  the  Shakspeare,  Covent  Garden,  to  concert  ways  and  means 
to  frustrate  the  designs  of  five  hundred  Highlanders,  who,  as  the  society 
were  informed  by  Mr.  Mackenzie  of  Applecross,  were  so  audacious  as  to 
attempt  an  escape  from  their  lawful  lords  and  masters,  whose  property 
they  were,  by  emigrating  from  the  lands  of  Mr.  M'Donald  of  Glengarry  to 
th^-vilds  of  Canada,  in  search  of  that  fantastic  thing— Liberty. 

June  1,  anno  mundi  5790, 

Long  life,  my  lord,  an'  health  be  yours, 
Unskaith'd  by  hunger'd  Highlan'  boors ; 
Lord,  grant  nae  duddie,  desperate  beggar, 
Wf  durk,  claymore,  or  rusty  trigger, 
May  twin  auld  Scotland  o'  a  hfe 
She  likes — as  butchers  like  a  knife  !  * 

Faith,  you  and  Applecross  were  right 
To  keep  the  Highland  hounds  in  sight ; 
I  doubt  na,  they  wad  bid  nae  better 
Than,  let  them  ance  out  owre  the  water ; 
Then  up  amang  thae  lakes  and  seas, 
They'll  mak'  what  rules  an'  laws  they  please ; 
Some  daring  Hancocke,  or  a  Franklin, 
May  set  their  Highlan'  blude  a-ranklin' ; 

*  A  most  extraordinary  liberty  seems  to  have  been  taken  by  Cunningham  with 
this  line,  in  altering  the  poet's  word  "  butchers  "  to  lambkins,  thereby  destroying 
the  satire  and  sense  of  the  original  Burns  means  that  the  feudal  Scotland  of 
that  day  loved  as  her  very  life — or,  "  as  butchers  like  a  knife  " — the  power  to 
control  the  freedom  of  her  "  hunger'd  Highlan'  boors," — "  poor  dunghill  sons 
of  dirt  and  mire,  who  to  Patrician  rights  aspire." 

' '  They  I— they  be  d— d !  what  right  hae  they 
To  meat,  or  sleep,  or  light  o'  day  ?" 
Motherwell  has  not  followed  Cunningham's  blunder;  but  Chambers  has,  and 
also  the  editor  of  the  Aldine  editions  of  the  poet 
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Some  Washington  again  may  head  them, 
Or  some  Montgomery,  fearless,  lead  them; 
Till  God  knows  what  may  be  effected. 
When  by  such  heads  an'  hearts  directed ; 
Poor  dunghill  sons  of  dirt  and  mire 
May  to  Patrician  rights  aspire  ! 
Nae  sage  North,  now,  nor  sager  Sackville, 
To  watch  and  premier  o'er  the  pack  vile ! 
An'  whare  will  ye  get  Howes  aud  Clintons, 
To  bring  them  to  a  right  repentance  1 — 
To  CO  we  the  rebel  generation. 
And  save  the  honour  o'  the  nation ! 

The?/  ! — they  be  d  d  !  what  right  hae  they 

To  meat,  or  sleep,  or  light  o'  day  ? — 
Far  less  to  riches,  pow'r,  or  freedom. 
But  what  your  lordship's  pleased  to  gie  them ! 

But  hear,  my  lord !  Glengarry,  hear ! 

Your  handj's  owre  light  on  them^  I  fear ; 

Your  factors,  grieves,  trustees,  and  bailies, 

I  canna  say  but  they  do  gaylies ; 

They  lay  aside  a'  tender  mercies. 

An'  tirl  the  hallions  to  the  birses ; 

Yet,  while  they're  only  poin'd  and  herriet. 

They'll  keep  their  stubborn  Highland  spirit; 

But  smash  them !  crash  them  a'  to  spails  ! 

And  rot  the  dyvors  i'  the  jails ! 

The  young  dogs — swinge  them  to  the  labour — 

Let  wark  and  hunger  mak'  them  sober ! 

The  hizzies,  if  they're  oughtlins  fawsont, 

Let  tiiem  in  Drury  Lane  be  lesson'd  ! 

An'  if  the  wives  an'  dirty  brats 

Come  thiggan  at  your  doors  an'  yetts, 

Flaffan  wi'  duds,  an'  gray  wi'  beas', 

Frightin'  awa'  your  deucks  and  geese — 

Get  out  a  horsewhip,  or  a  jowler — 

The  langest  thong,  the  fiercest  growler — 

And  gar  the  tatter'd  gypsies  pack, 

Wi'  a'  their  bastards  on  their  back ! 

Go  on,  my  lord !  I  lang  to  meet  you. 

And  in  my  house  at  hame  to  greet  you ; 
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Wi'  common  lords  ye  shanna  mingle, 
The  benmost  neuk  beside  the  ingle, 
At  my  right-hand  assign'd  your  seat, 
Tween  Herod's  hip  an'  Polycrate ; 
Or,  if  ye  on  yonr  station  tarrow, 
Between  Almagro  an'  Pizarro  ; 
A  seat,  I'm  sui-e  ye're  weel  deservin't ; 
An'  till  ye  come — Your  humble  servant, 

Beelzebub. 


NOTE  IN  REPLY  TO  AN  INVITATION. 

[The  original  of  this  is  said  to  be  in  the  Paisley  Library.  How  f ou  Bartie  waa 
must  be  left  to  the  men  of  Kyle  to  determine.  "As  fou  as  the  Baltic,"  is  a 
proverbial  expression,  and  Mynheer  Van  Dunk — who  never  got  drunk — stipulates 
that  a  Dutchman's  draught  should  be  "  deep  as  the  rolling  Zuder  sea."] 

SiK, 

Yours  this  moment  I  unseal. 

And  faith  I'm  gay  and  hearty ! 
To  tell  the  truth,  and  shame  the  deil 

I  am  as  fu'  as  Bartie : 
But  Foorsday,  sir,  ray  promise  leal. 

Expect  me  o'  your  partie. 
If  on  a  beastie  I  can  speel, 

Or  hurl  in  a  cartie. 

Yours, 

Machlin,  Monday  night,  10  o'clock,        Robert  Burns. 


FAREWELL  LINES  TO  JOHN  KENNEDY. 

[In  the  early  part  of  August,  1786,  when  the  poet's  first  volume  had  just  been 
published,  he  appended  these  lines  to  a  short  letter  to  his  friend  Kennedy,  in 
which  he  says, — "On  Wednesday,  the  16th  curt.,  I  hope  to  have  it  in  mj  power 
to  call  on  you  and  take  a  kind,  very  probably  a  last  adieu,  before  I  go  to 
Jamaica ;  and  I  expect  orders  to  repair  to  Greenock  every  day.  I  have  at  last 
made  my  public  appearance,  and  am  solemnly  inaugurated  into  the  numerous 
class."] 

Farewell,  dear  friend,  may  gude  luck  hit  you ! 
And  'mang  her  favourites  admit  you ! 
If  e'er  Detraction  shore  to  smit  you, 

May  nane  believe  him ! 
And  ony  de'il  that  thinks  to  get  you, 

Good  Lord  deceive  him ! 
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THE  FAREWELL. 

The  valiant,  in  himself,  tohat  can  he  suffer  1 
Or  what  does  he  regard  his  single  woes  f 
But  when,  alas  I  he  multiplies  himself. 
To  dearer  selves,  to  the  lov'd  tender  fair. 
To  those  whose  bliss,  whose  beings  hang  upon  him^ 
To  helpless  children  1  then,  0  then!  he  feels 
Tlie  point  of  misery  fesVring  in  his  heart. 
And  weakly  weeps  his  fortune  like  a  coward. 
Such,  such  am  I!  undone! 

Thomson's  Edward  and  Eleawn'a. 

[This  affecting  poem  telle  its  own  tale.  It  must  have  been  written  in  August, 
shortly  before  his  "Jean's  heart-rending  throe"  of  3rd  September,  1786,  was 
fully  realized.  Within  small  compass  the  poet  here  makes  affectionate  reference 
to,  and  takes  fond  farewell  of  his  "dear-bought  Bess;"  of  his  mother,  his 
brothers,  and  sisters;  his  Jean,  his  crony  Smith,  and  his  kind  friends  and 
steady  patrons — Gavin  Hamilton  and  Kobert  Aiken. 

The  piece  was  first  given  to  the  world  in  the  Ayr  edition  (1819),  edited  by  the 
Bev.  Hamilton  Paul.] 

Farewell,  old  Scotia's  bleak  domains, 
Far  dearer  than  the  torrid  plains 

Where  rich  ananas  blow ! 
Farewell,  a  mother's  blessing  dear ! 
A  brother's  sigh !  a  sister's  tear ! 

My  Jean's  heart-rending  throe ! 
Farewell,  my  Bess !  tho'  thou'rt  bereft 

Of  my  parental  care, 
A  faithful  brother  I  have  left. 
My  part  in  him  thou'lt  share : 
Adieu  too,  to  you  too. 

My  Smith,  my  bosom  frien' ; 
When  kindly  you  mind  me, 
0  then  befriend  my  Jean! 

What  bursting  anguish  tears  my  heart  I 
From  thee,  my  Jeany,  must  I  part ! 

Thou,  weeping,  answ'rest  no  ! 
Alas  !  misfortune  stares  my  face, 
And  points  to  ruin  and  disgrace, 

I  for  thy  sake  must  go ! 
Thee  Hamilton,  and  Aiken  dear, 

A  grateful,  warm  adieu ! 
I,  with  a  much  indebted  tear, 

Shall  still  remember  you ! 
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All-hail  then,  the  gale  then, 

Wafts  me  from  thee,  dear  shore  ! 

It  rustles,  and  whistles 
I'll  never  see  thee  more ! 


LINES 

WKllTEN  ON  THE  BACK  OF  A  BANK-NOTE. 

[The  note  is  of  the  Bank  of  Scotland  for  one  pound,  and  dated  1st  March,  1780. 
These  powerful  lines  first  appeared  in  the  Morning  Chronicle,  of  27th  May,  1814, 
from  which  they  were  reprinted  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  Sept.  of  same 
year.  Internal  evidence  shews  that  they  were  written  about  the  period  referred 
to  in  note  to  Lines  to  Kennedy,  p.  298.  We  can  imagine  how  the  newly-made 
author,  on  receiving  the  first  fruits  of  his  genius,  in  the  shape  of  this  '"cursed 
leaf,  fell  source  of  all  his  woe  and  grief,"  would  sit  down  and  write  upon  it  "  the 
poet's  malison."  We  can  guess  the  nature  of  his  feelings  from  the  words  he 
wrote  about  that  time  to  his  friend  Kichmond: — "My  hour  is  now  come — you 
and  I  shall  never  meet  in  Britain  more.  Would  you  believe  it  ?  Armour  has 
got  a  warrant  to  throw  me  in  jail  till  I  find  security  for  an  enormous  sum,  and 
I  am  wandering  from  one  friend's  house  to  another,  and,  like  a  true  son  of  the 
gospel,  'have  no  where  to  lay  my  head.'"] 

Wae  worth  thy  power,  thou  cursed  leaf  1 

Fell  source  of  a'  my  woe  and  grief ; 

For  lack  o*  thee  I've  lost  my  lass, 

For  lack  o'  thee  I  scrimp  my  glass  : 

I  see  the  children  of  affliction, 

Unaided  through  thy  curs'd  restriction ; 

IVe  seen  th'  oppressor's  cruel  smile. 

Amid  his  hapless  victim's  spoil, 

And  for  thy  potence  vainly  wisht, 

To  crush  the  villain  in  the  dust ! 
For  lack  o'  thee,  I  leave  this  much  loved  shore, 
Never  perhaps  to  greet  old  Scotland  more. 
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NATURE'S  LAW. 

A  POEM  HUMBLY  INSCRIBED  TO  G.  H.,  ESQ. 

Great  Nature  spoke,  observant  man  obeyed. 

POPK 

[The  day  celebrated  here  is  3rd  September,  1786.  On  the  8th  of  that  month 
he  thus  wrote  to  Robert  Muir,  Kilmarnock: — "You  will  have  heard  that  poor 
Armour  has  repaid  me  double,  A  very  fine  boy  and  a  girl  have  awakened  a 
thought  and  feelings  that  thrill,  some  with  tender  pressure,  and  some  with  fore- 
boding anguish,  through  my  soul." 

The  poet,  in  his  printed  correspondence  prior  to  this  date,  had  written  with 
great  bitterness  regarding  Jean's  conduct  to  him.  A  marked  contrast,  in  that 
respect,  hereafter  is  apparent.  Gilbert  Burns  has  explained  that  although  iho 
Armour  family  had  hounded  the  beagles  of  the  law  at  the  poet's  heels,  ostensibly 
to  compel  him  to  find  security  for  the  support  of  Jean's  expected  child,  these 
proceedings  were  in  reality  adopted  in  order  to  chase  him  out  of  the  country,  as 
at  that  time  they  dreaded  a  life-connection  between  Burns  and  Miss  Armour 
even  more  than  the  scandal  which  attached  to  her  position  as  the  mother  of 
his  child. 

The  poem  was  first  printed  in  the  Aldine  edition  of  1830,  from  a  copy  in 
the  poet's  MS.  The  thoughts  expressed  therein,  are  exceedingly  humorous, 
reminding  us  of  the  epigram  he  afterwards  inscribed  on  one  of  the  panes  of 
glass  in  the  Globe  Tavern,  Dumfries.— (See  page  220.) 

"The  deities  that  I  adore  are  social  Peace  and  Plenty; 
I'm  better  pleased  to  make  one  more,  than  be  the  death  of  twenty. "J 

Let  other  heroes  boast  their  scars, 

The  marks  of  sturt  and  strife ; 
And  other  poets  sing  of  wars, 

The  plagues  of  human  life ; 
Shame  fa'  the  fun ;  wi'  sword  and  gun 

To  slap  mankind  hke  lumber ! 
I  sing  his  name  and  nobler  fame, 

Wha  multipHes  our  number. 

Great  Nature  spoke,  with  air  benign, 

'  Go  on,  ye  human  race ! 
This  lower  world  I  you  resign ; 

Be  fruitful  and  increase. 
The  liquid  fire  of  strong  desire 

I've  pour'd  it  in  each  bosom ; 
Here,  in  this  hand,  does  mankind  stand, 

And  there,  is  Beauty's  blossom  !' 

The  hero  of  these  artless  strains, 

A  lowly  Bard  was  he. 
Who  sung  his  rhymes  in  Coila's  plains 

With  meikle  mirth  an'  glee ; 
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Kind  Nature's  care  had  given  his  share 

Large,  of  the  flaming  current : 
And,  all  devout,  he  never  sought 

To  stem  the  sacred  torrent. 

He  felt  the  powerful,  high  behest. 

Thrill,  vital,  thro'  and  thro'; 
And  sought  a  correspondent  breast, 

To  give  obedience  due  : 
Propitious  Powers  screen' d  the  young  flow'rs. 

From  mildews  of  abortion ; 
And  lo !  the  Bard — a  great  reward — 

Has  got  a  double  portion ! 

Auld,  cantie  Coil  may  count  the  day, 

As  annual  it  returns. 
The  third  of  Libra's  equal  sway. 

That  gave  another  Burns 
With  future  rhymes,  in  other  times. 

To  emulate  his  sire, — 
To  sing  auld  Coil  in  nobler  style, 

With  more  poetic  fire. 

Ye  Powers  of  peace,  and  peaceful  song, 

Look  down  with  gracious  eyes ; 
And  bless  auld  Coila,  large  and  long, 

With  multiplying  joys  I 
Lang  may  she  stand  to  prop  the  land. 

The  flow'r  of  ancient  nations ; 
And  Burnses  spring,  her  fame  to  sing, 

To  endless  generations  I 
V  u 
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ON  WILLIE  CHALMERS. 

fWe  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Lockhart  for  the  preservation  of  this  piece.  It  was 
first  published  in  his  edition  of  the  Life  and  "Works  of  Burns,  1829.  Mr.  William 
Chalmers,  writer  in  Ayr,  had  drawn  up  an  assignation  of  the  poet's  property,  at 
the  time  he  was  preparing  his  poems  for  the  press,  with  a  view  to  raise  the 
means  of  emigrating  to  Jamaica.  Burns  presented  the  verses  to  Lady  Harriet 
Don,  sister  of  his  patron.  Lord  G-lencairn,  giving  the  following  explanation : — 
"Mr.  Chalmers,  a  gentleman  in  Asrrshire,  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  asked  me 
to  write  a  poetic  epistle  to  a  young  lady,  his  dulcinea.  I  had  seen  her,  but  was 
scarcely  acquainted  with  her.  and  wrote  as  follows." 

The  reader  who  is  acquainted  with  old  Scottish  lyrics,  will  recognise  this  as 
a  piece  written  on  the  model  of  an  excellent  song  in  the  Tea-Tdble^Miscellany, 
entitled,  "  Omnia  vincit  amor."] 

Madam, 

Wi'  braw  new  branks  in  mickle  pride, 

And  eke  a  braw  new  brechan, 
My  Pegasus  Fm  got  astride. 

And  up  Parnassus  pechin ; 
Whiles  o'er  a  bush  wi'  downward  crush, 

The  doited  beastie  stammers ; 
Then  up  he  gets,  and  off  he  sets. 

For  sake  o'  Willie  Chalmers. 

I  doubt  na,  lass,  that  weel-kend  name 

May  cost  a  pair  o'  blushes ; 
I  am  nae  stranger  to  your  fame, 

Nor  his  warm-urged  wishes. 
Your  bonie  face  sae  mild  and  sweet, 

His  honest  heart  enamours  ; 
And  faith  ye*ll  no'  be  lost  a  whit, 

Tho'  waired  on  Willie  Chalmers. 

Auld  Truth  hersel'  might  swear  ye're  fair. 

And  Honour  safely  back  her, 
And  Modesty  assume  your  air, 

And  ne'er  a  ane  mistak'  her ; 
And  sic  twa  love-inspiring  een, 

Might  fire  even  holy  palmers  : 
Nae  wonder  then  they've  fatal  been 

To  honest  Willie  Chalmers. 
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I  doubt  na  Fortune  may  you  shore 

Some  mim-mou'd  pouthered  priestie, 
Fu'  lifted  up  wi'  Hebrew  lore, 

And  band  upon  his  breastie ; 
But  oh  I  what  signifies  to  you 

His  lexicons  and  grammars ; 
The  feeling  heart's  the  royal  blue, 

And  that's  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 

Some  gapin',  glowrin'  countra  laird, 

May  warsle  for  your  favour ; 
May  claw  his  lug,  and  straik  his  beard, 

And  hoast  up  some  palaver : 
My  bonie  maid,  before  ye  wed 

Sic  clumsy-witted  hammers. 
Seek  heaven  for  help,  and  barefit  skelp 

Awa'  wi'  Wilhe  Chalmers. 

Forgive  the  Bard !  my  fond  regard 

For  ane  that  shares  my  bosom. 
Inspires  my  muse  to  gie'm  his  dues. 

For  deil  a  hair  I  roose  him ! 
May  powers  aboon  unite  you  soon. 

And  fructify  your  amours. 
And  every  year  come  in  mair  dear 

To  you  and  Wilhe  Chalmers. 


IRYINE'S  BAIRNS. 

[At  page  174,  Vol.  I.,  the  reader  will  find  the  poet's  beautiful  verses  left  in  hia 
bedroom,  after  spending  a  night  in  the  house  of  the  Eev.  Dr.  Lawrie  of  Loudoun, 
in  the  autumn  of  1786.  It  would  appear  from  the  information  of  some  of  Dr. 
Lavrrie's  children,  that  music  and  dancing  formed  some  portion  of  the  evening's 
entertainment  at  the  manse,  and  that  the  present  lyric-scrap  was  composed  by 
Burns,  as  a  descriptive  sketch  of  the  festivities  enjoyed  on  that  occasion.  The 
old  castle  of  Newmilns  was  visible  from  the  windows  of  the  manse ;  the  Irvine 
water  glittered  and  murmured  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  the  south  horizon 
was  girded  by  the  hills,  over  which  the  moon  was  riding  in  solemn  state.  The 
notes  at  page  174  and  193,  VoL  I.,  may  here  be  referred  to  in  connection  with 
the  present  one.] 

The  night  was  still,  and  o'er  the  hill 
The  moon  shone  on  the  castle  wa' ; 

The  mavis  sang,  while  dew-drops  hang 
Around  her  on  the  castle  wa'. 
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Sae  merrily  they  danced  the  ring, 
Frae  e'enin'  till  the  cock  did  craw ; 

And  aye  the  o'erword  o'  the  spring, 
Was  Irvine's  bairns  are  bonie  a'. 


KUSTICITY'S  UNGAINLY  FORM. 

[This  double-stanza,  pencilled  on  a  slip  of  paper,  was  placed  between  the  leaves 
of  a  book  which  the  poet  lent  to  Dr.  Lawrie's  son,  shortly  after  the  visit  referred 
to  in  the  preceding  note.  It  bears  reference  to  some  conversation  which  had 
taken  place  between  the  poet  and  Mrs.  Lawrie  on  the  subject  of  Miss  Peggy 
Kennedy,  who  has  been  introduced  to  the  reader  at  pages  199  and  310,  V6L  L] 

Rusticity's  ungainly  form 

May  cloud  the  highest  mind ; 
But  when  the  heart  is  nobly  warm, 

The  good  excuse  will  find : 
Propriety's  cold,  cautious  rules 

Warm  Fervour  may  o'erlook ; 
But  spare  poor  Sensibihty 

The  ungentle,  harsh  rebuke. 


IMPROMPTU  AT  ROSLIN  INN. 

[The  poet,  in  company  with  Alexander  Nasmyth,  who  painted  the  well-known 
portrait  of  the  bard,  had  a  ramble  to  the  Pentland  Hills  one  fine  day  in  the 
spring  of  1787.  They  returned  by  way  of  Eoslin ;  and  having  been  well  enter- 
tained in  the  inn,  after  their  bracing  walk,  the  poet,  in  gratitude  to  the  hostess, 
paid  her  with  this  double  verse— over  and  above  her  charges.] 

My  blessings  on  you,  sonsie  wife ; 

I  ne'er  was  here  before ; 
You've  gi'en  us  walth  for  horn  and  knife, 

Nae  heart  could  wish  for  more : 
Heaven  keep  you  free  frae  care  and  strife, 

Till  far  ayont  fourscore ; 
And,  while  I  toddle  on  through  life, 

I'll  ne'er  gang  by  your  door. 
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EPIGRAM  ADDRESSED  TO  AN  ARTIST. 


[It  has  been  alleged  that  this  advice  was  given  to  Mr.  Nasmyth,  referred  to 
in  the  preceding  note,  but  neither  christian  name  nor  surname  of  that  gentle- 
man will  fit  into  the  blank  of  the  opening  line;  and,  besides,  he  was  never 
addicted  to  painting  angels.  A  story  is  told  of  a  marble-cutter  who  carved  an 
angel's  head  on  a  tombstone,  and  arranged  the  hair  in  the  form  of  a  three-story 
wig.  A  bystander  exclaimed:  "  Wha  ever  saw  an  angel  wi'  a  wig  on!  " — "  And 
who,"  replied  the  sculptor,  "  ever  saw  an  angel  without  a  wig  ?  " 

Bums  refers  to  Nasmjrth  in  the  following  terms,  when  writing  to  Be^ago  the 
engraver,  in  September,  17S8: — "  If  you  see  Mr.  Nasmyth,  remember  me  to  him 
most  respectfully,  as  he  both  loves  and  deserves  respect ;  though,  if  he  would 
pay  less  respect  to  the  mere  carcase  of  greatness,  I  should  think  him  much  nearer 
perfection."] 

Dear  ,  I'll  gie  ye  some  advice, 

You'll  tak'  it  no'  uncivil : 
You  shouldna  paint  at  angels  mair, 

But  try  and  paint  the  devil. 

To  paint  an  angel's  kittle  wark, 
Wi'  auld  Nick  there's  less  danger ; 

You'll  easy  draw  a  weel-kent  face, 
But  no  sae  weel  a  stranger. 


TO  MISS  AINSLIE, 

WHILE  LOOKINa  FOR  A  TEXT  IN  CHURCH. 


[This  was  on  Sunday,  6th  May,  1787.  The  poet  notes  it  thus  in  his  Itinerary. 
— "  Went  to  church  at  Dunse — Dr.  Bowmakera  man  of  strong  lungs  and  pretty 
judicious  remark ;  but  ill-skilled  in  propriety,  and  altogether  unconscious  of  his 
want  of  it." 

Dr.  Bowmaker's  text  contained  a  heavy  denunciation  against  obstinate  sinners, 
and  the  poet,  who  sat  beside  Miss  Ainslie,  pencilled  down  this  neat  compliment 
on  a  slip  of  paper,  and  handed  it  to  her.  In  his  journal,  the  poet  describes  her 
thus: — "Miss  Ainslie — her  person  a  little  embonpoint,  but  handsome;  her  face 
particularly  her  eyes,  full  of  sweetness  and  good-humour;  she  unites  three 
qualities  rarely  found  together — ^keen,  solid  penetration ;  sly,  witty  observation 
and  remark,  and  the  gentlest,  most  unaffected  female  modesty.  Charming 
Eachael !  may  thy  bosom  never  be  wrung  by  the  evils  of  this  life  of  sorrows,  or 
by  the  villainy  of  this  world's  sons  I  "  Miss  Ainslie  died  unmarried,  somewhat 
advanced  in  life.] 

Fair  maid,  you  need  not  take  the  hint, 

Nor  idle  texts  pursue ; 
'Twas  guilty  sinners  that  he  meant — 

Not  angels  such  as  you. 
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TO  A  POETASTER. 

[In  the  course  of  this  tour,  In  May,  1787,  a  person  living  near  Dunse,  called 
Symon  Gray,  who  vn'ote  silly  rhymes,  and  imagined  himself  a  poet  for  doing  so, 
sent  Burns  some  of  his  productions,  requesting  his  opinion  of  them,  and,  in  a 
frolicsome  moment,  the  bard  wrote  to  him  in  the  following  terms.  The 
opening  passage  is  all  that  has  been  preserved,  but  we  are  told  the  piece  con- 
cludes thus  :— 

Such  damned  bombast,  no  age  that's  past 
Can  shew,  nor  time  to  come."] 

Symon  Grray, 
You're  dull  to-day. 

Dullness,  with  redoubled  sway, 
Has  seized  the  wits  of  Symon  Gray. 

Dear  Symon  Gray, 

The  other  day, 

When  you  sent  me  some  rhyme, 
I  could  not  then  just  ascertain 

Its  worth,  for  want  of  time, 
But  now,  to-day,  good  Mr.  Gray, 

I've  read  it  o'er  and  o'er. 
Tried  all  my  skill,  but  find  I'm  still 

Just  where  I  was  before. 
We  auld  wives'  minions  gie  our  opinions, 

SoHcited  or  no' ; 
Then  of  its  faults  my  honest  thoughts 

I'll  give — and  here  they  go. 

*  *  *  » 


TO  MR.  RENTON,  OF  LAMRTOK 

[The  poet  does  not  notice  having  visited  that  gentleman  during  his  Border 
tour  in  May,  1787,  yet  it  is  certain  that  Burns  was  invited  to  see  him  at  Mording- 
ton  House,  near  Berwick,  and  have  a  ride  out  with  him.  The  reply  here  given, 
was  found,  in  Burns'  handwriting,  among  Mr.  Eenton's  papers.] 


Your  billet,  sir,  I  grant  receipt ; 
Wi'  you  I'll  canter  ony  gate. 


(    309  ) 


Though  'twere  a  trip  to  yon  blue  warl', 
Where  birkies  inarch  on  burning  marl : 
Then,  sir,  God  willing,  I'll  attend  ye. 
And  to  his  goodness  I  commend  ye. 

R.  Burns. 


ON  WINDOW  OF  CROSS-KEYS  INN,  FALKIRK. 

[These  generous  sentiments  are  said  to  have  been  scratched  with  a  diamond- 
pen,  by  the  poet,  on  a  pane  of  glass  at  the  inn  where  he  and  Nicol  rested  on  the 
night  of  25th  August,  1787 — ^the  date  of  their  starting  on  their  lengthened 
northern  tour.] 

Sound  be  his  sleep,  and  blythe  his  morn, 

That  never  did  a  lassie  wrang, — 
Who  poverty  ne'er  held  in  scorn, — 

For  misery  ever  tholed  a  pang. 


ON  WINDOW  OF  AN  INN  AT  STIRLING. 


[The  travellers  arrived  in  Stirling  on  Sunday  afternoon,  26th  August,  and  next 
morning.  Bums,  leaving  Nicol  at  the  inn,  proceeded  alone  to  Harvieston,  to  visit 
the  relatives  of  his  Mauchline  friend,  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton.  He  returned  to 
Stirling  the  same  evening ;  and,  on  Tuesday  morning,  the  journey  northwards 
was  resumed. 

The  lines  of  the  text — "Here  Stuarts,"  &c. — ^which  eventually  caused  so  much 
excitement  in  many  quarters,  and  not  a  little  trouble  to  their  author,  are 
believed  to  have  been  inscribed  by  Burns,  on  the  morning  of  the  27th,  before 
Nicol  was  up ;  and  when  he  returned  from  Harvieston,  the  dominie  to  >k.  him 
to  task  about  the  danger  of  recording  such  a  bold  libel  against  the  reigning 
family.  "  Well,"  said  the  poet,  "  I  shall  try  to  qualify  it  somewhat,  by  writing 
a  reproof  to  the  author ; "  and  taking  out  his  diamond,  he  added  these 
aggravating  words  :]— 

Rash  mortal,  and  slanderous  Poet !  thy  name 

Shall  no  longer  appear  in  the  records  of  fame ; 

Dost  not  know  that  old  Mansfield,  who  writes  hke  the  Bible, 

Says — the  more  'tis  a  truth,  sir,  the  more  'tis  a  libel  ? 

[About  two  months  after  this  period,  Burns  paid  a  second  visit  to  Harvieston, 
in  company  of  Dr.  Adair,  taking  Stirling  by  the  way.  He  proceeded  to  the 
room  of  the  inn  where  the  fatal  lines  were  inscribed,  and  dashed  out  the  pane 
with  the  butt-end  of  his  riding-switch ;  but,  meanwhile,  the  epigrams  had  been 
copied  into  travellers'  note-books,  and  widely  circulated.  An  eccentric  character 
in  Paisley,  styling  himself,  "  John  Maxwell,  Foet,"  published,  in  1788, the  Stirling 
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lines  in  a  tract,  entitled,  "  Animadversions  on  some  Poets  and  Poetasters  of  the 
present  age,"  in  which  he  aims  at  being  very  severe  on  Burns  and  Laprails. 
This  brochure  finds  a  place,  in  connection  with  Burns,  in  the  libraries  of  the 
curious  in  Burnsiana. 

In  the  Paisley  Magazine,  for  December,  1828 — edited  by  Wm.  Motherwell — 
there  is  a  statement  to  the  effect  that  the  Stirling  lines  were  written,  not  by 
Burns  but  Nicol,  arid  that  the  poet,  on  finding  that  they  were  publicly  attributed 
to  him,  kindly  took  the  blame  of  them,  in  order  to  screen  Nicol  from  the  con- 
sequences. This  story  has  little  evidence  in  its  favour,  and  a  great  deal  against 
it.  There  exists  a  MS.  collection  of  pieces  by  Burns,  in  his  own  handwi-iting,  in 
which  the  notorious  epigram  is  recorded  with  the  head-line,  "  Wrote  by  Some- 
lody  in  an  inn  at  Stirling."  But  what  sets  the  question  of  the  authorship  at  rest, 
is  the  following  admission  in  a  letter  of  Burns  addressed  to  Olarinda  in  January, 
1788 : — "  I  have  almost  given  up  the  excise  idea.  I  have  been  to  wait  on  a  great 
person,  and  by  him  been  questioned  like  a  child  about  my  matters,  and  blamed 
and  schooled  for  my  inscription  on  the  Stirling  window.  Come,  Olarinda ! — 
Come,  curse  me,  Jacob;  come,  defy  me,  Israel!  "  Clarinda  replied  that  she  was 
glad  he  had  been  schooled  about  the  inscription,  and  hoped  it  would  be  a  lesson 
to  him  for  the  future,  andi  she  adds:  "Clarinda  would  have  lectured  you  on  it 
before — had  she  dared!  "] 

Here  Stuarts  once  in  glory  reigned, 

And  laws  for  Scotland's  weal  ordained ; 

But  now  unroofd  their  palace  stands, 

Their  sceptre's  sway'd  by  other  hands ;  * 

The  injured  Stuart  line  is  gone, 

A  race  outlandish  fills  their  throne — 

An  idiot  race,  to  honour  lost ; 

Who  know  them  best  despise  them  most ! 


REPLY  TO  A  REPROOF. 

[This  is  said  to  have  been  called  forth  on  perusing  some  wretched  lines 
written  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Hamilton  of  Gladsmuir,  by  way  of  reproof  to  Burns  for 
the  Stirling  inscription.  Another  clergyman — the  Rev.  James  Muirhead  of  Urr 
—wrote  with  more  pith  against  Burns,  in  the  following  paraphrase  from  one  of 
Martial's  epigrams,  which  he  caused  to  be  printed  and  circulated,  to  the  serious 
annoyance  of  the  poet: — 

"  Vacerras,  shabby  son  of  whore. 

Why  do  thy  patrons  keep  thee  poor  ? 

Bribe-worthy  service  thou  dost  boast. 

At  once  their  bulwark  and  their  post ; 

Thou  art  a  sycophant — a  traitor — 

A  liar — a  calumniator, 

Who  conscience  (hadst  thou  that)  would  sell 
For  whisky!    Eke,  most  precious  imp. 
Thou  art  a  rhymster,  gauger,  pimp : 
Whence  comes  it  then,  Vacerras,  that 
Thou  still  art  poor  as  a  church-rat  ?  "] 

Like  JEsop's  lion,  Burns  says,  sore  I  feel 
All  other's  scorn — but  damn  that  ass's  heel ! 

•  In  the  Glenriddel  MS.  two  additional  lines  are  here  inserted,  thus: — 
"  Fallen  indeed,  and  to  the  earth. 
Whence  grovelling  reptiles  take  their  birth." 
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ELEGY 


ON  THE  DEATH  OP  LORD  PRESIDENT  DUNDAS. 


[Robert  Dundas  of  Arniston,  elder  brother  of  Lord  Melville,  was  born  in  1713, 
appointed  Lord  President  in  1760,  and  died  ISth  December,  1787,  while  Burns 
was  in  Edinburgh,  and  just  a  few  days  after  the  poet  had  the  unlucky  fall  which 
laid  him  up  with  a  bruised  knee  for  several  weeks. 

On  a  copy  of  this  poem,  presented  to  Bishop  G-eddes,  the  author  wrote  thus : 
— "It  has  some  tolerable  lines  in  it,  but  the  incurable  wound  in  my  pride  will 
not  suffer  me  to  correct,  or  even  peruse  it.  I  sent  a  copy  of  it,  with  my  best 
prose  letter,  to  the  son  of  the  great  man — the  theme  of  the  piece — by  the  hands 
of  one  of  the  noblest  men  in  God's  world,  Alexander  Wood,  surgeon.  When, 
behold !  his  solicitorship  took  no  more  notice  of  my  poem  or  me,  than  I  had 
been  a  strolling  fiddler,  who  had  made  free  with  his  lady's  name  over  a  silly 
new  reel.   Did  the  gentleman  imagine  that  I  looked  for  any  dirty  gratuity  ?  " 

The  poet  had  composed  it  by  the  suggestion  and  recommendation  of  Mr. 
Charles  Hay,  advocate,  afterwards  Lord  Newton.  In  forwarding  a  copy  to  him, 
the  poet  thus  truly  wrote : — "  These  kind  of  subjects  are  much  hackneyed ;  and, 
besides,  the  wailing  of  the  rhyming  tribe  over  the  ashes  of  the  great  are  cursedly 
suspicious,  and  out  of  all  character  for  sincerity.  These  ideas  damped  my 
muse's  fire." 

The  haste  with  which  the  piece  was  written  is  proved  by  the  fact  that,  in 
eight  days  after  the  President's  death,  the  poet  sent  a  copy  to  Olarinda,  telling 
her  that  he  will  not  give  away  more  than  five  or  six  copies  in  all,  and  that  he 
would  feel  hurt  if  any  friend  should  give  copies  without  his  consent.  Clarinda, 
in  her  next  letter,  says :  "  The  lines  are  very  pretty :  I  like  the  idea  of  personi- 
fying the  Vices  rising  in  the  absence  of  Justice."] 

Lone  on  the  bleaky  hills  the  straying  flocks 
Shun  the  fierce  storms  among  the  sheltering  rocks ; 
Down  from  the  rivulets,  red  with  dashing  rains, 
The  gathering  floods  burst  o'er  the  distant  plains ; 
Beneath  the  blasts  the  leafless  forests  groan, 
The  hollow  caves  return  a  sullen  moan. 

Ye  hills,  ye  plains,  ye  forests,  and  ye  caves. 
Ye  howling  winds,  and  wintry  swelling  waves ! 
Unheard,  unseen,  by  human  ear  or  eye, 
Sad  to  your  sympathetic  scenes  I  fly  ; 
Where  to  the  whistling  blast  and  waters'  roar 
Pale  Scotia's  recent  wound  I  may  deplore. 

Oh  heavy  loss,  thy  country  ill  could  bear ! 
A  loss  these  evil  days  can  ne'er  repair  ! 
Justice,  the  high  vicegerent  of  her  God, 
Her  doubtful  balance  eyed,  and  sway'd  her  rod 
Hearing  the  tidings  of  the  fatal  blow 
She  sunk,  abandon'd  to  the  wildest  woe. 
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Wrongs,  injuries,  from  many  a  darksome  den, 
Now  gay  in  hope  explore  the  paths  of  men : 
See  from  his  cavern  grim  Oppression  rise. 
And  throw  on  poverty  his  cruel  eyes ; 
Keen  on  the  helpless  victim  see  hun  fly, 
And  stifle,  dark,  the  feebly  bursting  cry. 

Mark  ruffian  Violence,  ingrain'd  with  crimes. 

Rousing  elate  in  these  degenerate  times, 

View  unsuspecting  Innocence  a  prey. 

As  guileful  Fraud  points  out  the  erring  way ; 

While  subtle  Litigation's  phant  tongue 

The  hfe-blood  equal  sucks  of  Right  and  Wrong : 

Hark,  injur'd  Want  recounts  th'  unlisten'd  tale, 

And  much-wrong'd  Mis'ry  pours  th'  unpitied  wail ! 

Ye  dark  waste  hills,  and  brown  unsightly  plains, 
To  you  I  sing  my  grief -inspired  strains : 
Ye  tempests,  rage !  ye  turbid  torrents,  roll ! 
Ye  suit  the  joyless  tenor  of  my  soul. 
Life's  social  haunts  and  pleasures  I  resign. 
Be  nameless  wilds  and  lonely  wanderings  mine. 
To  mourn  the  woes  my  country  must  endure — 
That  wound  degenerate  ages  cannot  cure.* 


*  The  above  elegy  was  first  published  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  June,  1818. 

The  poet  had  his  revenge  on  Dundas  junior  for  his  unmannerly  neglect  re- 
ferred to  in  our  head-note. 

The  Hon.  Harry  Erskine — a,  great  favourite  of  Bums  and  of  the  public — had 
been  Dean  of  Faculty,  by  the  election  of  his  brethren  of  the  Bar,  during  several 
consecutive  years;  but  in  January,  1796,  a  Tory  majority  in  the  Parliament 
House  determined  to  oust  the  Whig  favourite  and  put  Dundas  in  his  place,  which 
they  managed  to  accomplish  on  the  12th  of  that  month,  by  an  overwhelming 
majority.  The  liberals  throughout  the  country  read  the  news  with  a  bitterness 
beyond  all  common  measure;  and  Burns,  who  then  lay  on  a  sick-bed,  from 
which,  it  may  be  said,  he  never  rose,  seized  his  lyre  and  penned  the  ballad- 
bitter  against  Dundas — which  is  given  at  page  284,  ante. 
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PASTORAL  VERSES 


TO  CLARINDA. 


[This  piece  first  appeared  in  a  foot-note  of  Hogg  &  Motherwell's  third 
volume  (page  130).  It  does  not  apnear,  however — although  it  is  apparently  re- 
ferred to— in  the  "  Clarinda  Correspondence,"  edited  by  the  lady's  grandson,  in 
1843.  The  verses  seem  to  bear  soma  marks  of  authenticity,  although  certainly 
they  are  not  in  the  poet's  best  style.  Olarinda's  well-known  lines — "  Talk  not 
of  Love,"  &c. — were  sent  to  Bums  on  3rd  January,  1788,  evidently  as  a  reply  to 
some  such  verses  as  those  in  the  text,  just  received  by  her  from  the  poet.  She 
thus  writes: — "I  got  your  lines:  they  are  in  kind!  I  can't  but  laugh  at  my 
presumption  in  pretending  to  send  my  poor  ones  to  you  J  but  it  was  to  amuse 
myself.  At  this  season,  when  others  are  joyous,  I  am  the  reverse.  You  have 
put  me  in  a  rhjmiing  humour:  the  moment  I  read  yours,  I  wrote  the  following: 
— 'Talk  not  of  Love,'"  &c.  The  closing  idea  of  the  verses  in  the  text  is  here 
naturally  taken  up:  she  accepts  Mb  friendship,  but — "never  talk  of  Love!  " 

Some  verses,  sent  previously  by  Clarinda  to  the  poet,  have  certainly  escaped 
preservation,  and,  most  unfortunately,  among  these,  the  very  lines  which  Dr. 
Gregory  praised  so  highly,  and  which  the  poet  enclosed  in  a  letter  to  his  friend 
Richard  Brown,  on  30th  December,  1787,  as  a  specimen  of  her  wit  and  wisdom, 
Cunningham  and  other  editors,  who  have  alleged  that  these  lines  were  those 
above  spoken  of,  are  evidently  mistaken;  the  piece  submitted  to  Dr.  Gregory 
was  of  prior  date,  and,  according  to  Olarinda's  own  remarks  (Letter  ix),  it  con- 
sisted of  many  stanzas,  whereas,  in  "  Talk  not  of  Love,"  there  are  only  three, 
the  fourth  having  been  afterwards  added  by  Burns. 

"We  have  also  to  regret  the  loss  of  some  verses — other  than  those  of  the  text- 
composed  by  Burns  in  reference  to  Clarinda.  At  the  beginning  of  the  cor- 
respondence (6th  Dec,  1787)  Burns,  addressing  Mrs.  M'Lehose  (not  "Clarinda  " — 
for  that  Arcadian  name  was  not  adopted  till  after  she  had  written  several  letters 
in  her  own  name),  writes  thus : — "  Our  worthy  common  friend,  Miss  Nimmo, 
in  her  usual  pleasant  way,  rallied  me  a  good  deal  on  my  new  acquaintance ; 
and,  in  the  humour  of  her  ideas,  I  wrote  some  lines  which  I  enclose  you,  as 
I  think  they  have  a  good  deal  of  poetic  merit ;  and  Miss  Nimmo  tells  me  that 
you  are  not  only  a  critic,  but  a  poetess.  Fiction,  you  know,  is  the  native  region 
of  poetry ;  and  I  hope  you  will  pardon  my  vanity  in  sending  you  the  bagatelle 
as  a  tolerable  off-hand  je«  d!' esprit." 

This  description  of  the  piece  cannot  possibly  apply  to  the  verses  in  the  text. 
Those  lines  of  Burns  are  now  either  lost  to  the  world,  or  fused  into  some  other 
composition  which  we  cannot  recognise  as  that  which  Clarinda  thus  speaks  of 
in  her  reply  (December  8): — "Your  lines  are  truly  poetical.  Ten  years  ago 
such  lines,  from  such  a  hand,  would  have  half-turned  my  head.  Perhaps  you 
thought  it  might  have  done  so  even  yet,  and  wisely  premised  that  Fiction  is  the 
native  region  of  Poetry.  Bead  the  enclosed,  which  I  have  just  scrawled  after 
reading  yours." — The  verses  then  sent  by  Clarinda,  must  have  been  those 
which  Professor  Gregory  so  much  commended,  and  which  are  evidently  lost.] 


Before  I  saw  Olarinda's  face, 
My  heart  was  blythe  and  gay, 

Free  as  the  wind,  or  feather'd  race 
That  hop  from  spray  to  spray ; 

But  now,  dejected  I  appear, 
Clarinda  proves  unkind ; 

I,  sighing,  drop  the  silent  tear, 
But  no  relief  can  find. 
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In  plaintive  notes  my  lays  rehearse 
The  woes  which  fail  to  move; 

And  every  tree  records  a  verse 
In  praise  of  her  I  love : 

But  she,  ungrateful  shuns  my  sight, 

My  faithful  love  disdains, 
My  vows  and  tears  her  scorn  excite, 

Another  happy  reigns. 

Ah,  though  my  looks  my  love  betray, 

I  envy  his  success ; 
Yet  love  to  friendship  shall  give  way,- 

I  cannot  wish  it  less. 


WRITTEN  IN  FRIARS-CARSE  HERMITAGE. 
[first  version,  28th  june,  1788.] 

[The  reader  will  find  the  poet's  authorised  set  of  this  poem  at  page  331,  Vol. 
I,  the  head-note  to  which  will  also  apply  to  the  present  version,  which  appeared 
Crst  in  Dr.  Ourrie's  second  edition,  1801,  and  ought  to  have  been  inserted  sft 
page  141  of  this  volume.  It  will  he  found  on  comparison  that,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  few  lines  at  the  beginning  and  two  at  the  end,  the  second  version  is 
entirely  different  from  the  first.] 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed. 
Be  thou  deckt  in  silken  stole. 
Grave  these  maxims  on  thy  soul : — 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 

Sprung  from  night,  in  darkness  lost;* 

Hope  not  sunshine  every  hour, 

Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour ; 

Happiness  is  but  a  name. 

Make  content  and  ease  thy  aim ; 

Ambition  is  a  meteor-gleam. 

Fame — a  restless,  airy  dream, 

Peace — the  tenderest  flower  in  spring. 

Pleasures — insects  on  the  wing ; 


In  some  copies,  here  are  introduced  two  lines : — 

"  Day,  how  rapid  in  its'flight— day,  how  few  may  see  the  night! " 
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Those  that  sip  the  dew  alone, 
Make,  like  butterflies,  thine  own : 
Those  that  would  the  bloom  devour, — 
Crush  the  locusts !  save  the  flower. 
For  the  future  be  prepar'd, 
Guard,  wherever  thou  canst  guard; 
But  thy  utmost  duly  done, 
Welcome  what  thou  canst  not  shun : 
Follies  past,  give  thou  to  air. 
Make  their  consequence  thy  care. 
Keep  the  name  of  man  in  mind, 
And  dishonour  not  thy  kind : 
Reverence  with  lowly  heart 
Him  whose  wondrous  work  thou  art ; 
Keep  His  Goodness  still  in  view. 
Thy  trust — and  thy  example  too. 

Stranger,  go !  Heaven  be  thy  guide  I 
Quod  the  Beadsman  of  Nithside. 


YOU'RE  WELCOME,  WILLIE  STEWART. 

[At  page  32  of  the  present  volume,  the  reader  will  find  a  song  under  the  title 
of  "  Lovely  Polly  Stewart,"  with  relative  head-note,  which  will  serve  to  illustrate 
the  present  lyric,  the  original  of  which,  inscribed  on  a  crystal  tumbler,  is  still 
preserved  at  Abbotsford.  Its  date  may  be  about  1789.  The  verses  were  flrst 
published  by  Lockhart,  in  1829.] 

You're  welcome,  Willie  Stewart, 

You're  welcome,  Willie  Stewart ; 
There's  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May, 

That's  half  sae  welcome's  thou  art. 

Come,  bumpers  high,  express  your  joy, 

The  bowl  we  maun  renew  it ; 
The  tappit-hen,  gae  bring  her  ben, 

To  welcome  Willie  Stewart. 

May  foes  be  Strang,  and  friends  be  slack, 

Ilk  action  may  he  rue  it  j 
May  woman  on  him  turn  her  back. 

That  wrangs  thee,  Willie  Stewart ! 
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THE  LADDIES  BY  THE  BA^^KS  O'  NITH. 
Tune —  Up  and  waur  them  a',  Willie. 

[This  ballad—flrst  published  in  a  -work  called,  "  The  Spirit  of  British  Song;" 
Glasgow,  1826 — belongs  to  a  set  of  three,  which  were  produced  by  Burns  to  help 
the  election  of  Sir  James  Johnston  of  Westerhall,  the  Tory  candidate  in  the 
contest  for  the  representation  of  the  Dumfries  Burghs  in  1790.  The  head-note 
at  page  219  to  the  Five  Garlines  wUl  serve  to  illustrate  and  explain  this  ballad 
also,  which  is  No.  1  of  the  series — the  Five  Carlines  being  No.  2,  and  that  ad- 
dressed to  Mr.  Graham  of  Pintry,  No.  3.] 

The  Laddies  by  the  banks  o'  Nith 
Wad  trust  his  Grace  wi'  a',  Jamie ; 

But  he'll  sair  them  as  he  sair'd  the  King — 
Turn  tail  and  rin  awa',  Jamie. 


CHORUS. 

Up  and  waur  them  a\  Jamie^ 

Up  and  waur  them  d ; 
The  Johnstons  hae  the  guidin*  o't, 

Ye  turncoat  Whigs  awa' ! 

The  day  he  stude  his  country's  friend, 
Or  gied  her  faes  a  claw,  Jamie, 

Or  frae  puir  man  a  blessin'  wan. 
That  day  the  Duke  ne'er  saw,  Jamie. 
Up  and  waur^  ^c. 

But  wha  is  he,  his  country's  boast  ? 

Like  him  there  is  na  twa,  Jamie ; 
There's  no'  a  callant  tents  the  kye, 

But  kens  o'  Westerha',  Jamie. 
Up  and  ivaur,  ^c. 

To  end  the  wark,  here's  Whistlebirk, 
Lang  may  his  whistle  blaw,  Jamie! 

And  Maxwell  true,  o'  sterUng  blue ; 
And  we'll  be  Johnstons  a',  Jamie ! 
Up  and  waur,  ^c. 
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BALLAD 

ON  THE  DUMFRIES  BURGHS  ELECTION,  1790. 

[This  much-admired  production — ^flrst  published  in  the  May  number  of  the 
Edinburgh  Magazine,  1811 — ^was  composed  immediately  after  the  close  of  that 
exciting  contest  in  which  Captain  Miller,  younger  of  Dalswinton,  backed  by  the 
Whig  influence  of  the  Duke  of  Queensberry,  beat  the  Tory  party  represented  by 
the  Knight  of  "WesterhalL  The  poet  affects  partiality  in  his  narration,  but  his 
detestation  of  the  Duke,  and  leaning  towards  the  opposite  faction,  is  very  ap- 
parent throughout.  The  canvass,  which  lasted  for  eight  months,  ended  in  July, 
1790,  when  the  election  came  off.  The  copy  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  wants 
the  two  closing  verses.  The  two  stanzas  placed  in  our  text  within  brackets, 
restored  to  their  proper  place,  are  usually  given  as  a  detached  fragment. 
We  chiefly  follow  the  copy  in  the  Af ton  MS.,  which  was  kindly  lent  to  us  by  its 
possessor,  William  Allason  Ouninghame,  Esq.,  of  Logan  and  Afton.] 

FiNTRY,  my  stay  in  worldly  strife, 
Friend  o'  my  muse — friend  o'  my  life. 

Are  ye  as  idle's  I  am? 
Come  then,  wi'  uncouth,  kintra  fleg. 
O'er  Pegasus  I'll  fling  my  leg, 

And  ye  shall  see  me  try  him. — 

[How  shall  I  sing  Drumlanrig's  Grace  ?  * 
Discarded  remnant  of  a  race 

Once  great  in  martial  story  ! 
His  forbears'  virtues  all  contrasted, — 
The  very  name  of  Douglas  blasted, — 

His  that  inverted  glory. 

Hate,  envy,  oft  the  Douglas  bore ; 
But  he  has  superadded  more. 

And  sunk  them  in  contempt ; 
Follies  and  crimes  have  stain'd  the  name, 
But  Queensberry,  thine  the  virgin  claim. 

From  aught  that's  good  exempt.] 

I'll  sing  the  zeal  Drumlanrig  bears, 
Who  left  the  all-important  cares 

Of  fiddles,  whores,  and  hunters ;  f 
And,  bent  on  winning  borough  touns. 
Came  shaking  hands  wi'  wabster  loons. 

And  kissing  barefit  hunters.  { 

*  The  fourth  Duke  of  Queensberry  and  Drumlanrig,  of  infamous  memory, 
t  Far. — Of  princes  and  their  darlings.      +  Var. — ^And  kissing  bareflt  carlin* 
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Combustion  thro'  our  boroughs  rode, 
Whistling  his  roaring  pack  abroad, 

Of  mad,  unmuzzled  lions ; 
As  Queensberry  buff  and  blue  unfurled. 
And  Westerha'  and  Hopetoun  hurled 

To  every  Whig,  defiance. 

But  cautious  Queensberry  left  the  war — 
Th'  unmanner'd  dust  might  soil  his  star, 

Besides,  he  hated  bleeding — 
But  left  behind  him  heroes  bright, 
Heroes  in  Cesarean  fight 

Or  Ciceronian  pleading. 

O  for  a  throat  like  huge  Mons-Meg, 
To  muster  o'er  each  ardent  Whig 

Beneath  Drumlanrig's  banners ; 
Heroes  and  Heroines  commix 
All  in  the  field  of  politics, 

To  win  immortal  honours. 

M'Murdo  *  and  his  lovely  spouse, 
(Th'  enamour'd  laurels  kiss  her  brows,) 

Led  on  the  Loves  and  Graces ; 
She  won  each  gaping  burgess'  heart, 
While  he,  suh  rosa^  play'd  his  part 

Among  their  wives  and  lasses. 

Craigdarroch  f  led  a  light-arm'd  core, 
Tropes,  metaphors,  and  figures  pour, 

Like  Hecla  streaming  thunder : 
Glenriddel,  f  skill'd  in  rusty  coins, 
Blew  up  each  Tory's  dark  designs, 

And  bar'd  the  treason  under. 

In  either  wing  two  champions  fought. 
Redoubted  Staig,  |  who  set  at  nought 
The  wildest  savage  Tory, 

*  The  Duke  of  Queensberry's  factor,  a  great  friend  of  Burns. 

t  Fergusson  of  Craigdarroch,  and  Eiddel  of  Glenriddel — distinguiehed  in  the 
Bong  of  The  Whistle.  Sir  Robert  Lawrie  of  Maxwelton,  M.P.  for  the  county, 
another  Knight  of  the  Whistle,  is  named  in  the  next  verse  but  one. 

J  Provost  of  Dumfries. 
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While  Welsh,*  who  ne'er  yet  flinch'd  his  ground, 
High-wav'd  his  magnum-bonum  round 
With  Cyclopean  fury. 

Miller  brought  up  the  artillery  ranks, 
The  many-pounders  of  the  Banks, 

Kesistless  desolation; 
While  Maxwelton,  that  baron  bold, 
Mid  Lawson's  f  port  entrench'd  his  hold, 

And  threaten'd  worse  damnation. 

To  these  what  Tory  hosts  oppos'd 
With  these  what  Tory  warriors  clos'd, 

Surpasses  my  descriving : 
Squadrons  extended  long  and  large. 
With  headlong  speed  rush'd  to  the  charge. 

Like  furious  devils  driving. 

What  verse  can  sing,  what  prose  narrate, 
The  butcher  deeds  of  bloody  fate. 

Amid  this  mighty  tuilyie ! 
Grim  horror  grin'd ;  pale  terror  roar'd 
As  murder  at  his  thrapple  shor'd ; 

And  hell  mix'd  in  the  brulyie. 

As  Highland  craigs  by  thunder  cleft, 
When  lightnings  fire  the  stormy  hft. 

Hurl  down  wi'  crashing  rattle ; 
As  flames  amang  a  hundred  woods, 
As  headlong  foam  a  hundred  floods — 

Such  is  the  rage  of  battle. 

The  stubborn  Tories  dare  to  die  : 
As  soon  the  rooted  oaks  would  fly 

Before  th'  approaching  fellers. 
The  Whigs  came  on  hke  ocean's  roar 
When  all  his  wintry  billows  pour 

Against  the  Buchan  Bullers  J 


*  The  Sheriff  of  the  county.  f  A  wine  merchant  in  Dumfries. 

t  The  "  Bullers  of  Buchan  "  are  rocky  caverns  on  the  Aberdeenshire  coatit, 
near  Peterhead. 


P 
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Lo,  from  the  shades  of  death's  deep  night, 
Departed  Whigs  enjoy  the  fight, 

And  think  on  former  daring : 
The  muffled  murtherer  of  Charles 
The  magna  charta  flag  unfurls, 

All  deadly  gules  its  bearing. 

Nor  wanting  ghosts  of  Tory  fame  ; 

Bold  Scrimgeour  *  follows  gallant  Graham,f 

Auld  Covenanters  shiver — 
(Forgive !  forgive !  much-wrong'd  Montrose ! 
Now  Death  and  Hell  engulph  thy  foes, 

Thou  liv'st  on  high  for  ever !) 

Still  o*er  the  field  the  combat  burns, 
The  Tories,  Whigs,  give  way  by  turns ; 

But  fate  the  word  has  spoken : 
For  woman's  wit,  or  strength  o'  man, 
Alas !  can  do  but  what  they  can  ; 

The  Tory  ranks  are  broken. 

O  that  my  een  were  flowing  burns ! 
My  voice,  a  lioness  that  mourns 

Her  darling  cub's  undoing ! 
That  I  might  greet,  that  I  might  cry. 
While  Tories  fall,  while  Tories  fly. 

And  furious  Whigs  pursuing ! 

What  Whig  but  wails  the  good  Sir  James 
Dear  to  his  country  by  the  names, 

Friend,  Patron,  Benefactor ! 
Not  Pulteney's  wealth  can  Pulteney  save ! 
And  Hopetoun  falls,  the  generous,  brave ; 

And  Stewart,  bold  as  Hector : 

Thou,  Pitt,  shalt  rue  this  overthrow, 
And  Thurlow  growl  a  curse  of  woe. 

And  Melville  melt  in  wailing. 
How  Fox  and  Sheridan  rejoice ; 
And  Burke  shall  sing,  '  0  prince,  arise ! 

Thy  power  is  all  prevailing ! ' 

•  John  Scrimgeour,  Earl  of  Dundee,  a  great  Jacobite  in  Cromweirs  time, 
t  Graham  of  Olaverhouse,  and  Graham,  Marquis  of  Montrose. 
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For  your  poor  friend,  the  Bard  afar, 
He  only  hears  and  sees  the  war, 

A  cool  spectator  purely ! 
So,  when  the  storm  the  forest  rends. 
The  Kobin  in  the  hedge  descends. 

And  sober  chirps  securely. 

'  Now,  for  my  friends'  and  brethren's  sakes,' 
And  for  my  dear-lov'd  Land.o'  Cakes, 

I  pray  with  holy  fire : 
Lord,  send  a  rough-shod  troop  o'  Hell 
O'er  a*  wad  Scotland  buy  or  sell. 

To  grind  them  in  the  mire  !  * 


TO  MR.  PETER  STUART, 

PUBLISHER  OF  *  THE  STAR,'  LONDON. 

[These  lines  formed  part  of  a  letter  to  Mr.  Peter  Stuart  of  The  Star,  in  which 
the  poet— apparently  a  Bubscriber  to  that  newspaper— complains  of  its  irregular 
delivery.] 

Dear  Peter,  dear  Peter, 

We  poor  sons  of  metre 
Are  often  negleckit,  ye  ken ; 

Eor  instance,  your  sheet,  man, 

(Though  glad  Pm  to  see't,  man,) 
I  get  it  no'  ae  day  in  ten. — R.  B. 


EXTEMPORE 

ON  SOME  COMMEMORATIONS  OF  THE  POET  THOMSON. 

[At  page  358,  Vol.  I.,  the  reader  will  find  Burns'  Address  to  the  Shade  of 
Thomson — produced  in  August,  1791,  at  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Buchan.  Here 
we  have  four  bitter  stanzas  on  the  posthumous  celebration  referred  to.  Burns 
enclosed  them  to  the  editor  of  the  Edinbwgh  Gazetteer,  in  which  paper  they 
first  appeared.  The  poet  refers  to  them  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry, 
dated  5th  January,  1793.] 

DosT  thou  not  rise,  indignant  Shade, 

And  smile  wi'  spurning  scorn, 
When  they  wha  wad  hae  starv'd  thy  life, 

Thy  senseless  turf  adorn ! 

*  This  characteristic  closing  stanza  is  not  usually  given.  Cunningham  prints  it 
in  a  note,  but  it  is  omitted  by  Motherwell,  by  Chambers,  and  in  the  Aldine  editions 
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Helpless,  alane,  thou  clamb  the  brae, 

Wi'  mickle,  mickle  toil, 
And  claught  tli'  unfading  garland  there, 

Thy  sair-won,  rightful  spoil. 

And  wear  it  there !  and  call  aloud 

This  axiom  undoubted — 
Would  thou  hae  nobles'  patronage  ? — ^ 

'  First  learn  to  hve  without  it ! ' 

To  whom  hae  much,  shall  yet  be  given, 

Is  every  great  man's  faith ; 
But  he,  the  helpless,  needless  wretch. 

Shall  lose  the  mite  he  hath. 


LINES  ON  THE  POET  FERGUSSON. 

[This  doable  stanza  is  said  to  have  been  composed  in  1792,  and  inscribed  in  a 
copy  of  a  work  called  The  TTorW.— See  page  270  of  the  present  volume  for  other 
lines  on  the  same  poet,  composed  in  1787.] 

Ill-fated  genius !  Heaven-taught  Fergusson ! 

What  heart  that  feels  and  will  not  yield  a  tear, 
To  think  life's  sun  did  set  ere  well  begun 

To  shed  its  influence  on  thy  bright  career? 
Oh,  why  should  truest  worth  and  genius  pine 

Beneath  the  iron  grasp  of  Want  and  Woe, 
While  titled  knaves  and  idiot  greatness  shine 

In  all  the  splendour  Fortune  can  bestow ! 


TO  MISS  FONTENELLE, 

ON  SEEING  HER  IN  A  FAVOURITE  CHARACTER. 

[At  pages  156  and  159  of  present  volume  are  given  Addresses  written  for  thia- 
interesting  actress  by  the  poet  at  Dumfries  in  1792  and  1793.  This  neatly  turued 
compliment  may  have  been  produced  at  either  of  these  times.  In  a  note  written 
by  him  to  that  lady,  the  poet  tells  her  that  he  pays  her  such  compliments  "  froui. 
the  same  honest  impulse  that  the  sublime  in  nature  excites  my  admiration,  or 
her  beauties  give  me  delight."  Cunningham  gives  his  readers  to  understand 
that  Miss  Fontenelle  "  was  young  and  pretty,  and  indulged  in  levities  both  oJ 
speech  and  action."] 

Sweet  naivet6  of  feature. 

Simple,  wild,  enchanting  elf, 
Not  to  thee,  but  thanks  to  Nature, 

Thou  art  acting  but  thyself. 
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Wert  thou  awkward,  stiff,  affected, 
Spurning  nature,  torturing  art; 

Loves  and  graces  all  rejected, 
Then  indeed  thou'dst  act  a  part. 


AH,  CHLOmS,  SINCE  IT  MAY  NA  BE. 
Tune — Major  Graham, 

[This  first  appeared  in  the  Aldine  edition,  1830,  printed  from  the  poet's 
MS.  It  seems  to  be  the  only  exception  to  the  long  list  of  IsTics  inspired  by 
Chloris  that  was  not  forwarded  to  Thomson  or  Johnson.  Its  date  may  be  about 
the  early  part  of  1793,  when  Miss  Lorimer  was  induced  to  form  a  matrimonial 
connection  with  Mr.  Whelpdale.  In  these  circumstances,  the  language  of  the 
poet-lover  seems  appropriate  and  natural.  The  first  and  last  verses  are  especially 
beautiful.] 

Ah,  Chloris,  since  it  may  na  be, 

That  thou  of  love  wilt  hear ; 
If  from  the  lover  thou  maun  flee, 

Yet  let  the  friend  be  dear. 


Altho'  I  love  my  Chloris  mair 
Than  ever  tongue  could  tell; 

My  passion  I  will  ne'er  declare, 
I'll  say,  I  wish  thee  well. 


Tho'  a*  my  daily  care  thou  art, 
And  a'  my  nightly  dream, 

I'll  hide  the  struggle  in  my  heart, 
And  say  it  is  esteem. 


(    324  ) 


INSCRIPTION  AT  FRIARS-OAKSE  HERMITAGE. 

[At  page  163  of  present  volume,  the  reader  will  find  the  poet's  beautiful  sonnet 
on  the  death  of  Kobert  Eiddel,  Esq.,  of  Friars'  Oarse,  who  died  in  April,  1794. 
The  next  time  Burns  had  occasion  to  be  up  the  Nith  so  far  as  the  Carse,  he  visited 
the  Hermitage,  and  inscribed  on  its  window  the  lines  given  in  the  text. 

Cromek,  in  1810,  thus  refers  to  the  desecration  of  the  "ivied  cot:  " — "When 
the  editor  visited  the  Hermitage  so  much  celebrated  by  Burns,  he  was  shocked 
to  find  this  little  spot,  that  ought  to  have  been  held  sacred,  almost  gone  to  decay! 
The  pane  of  glass  on  which  the  poet  had  written  his  well-known  '  Lines  '  was 
removed;  the  floor  was  covered  with  straw;  the  door  thrown  open;  and  the 
trees  broken  down  and  destroyed  by  cattle.  Such  was  the  late  proprietor's 
(Captain  Smith)  neglect  of  a  spot,  on  the  window  of  which  Robert  Burns  had 
traced,  with  his  own  hand,  this  tender  tribute  (which  still  remains,)  to  the 
memorj'^  of  his  departed  friend  Glenriddel!" 

Sixty  years  after  the  foregoing  note  was  penned,  we  visited  the  same  place, 
and  found  it  a  total  ruin,  having  only  a  small  portion  of  the  east  gable  standing. 
Over  the  lintel  of  the  fireplace  was  cut,  in  bold  i-oman  letters,  the  name  BUENS.] 

To  Ri(idel,  much  lamented  man  ! 

This  ivied  cot  was  dear; 
Wand'rer,  dost  value  matchless  worth  ? — 

This  ivied  cot  revere ! 


GRACE  BEFORE,  AND  THANKS  AFTER  DINNER. 

ON  BEINCi  PRESSED  TO  OFFICIATE. 

[The  dinner,  on  this  occasion,  was  at  the  poet's  favourite  howff— the  Globe 
Tavern,  Dumfries,  where  the  "wether-head,"  which  formed  the  principal  dish, 
would  derive  additional  relish  from  being  served  up  by  the  fair  hands  of  "  Pretty 
Peg,"  alias  "Meg,"  who  succeeded  Anna  wV  the  gowden  locks  as  waiting-maid 
there.  "William  Hislop,"  who  "gave  the  spirit"  on  the  occasion  when  tha 
poet  said  grace,  as  printed  at  page  229  of  this  volume,  appears  at  this  later  date 
to  have  gone  to  the  world  of  spirits  himself,  and  left  a  substitute  named  "Jock  " 
to  act  as  Ganymede,  or  cup-bearer,  to  the  inferior  deities  of  The  Globe.} 

BEFORE  DINNER. 

O  LORD,  when  hunger  pinches  sore. 

Do  thou  stand  us  in  stead, 
And  send  us  from  thy  bounteous  store 

A  tup  or  weather  head ! 

Amen. 

AFTER  DINNER. 

0  LORD,  since  we  have  feasted  thus, 

Which  we  so  little  merit, 
Let  Meg  now  take  away  the  flesh. 

And  Jock  bring  in  the  spirit ! 

Amen. 
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PRETTY 


PEG. 


[This  lyric — ^whither  anthentic  or  not  we  cannot  say — was  first  printed  in  the 
January  number  of  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  1808.  Besides  the  three  good 
stanzas  we  give  in  the  text,  it  consists  there  of  six  verses,  one  half  of  which  are 
of  so  base  a  quality  that  we  are  fain  to  throw  them  into  a  foot-note.  It  is  ex- 
plained that  the  locality  indicated  in  our  third  verse  is  the  shore  by  the  Nith  at 
Dimifries.  We  presume  the  heroine  who  so  well  could  "tip  the  sidelin's  wink" 
would  be  the  "  Meg  "  of  the  preceding  piece. 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  the  song — restricted  to  three  verses  only — is  again  in- 
serted in  the  January  number  of  the  same  magazine  for  1818,  communicated  by 
a  correspondent,  who  sends  along  with  it  a  fragment  of  a  suspicious  character, 
beginning,  "  Yon  wand'ring  rill,"  given  farther  on,  and  who  makes  the  doubtful 
statement,  that  both  of  these  are  copied  from  the  bard'a  own  MS.]  • 


As  I  gaed  up  by  yon  gate-end, 
When  day  was  waxing  weary, 

Wha  did  I  meet  come  down  the  street, 
But  pretty  Peg,  my  dearie  ? 

Her  air  so  sweet,  her  shape  complete, 
Wi'  nae  proportion  wanting, 

The  Queen  of  Love  could  never  move 
Wi'  motion  mair  enchanting. 

With  linked  hands  we  took  the  sands, 
Down  by  yon  winding  river ; 

And  oh !  that  hour,  and  shady  bow'r, 
Can  I  forget  it  ?— Never !  * 


*  The  three  stanzas  which  have  been  rejected  by  almost  every  editor  of  Buma^ 
are  the  following: — 


"The  music  of  her  pretty  foot 
Upon  my  heart  did  play  so ; 
For  ay  she  tipp'd  the  sidelin's  wink,— 
'  Come,  kiss  me  at  your  leisure  ? ' 

Her  nut-brown  hair,  beyond  compare, 
Adown  her  neck  did  stray  so ; 

And  Love  said,  laughing  in  her  looks,— 
'  Come,  kiss  me  at  your  leisure !' 

The  conscious  sun,  out  o'er  yon  hill, 

Eejoicin'  closed  the  day  so ; 
Clasp'd  in  my  arms,  she  murmured  still,— 

'  Come,  kiss  me  at  your  leisure !' " 
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ON  THE  ILLNESS  OF  A  FAVOURITE  CHILD. 

[We  find  that  this  fragment  is  printed  in  the  Aldine  edition,  and  also  by 
Allan  Cunningham,  although  rejected  by  Chambers.  No  son  of  Burns  died 
during  the  father's  lifetime;  therefore,  it  has  become  necessary  to  change  the 
word  "  him,"  in  the  last  line,  to  her.  On  this  same  subject,  we  may  mention 
that  some  verses  have  been  given  in  several  standard  editions  of  Burns,  entitled, 
"Epitaph  for  the  Poet's  Daughter,"  commencing—"  Here  lies  a  rose,  a  budding 
rose,"  that  are  really  the  composition  of  Shenstone  !] 

Now  health  forsakes  that  angel  face, 

Nae  mair  my  dearie  smiles ; 
Pale  sickness  withers  ilka  grace, 

And  a'  my  hopes  beguiles. 

The  cruel  powers  reject  the  prayer 

I  hourly  mak'  for  thee ; 
Ye  Heavens !  how  great  is  my  despair ! 

How  can  I  see  [her]  dee ! 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FAYOURITE  CHILD. 

[We  have  no  doubt  that  this  lugubrious  effusion — like  some  others  that 
we  have  yet  to  refer  to — is  a  forgery  got  up  to  simulate  a  production  of 
Burns,  and  made  to  pass  muster  by  being  based  on  some  incident  in  his  history. 
The  poem  was  first  printed  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  July,  1814,  to 
which  it  was  forwarded  by  "J.  P.  J.,  Buccleuch  Place,  Edinburgh,"  and 
heralded  in  this  suspicious  manner: — "These  stanzas  have  been  long  pre- 
served by  me  as  a  relique  of  the  immortal  Burns,  which  will  tend  to  show  the 
world  that  his  writings,  had  he  written  often  thus,  were  morally  sublime,  and 
irresistibly  pathetic  /" 

The  poet's  favourite  child,  Elizabeth  Eiddel — so  named  after  Mrs.  Robert 
Riddel  of  Glenriddel — ^born  21st  November,  1792,  was  delicate  from  her  birth. 
In  December,  1793,  we  find  the  poet  thus  writing  of  her  to  Mrs.  Dunldp :  — 
"These  four  months,  a  sweet  little  girl,  my  youngest  child,  has  been  so  ill,  that 
every  day,  a  week  or  less  threatened  to  terminate  her  existence."  The  chila 
lived  for  nearly  two  years  after  that  period.  She  died  and  was  buried  at 
Mauchline  during  the  harvest-time  of  1795,  whither  she  had  been  sent  to  be 
nursed  by  the  poet's  relatives  there.  On  31st  January,  1796,  in  writing  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop,  he  says: — "I  have  lately  drunk  deep  of  the  cup  of  afliction.  The 
autumn  robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter  and  darling  child,  and  that  at  a  distance, 
too,  and  so  rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  pay  the  last  duties  to  her." 

No  one  acquainted  with  the  condition  of  the  poet,  mental  and  physical,  and 
his  general  style  of  thought  and  expression,  between  September,  1795,  and  the 
period  of  his  own  death,  in  July,  1796,  could  accept  these  verses  as  Burns' 
composition.] 

0  SWEET  be  thy  sleep  in  the  land  of  the  grave, 

My  dear  httle  angel,  for  ever — 
For  ever  ? — Oh  no !  let  not  man  be  a  slave, 

His  hopes  from  existence  to  sever. 
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Though  cold  be  the  clay,  where  thou  pillow'st  thy  head, 

In  the  dark  silent  mansions  of  sorrow ; 
The  spring  shall  return  to  thy  low,  narrow  bed, 

Like  the  beam  of  the  day-star  to  morrow. 

The  flower-stem  shall  bloom  like  thy  sweet  seraph  form, 

Ere  the  spoiler  had  nipt  thee  in  blossom, 
When  thou  shrank  frae  the  scowl  of  the  loud  winter  storm, 

And  nestled  thee  close  to  that  bosom. 

0  still  I  behold  thee,  all  lovely  in  death, 

Rechned  on  the  lap  of  thy  mother, 
When  the  tear-trickle  bright — when  the  short  stifled  breath, 

Told  how  dear  ye  were  ay  to  each  other. 

My  child,  thou  art  gone  to  the  home  of  thy  rest, 
Where  suffering  no  longer  can  harm  thee, 

Where  the  songs  of  the  good,  where  the  hymns  of  the  blest, 
Through  an  endless  existence  shall  charm  thee  ! 

While  he,  thy  fond  parent,  must  sighing  sojourn. 
Through  the  dire  desert  regions  of  sorrow, 

O'er  the  hope  and  misfortune  of  being  to  mourn, 
And  sigh  for  this  life's  latest  morrow. 


TO  A  KISS. 

[Some  doubt  hangs  over  the  authorship  of  these  very  soft  verses.  We  find 
the  piece  printed  in  a  book  published  at  Edinburgh  in  1826  by  the  Rev.  W. 
Robb,  entitled,  "Address  to  my  Alma  Mater,"  and  there  it  is  attributed  to 
Burns,  and  said  to  have  been  composed  not  long  before  his  death,  on  seeing  a 
gentleman  gallantly  salute  a  lady  at  a  watering-place  on  the  Solway  Frith.  It 
is  included  in  Chambers's  editions  of  the  poet,  1838  and  1851.  We  gladly 
embrace  the  opportunity  to  correct  the  rhythm  of  the  closing  stanza,  which,  in 
former  copies,  is  marred  by  redundant  syllables.] 

Humid  seal  of  soft  affections, 

Tend'rest  pledge  of  future  bliss. 
Dearest  tie  of  young  connexions. 

Love's  first  snow-drop,  virgin  kiss ! 
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Speaking  silence,  dumb  confession, 
Passion's  birth,  and  infants'  play, 

Dove-like  fondness,  chaste  concession, 
Glowing  dawn  of  brighter  day ! 

Sorrowing  joy,  adieu's  last  action, 
Ling'ring  lips — that  must  untwine ! 

Words  can  never  speak  affection 
Thrilling  and  sincere  as  thine  1 


THERE'S  DEATH  IN  THE  CUP. 

[The  reader  will  find,  at  page  167,  two  good  epigrams,  complimentary  to  the 
poet's  particular  friend,  John  Ssrme  of  Ryedale.  Here  we  have  another  one  as 
good  as  either.  On  one  of  the  last  occasions  of  a  social  meeting  between  the 
friends,  the  poet  inscribed  the  following  lines  on  a  crystal  goblet,  and  presented 
it  to  Syme  before  taking  leave  :]— 

There's  death  in  the  cup — sae  beware ! 

Nay,  more — ^there  is  danger  in  touching ; 
But  wha  can  avoid  the  fell  snare? 

The  man  and  his  wine's  sae  bewitching ! 


MISCELLANEOUS  EPIGRAMS,  EPITAPHS,  ETC. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


Although  Bums,  during  the  last  ten  years  of  his  life,  was  much  inclined  to 
write  and  give  utterance  to  impromptu  versicles  in  this  form — and  these  usually 
of  a  satiric  character — ^he  did  not  himself  consider  that  such  bagatelles  deserved 
the  consideration  of  public  attention.  Some  seventy,  or  upwards,  of  these  unpre- 
meditated effusions  are  usually  included  in  the  poet's  printed  works;  yet  it 
ought  to  be  borne  in  mind  that  he  himself  never  sanctioned  the  publication  of 
more  than  half-a-dozen  of  such  things, — and  these  are  to  be  found  in  our  first 
volume,  at  pages  128  to  131.  Dr.  Currie  and  other  critics  have  remarked,  that 
the  epigrams  of  Burns  are  strikingly  inferior  to  his  other  writings,  and  Dr. 
Bobert  Chambei-s  observes,  that  "  few  will  be  inclined  to  dissent  from  this 
opinion ;  for,  indeed,  they  often  are  totally  without  point."  We  do  not  pretend 
to  be  more  easily  pleased  than  our  neighbours  in  such  matters,  and  readily 
allow  that  several  of  Burns'  epigrams  are  wanting  in  the  acute  sharpness  and 
razor-polish  which 

"  "Wounds  with  a  touch  that's  scarcely  felt  or  seen; " 

but  we  are  persuaded  that  Bums  did  not  much  affect  that  nice  kind  of  wit :  he 
did  not  deal  in  subtilties  which  would  escape  the  apprehension  of  average 
minds,  and  could  only  be  weighed  and  appreciated  by  schoolmen  whose  province 
it  is  to  define  what  sterling  wit  is  composed  of.  There  is  a  characteristic  force 
about  the  most  trifling  couplet  or  quatrain  that  ever  Bums  really  uttered,  which 
at  once  commends  itself  as  something  beyond  the  common  crop  of  would-be 
smart  sayings.  True,  many  silly  or  stale  things  have  been  raked  together  from 
Joe  Miller  jest-books  and  other  sources,  and  crammed  into  editions  of  the  poet's 
works,  to  satisfy  a  morbid  craving  for  something  from  Burns — "  hitherto  in- 
edited  ; "  but  the  attention  of  thoughtful  readers  will  not  long  be  distracted  by 
the  impertinent  introduction  of  such  rubbish,  for  they  will  soon  learn  to  dis- 
tinguish the  corn  from  the  chaff. 

A  lady  of  great  wit  and  high  literary  attainments,  who  was  personally  intimate 
with  Burns,  has  expressed  the  strong  opinion,  that  Poetry  was  really  not  his 
forte.  "  Many  others,"  she  argues,  "  have  ascended  to  prouder  heights  in  the 
region  of  Parnassus ;  but  none  ever  outshone  Burns  in  the  charms — the  sorcery 
of  fascinating  conversation,  the  spontaneous  eloquence  of  social  argument,  and 
the  unstudied  poignancy  of  brilliant  repartee.  The  keeness  of  satire  was,  I  am 
almost  at  a  loss  whether  to  say  his  forte  or  his  foible ;  for  though  nature  had 
endowed  him  with  a  portion  of  the  most  pointed  excellence  in  that  dangerous 
talent,  he  suffered  it  too  often  to  be  the  vehicle  of  personal,  and  sometimes  un- 
founded animosities.  His  wit  had  always  the  start  of  his  judgment,  and  would 
lead  him  to  the  indulgence  of  raillery  uniformly  acute,  but  often  unaccompanied 
with  the  least  desire  to  wound.  The  suppression  of  an  arch  and  full-pointed 
bon-mot,  is  properly  classed  as  a  virtue  only  to  be  sought  for  in  the  calendar  of 
saints.  Burns  was  no  saint,  and  he  was  deficient  in  that  virtue ;  but  he  paid  for 
his  mischievous  wit  as  dearly  as  any  one  could  do ;  for  it  is  no  extravagant 
arithmetic  to  say  of  him,  as  of  Yorick  the  jester,  that /or  every  ten  jokes,  fie  got  a 
bundred  enemies." 

Let  these  extemporaneous  effusions,  then,  be  considered,  not  as  studied  efforts 
of  the  muse  of  Burns,  bui  as  fragments  of  his  conversation,  not  to  be  tried  by 
too  severe  a  standard. 
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EPIGRAM  PINNED  TO  A  LADY'S  COACH. 

[Mrs.  Maria  Riddel  of  Woodlee  Park,  whose  generous  remarks  we  have  so  fully 
quoted  in  the  foregoing  introductory  note,  was  the  victim  of  this  ill-natured 
effusion.  The  reader  will  find,  at  page  162  of  the  present  volume,  a  note  which 
will  sufficiently  illustrate  the  lines  now  given.  They  were  written  only  two 
years  before  Bums'  death,  before  which  event,  a  reconciliation  betwixt  these 
parted  friends  was  happily  effected.  In  the  preceding  article,  she  kindly 
says :  "  Burns  was  candid  and  manly  in  the  avowal  of  his  errors,  and  Ms  avowal 
was  a  reparation."} 

If  you  rattle  along  like  your  mistress's  tongue, 

Your  speed  will  out-rival  the  dart ; 
But,  a  fly  for  your  load,  you'll  break  down  on  tlie  road, 

If  your  stuff  be  as  rotten's  her  heart. 


ON  A  COUNTRY  LAIRD, 

NOT  QUITE  SO  WISE  AS  SOLOMON. 

[We  first  find  this  published  in  Morison's  Perth  edition  of  1811.  Sir  Davi<} 
Maxwell  of  Oardoness  is  the  person  thus  satirized — not  through  any  ill-feeling 
existing  between  the  poet  and  the  baronet,  but  simply  because  they  took  opposite 
Bides  in  politics.  It  is  remarkable  that  both  this  epigram  and  the  preceding  ona 
are  inscribed  in  the  last  page  of  the  Glenriddel  MS.,  in  the  poet's  handwriting.] 

Bless  Jesus  Christ,  0  Cardoness, 

With  grateful  lifted  eyes. 
Who  said  that  not  the  soul  alone, 

But  bod?/  too  must  rise ; 
For  had  he  said  '  the  soul  alone 

From  death  I  will  deliver,' 
Alas,  alas !  O  Cardoness, 

Then  thou  hadst  slept  for  ever ! 


ON  HEARING  SERMON  IN  LAMINGTON  KIRK. 

[This  first  appeared  in  Lockhart's  Life  of  the  poet,  1839.  It  is  too  character- 
istic, to  be  doubted  as  a  production  of  Burns.] 

As  cauld  a  wind  as  ever  blew ; 
A  cauld  kirk,  and  in't  but  few ; 
As  cauld  a  minister's  ever  spak* ; 
Ye'se  a'  be  het  'or  I  come  back. 
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ON  AN  EMPTY  FELLOW. 


[Tliis  was  first  published  by  Lockhart,  in  1829.  No  other  epigram  of  the 
poet's  has  been  subjected  to  so  many  variations  as  the  present  one ;  thus  show- 
ing how  long  it  had  been  borne  on  the  wings  of  tradition  before  being  confined 
to  a  printed  page,  and  proving  also  that  it  is  a  favourite  one  for  retailing.  It 
tells  its  own  story  well;  nevertheless,  Allan  Cunningham,  who  must  have 
something  to  say  to  shew  that  he  has  been  behind  the  scenes,  gives  it  under  the 
title  of  The  Toad-eatei',  and  tells  us  that  "at  the  table  of  Maxwell  of  Terraughty, 
where  it  was  the  pleasure  of  one  of  the  guests  to  talk  only  of  Dukes  with  whom 
he  had  drank,  and  of  Earls  with  whom  he  had  dined.  Burns  silenced  him  with 
this  epigram : — 

'  What  of  Earls  with  whom  you  have  supt  ? 

And  of  Dukes  that  you  dined  with  yestreen  ? 
Lord !  a  louse,  sir,  is  still  but  a  louse. 
Though  it  crawl  on  the  curls  of  a  queen.' " 

Chambers,  again,  gives  us  another  version,  as  follows : — 

"No  more  of  your  titled  acquaintances  boast, 
And  what  nobles  and  gentles  you've  seen ; 
An  insect  is  still  but  an  insect  at  most, 
Though  it  crawl  on  the  curl  of  a  queen!"] 

Of  lordly  acquaintance  you  boast, 

And  the  dukes  that  you  dined  wi'  yestreen, 

Yet  an  insect's  an  insect  at  most, 
Tho'  it  crawl  on  the  curl  of  a  queen. 


THE  BOOK-WORMS. 


[Of  this,  the  origin  is  thus  given: — The  poet,  on  a  visit  to  a  nobleman,  waa 
shewn  into  a  library  where  stood  a  Shakespeare  splendidly  bound,  but  unread, 
and  much  -worm-eaten.  Long  after  the  poet's  death,  some  one  happened  to  open 
the  neglected  book,  and  found  the  epigram  in  the  easily  recognised  handwriting 
of  Burns. 

This  appears  to  have  also  been  one  of  the  Ion-mots  of  the  poet  which  was  often, 
retailed,  and  subject  to  variation  accordingly.  Chambers,  in  his  edition  of  1838^ 
gives  it  thus : — 

"  ON  AN  ILLITERATE  COUNTRY  GENILEMAN  WHO  HAD  A  FINE  LIBRARY. 

Free  through  the  leaves,  ye  maggots,  make  your  windings ; 
But,  for  the  owner's  sake,  oh  spare  the  bindings!"] 

Through  and  through  the  inspired  leaves, 

Ye  maggots  make  your  windings ; 
But,  oh  !  respect  his  lordship's  taste, 

And  spare  his  golden  bindings. 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  NOTED  COXCOMB. 

[The  poet  included  this  in  the  volume  of  unpublished  poeme  presented  by 
him  to  Mr.  Eiddel.  He  points  out  that  the  object  of  his  satire  was  "W. 
Graham,  Esq^  of  Mossknowe."] 

Stop  Thief !  dame  Nature  cried  to  Death, 
As  Willie  drew  his  latest  breath ; 
You  have  my  choicest  model  ta'en, 
How  shall  I  make  a  fool  again  ? 


EPITAPH  ON  CAPT.  WM.  RODDICK. 

[This  also  is  recorded  in  the  Glenriddel  MS.,  in  the  poet's  own  hand.  It 
had  hitherto  been  assumed  that  the  object  of  his  ridicule  was  the  above 
"  coxcomb."] 

Light  lay  the  earth  on  Billy's  breast — 

His  chicken  heart  so  tender ; 
But  build  a  castle  on  his  head, 

His  scull  will  prop  it  under. 


EPITAPH 

FOR  WILLIAM  NICOL,  HIGH  SCHOOL,  EDINBURGH. 

[Motherwell,  who  is  very  sparing  of  his  annotations,  gives  the  following  most 
absurd  note  in  regard  to  this  highly  flattering  compliment,  delivered  by  Burns 
to  his  friend,  in  1767 : — "Burns,  paying  a  visit  to  the  narrow  house  of  Mr.  Wm. 
Nicol,  and  hanging  in  reverential  awe  over  the  ashes  of  his  dearly-remembered 
friend,  wrote  these  lines,  which  are  truly  characteristic  of  our  national  melodist." 
Poor  Motherwell  must  have  taken  to  himself  a  soothing  draught  of  his  favourite 
"Pap-in,"  before  penning  this  lugubrious  note.  He  styles  Burns  our  "national 
melodist"  and  he  forgets  that  Nicol  survived  the  poet  some  years!] 

Ye  maggots,  feed  on  Nicol's  brain, 
For  few  sic  feasts  you've  gotten ; 

And  fix  your  claws  in  Nicol's  heart, 
For  deil  a  bit  o't's  rotten. 
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EPITAPH 

FOR  WILLIAM  CRUICKSHANK,  HIGH  SCHOOL,  EDINBURGH. 

[This  is  a  happy  companion  to  the  preceding.  The  reader  will  recollect  that 
Bums  resided  in  Mr.  Cruickshank's  houBe.in  James'  Square,  Edinburgh,  during 
the  whole  winter  of  1787-88.  Before  setting  out  on  his  northern  tour,  in  August, 
1787,  he  had  lived  in  Nicol's  house ;  and  according  to  Peter  Williamson's  Direc- 
tory, published  June,  1786,  Nicol  resided  in  Crosscauseway,  and  not  in  Buccleuch 
Pend  as  stated  by  Chambers.  In  the  same  Directory,  published  June,  1790, 
"Chapel  of  Ease,  Buccleuch  Street,"  is  set  down  as  Nicors  residence.] 

Honest  Will  to  Heaven  is  gane, 

And  mony  shall  lament  him ; 
His  faults  they  a'  in  Latin  lay, 

In  English  nane  e'er  kent  them. 


ON  COMMISSARY  GOLDIE'S  BRAINS. 

[This  epigram  was  copied  by  Chambers  from  the  poet's  MS.,  on  the  blank-leaf 
of  a  copy  of  his  own  poems,  in  possession  of  Mrs.  Lindsay,  Albany  Street^  Edin- 
burgh. No  annotator  has  ventured  to  explain  where  and  when  Burns  came  in 
eontact  with  this  thick-headed  functionary;  but  we  now  remedy  that  omission, 
by  stating  that  Commissary  Goldie  of  Dumfries  was  president  of  that  "  Club  of 
Loyal  Natives  "  referred  to  in  the  poet's  epigram,  given  at  page  283  of  this 
volume.] 

Lord,  to  account  who  dares  thee  call, 

Or  e'er  dispute  thy  pleasure  ? 
Else  why  within  so  thick  a  wall 

Enclose  so  poor  a  treasure  ? 


HOWLET-EACB. 

[This  is  to  be  understood  as  addressed  to  one  of  the  Lords  of  Justiciary,  who, 
during  circuit  at  Dumfries,  dined  with  his  relative,  Mr.  MUler  of  Dalswinton, 
On  entering  the  drawing-room,  after  his  libations,  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening, 
he  was  attracted  by  the  reflection  of  his  own  face  in  a  mirror,  at  the  side 
of  which  Miss  Miller  was  placed,  in  a  window  recess,  knitting.  His  Lordship, 
rubbing  his  eyes,  put  the  question  to  his  host,  "  Whatna  howlet-faced  thing's  yon 
i'  the  comer  ?  " 

Burns,  happening  to  be  at  Dalswinton  soon  thereafter,  was  told  the  joke  by 
some  one  of  the  family,  when  he  took  out  his  pencil  and  wrote  down  this 
epigram,  telling  Miss  Miller  to  transcribe  and  send  it  to  the  blind  old  carle  who 
dared  to  lightlify  her  beauty  by  such  a  comparison.] 

How  daur  ye  ca'  me  howlet-faced, 

Ye  ugly  glow'rin  spectre  ? 
My  face  was  but  the  keekin'  glass — 

And  there  ye  saw  your  picture. 
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ON  A  NATIONAL  THANKSGIVING  FOR  A 
NAYAL  YICTORY. 

{This  epigram  is  not  likely  to  have  been  produced  on  the  same  occasion  as  the 
lines  given  at  page  215  on  Lord  Rodney's  Victory,  as  the  contrast  between  them 
in  sentiment  is  very  striking,] 

Ye  hypocrites !  are  these  your  pranks  ? 

To  murder  men,  and  gie  God  thanks ! 
For  shame !  gie  o'er— proceed  no  further — 

God  wont  accept  your  thanks  for  murther ! 


TAM  THE  CHAPMAN. 

[This  was  first  published  in  CobbeWs  Magazine.  The  hero,  Thomas  Kennedy, 
himself  communicated  it  to  Oobbett,-who  printed  it  with  some  anecdotes  about 
Bums  and  Jean  Armour,  in  1786,  which  have  a  doubtful  aspect,  as  the  facts 
narrated  do  not  harmonize  with  the  statements  in  the  poet's  letters  at  the  same 
period.  Be  that  as  it  may,  we  are  told  that  Tarn  was  one  of  the  poet's  earliest 
acquaintances,  and  his  boyhood  was  passed  in  the  labours  of  the  farm ;  but  in  later 
years  he  became  a  travelling  merchant,  and,  happening  to  be  seized  with  au 
illness,  from  which  he  recovered,  he  was  afterwards  rallied  by  Burns  on  hia 
narrow  escape  from  death,  and  the  following  lines  were  extemporaneously 
Bcrawied  out  by  the  poet,  and  handed  to  him  for  his  consolation.] 

As  Tarn  the  Chapman  on  a  day 
Wi'  'Death  forgather'd  by  the  way, 
Weel  pleas'd,  he  greets  a  wight  sae  famous, 
And  Death  was  nae  less  pleased  wi'  Thomas, 
Wha  cheerfully  lays  down  the  pack. 
And  there  blaws  up  a  hearty  crack : 
His  social,  friendly,  honest  heart 
Sae  tickled  Death,  they  couldna  part ; 
Sae,  after  viewing  knives  and  garters, 
Death  takes  him  hame  to  gie  him  quarters. 


SWEARING  BURTON. 

[This  was  an  English  swell,  who  had  a  constant  practice  of  using  such  im- 
precations as  those  marked  in  italics  in  the  text  Like  many  other  strangers 
about  Dumfries,  nothing  less  would  satisfy  him  than  "a  night  with  Burns,"  and 
a  sample  of  his  ready  wit  in  the  form  of  an  epitaph  or  epigram.  The  following 
was  the  result :] — 

Here  cursing,  swearing  Burton  lies, 
A  buck,  a  beau,  or  '  Dem  my  eyes  ! ' 
Who  in  his  life  did  little  good, 
And  his  last  words  were  '  Dem  my  Uood  I ' 
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ANDREW  TURNER. 

[This  ia  somewhat  parallel  to  the  preceding.  He  also  would  see  and  hear  the 
"world's  wonder,"  and  would  stand  glasses  all  round  as  his  admission-fee.  He 
solicited  a  line  or  two  about  himself,  to  carry  to  his  friends  in  England  as  a 
trophy  of  his  travels.  The  poet  asked  his  name  and  the  year  of  his  birth,  and 
immediately  handed  round  the  following,  to  the  infinite  amusement  of  the 
company,  and  astonishment' of  "the  travelled  monkey."] 

In  seventeen  hunder  forty-nine, 
Satan  took  stuff  to  mak'  a  swine, 

And  cuist  it  in  a  corner ; 
But  wilily  he  changed  his  plan, 
And  shaped  it  something  like  a  man, 

And  ca'd  it  Andrew  Turner. 


EPITAPH  ON  GABRIEL  RICHARDSON, 

BREWER,  DUMFRIES. 

[This  gentleman  was  the  father  of  Sir  John  Blchardson,  the  Arctic  traveller 
and  eminent  naturalist,  who  died  in  1865.  The  compliment  was  inscribed  by 
the  poet  on  a  crystal  goblet  at  an  after-diimer  sederunt  in  Mr.  Richardson's 
house.  The  point  of  the  epigram  would  be  greatly  cleared  by  transposition 
of  two  words  in  line  third.  Grabriel  did  not  drink  good  morals:  he  brewed 
them,  and  now  in  heaven  drinks  the  Irrowst.'] 

"Here  brewer  Gabriel's  fire's  subdued,  and  empty  all  his  barrels: 
In  bliss,  his  drink  be  as  he  brew'd — in  upright,  virtuous  morals."" 

Here  brewer  Gabriel's  fire's  extinct, 

And  empty  all  his  barrels : 
He's  blest,  if  as     brew'd  he  drink. 

In  upright,  virtuous  morals. 


THE  SELKIRK  GRACE. 

[Allan  Cunningham  records  that  this  very  characteristic  "Grace  before  meat " 
was  uttered  at  the  table  of  the  Earl  of  Selkirk,  while  on  his  tour  through 
Galloway  with  his  friend  Syme  in  July,  1793.  If  so,  it  is  strange  that  Syme, 
who,  in  his  account  of  that  journey,  gives  sundry  epigrams  produced  by  Burns 
in  the  course  of  it,  has  omitted  this.] 

Some  hae  meat  and  canna  eat. 
And  some  wad  eat  that  want  it ; 

But  we  hae  meat,  and  we  can  eat, 
And  sae  the  Lord  be  thanket. 
w 
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EPIGRAM  ON  MR.  JAMES  GRACIE, 

BANKER  AND  DEAN  OF  GUILD,  DUMFRIES. 


[This  production — now  for  the  first  time  embraced  in  a  full  edition  of  the 
poet's  works — we  copy  from  an  excellent  little  book,  by  William  M'Dowall, 
entitled,  "  Burns  in  Dumfriesshire,"  1870.  Mr.  Gracie,  a  kind-hearted  friend  of 
the  poet,  learning  that  he  was  not  gaining  strength  at  Brow,  made  an  offer  of 
his  carriage  to  bring  him  back  to  his  home.  Burns'  answer,  dated  only  eight 
days  before  his  death,  appears  in  the  bard's  printed  correspondence.] 

Gracie,  thou  art  a  man  of  worth. 

Oh  be  thou  Bean  for  ever ! 
May  he  be  damn'd  to  hell  henceforth 

Who  faut's  thy  weight  or  measure ! 


THE  SOLEMN  LEAGUE  AND  COYENANT. 


[The  history  of  the  four  lines  in  the  text  is  as  follows : — In  the  churchj'ard  of 
the  parish  of  Balmahagie,  Kirkcudbright,  are  seen  the  grave-stones,  with  rude 
metrical  inscriptions,  placed  in  former  days  over  the  remains  of  some  Cove- 
nanters who  were  killed  during  times  of  State  persecution  for  religion.  The 
reverend  clergyman  who  compiled  the  description  of  this  parish  for  the  13th 
vol.  of  the  Statistical  Account  of  Scotland  in  1794,  quoted  some  of  these  in- 
scriptions, and  in  reference  to  them  makes  this  unfeeling  remark, — "  The  author 
of  these,  no  doubt,  supposed  himsel  f  writing  poetry."  Burns'  attention  was  called 
to  this  matter,  and  he  borrowed  the  volume  out  of  the  Dumfries  subscription 
library,  and  rebuked  the  narrator  by  writing  these  lines  oi<;  the  margin  of  the 
book,  opposite  the  deplorably  silly  passage.  The  volume  still  exists,  and  the 
pencilled  words,  in  the  poet's  well-known  hand,  are  distinctly  visible :  it  is  now 
the  property  of  the  Mechanics'  Institution,  there.] 

The  solemn  League  and  Covenant 

Now  brings  a  smile — now  brings  a  tear ; 

But  sacred  Freedom,  too,  was  theirs, — 
If  thou'rt  a  slave,  indulge  thy  sneer.* 


*  Allan  Cunningham,  in  his  edition  of  Burns,  gives  another  version  of  this 
quatrain,  together  with  a  different  story  of  its  origin :  no  doubt,  the  alterations 
—or  improvements,  as  some  may  hold — were  Allan's  own,  and  the  connecting 
story  drawn  from  his  own  imagination,  under  lack  of  knowledge  of  the  real 
'ncident  above  narrated.   His  version  is  as  follows : — 

"  The  solemn  League  and  Covenant 

Cost  Scotland  blood — cost  Scotland  tears; 
But  it  sealed  Freedom's  sacred  cause, — 
If  thou'rt  a  slave,  indulge  thy  sneers." 
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GRIZEL  GRIM. 


[This  is  one  of  the  very  poorest  of  such  trifles  attributed  to  Burns.  It  is  by 
no  means  equal  to  the  epitaph  on  James  Humphrey,  which  it  resembles  in 
character, — 

"Below  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes:  0  Death,  it's  my  opinion. 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bleth'rin  b — tch  into  thy  dark  domiuiou !  " 

Jamie,  who  was  a  bit  of  a  wag  himself,  although  a  "  bleth'rin  bitch  "  when  he 
took  to  theology  like  the  parson's  parrot,  long  out-lived  Burns,  and  latterly  was 
60  poor  and  so  mean  as  to  solicit  scraps  of  charity  from  strangers,  on  the  gvoimd 
that  he  was  "Burns'  bleth'rin  bitch!"  It  must  be  confessed  that  such  things  as 
Grizel  Grim  and  the  Bletlirin  Biic?i,howe\er  tolerable  asie,s;5,have  little  of  wit  to 
recommend  them.] 

Here  lies  with  death  auld  Grizel  Grim, 

Lincluden's  ugly  witch ; 
0  Death,  how  horrid  is  thy  taste, 

To  lie  with  such  a  b  ! 


COMPLIMENTS  TO  JESSY  LEWARS.* 


[At  pages  80,  125,  and  167  of  present  volume,  the  reader  will  find  the  grateful 
benedictions  of  the  dying  bard  to  this  faithful  ministering  angel.  A  menagerie 
of  wild  beasts  was  exhibiting  at  Dumfries,  in  the  spring  of  1796,  and  the  subject 
was  spoken  of  by  some  visitors,  by  the  bedside  of  the  sinking  patient.  Burns, 
lifted  a  hand-bill  which  described  the  Show,  and  smiling  towards  Miss  Lewars, 
wrote  down  the  following  double  stanza — assuming  the  lover,  as  he  invariably 
did  when  he  was  desirous  of  extolling  female  worth:] — 


Talk  not  to  me  of  savages 

From  Afric's  burning  sun  ; 
No  savage  e'er  could  rend  my  heart, 

As,  Jessy,  thou  hast  done : 
But  Jessy's  lovely  hand  in  mine — 

A  mutual  faith  to  plight — 
Not  ev'n  to  view  the  Heavenly  choir. 

Would  be  so  blest  a  sight. 


*  Miss  Lewars  was  afterwards  married  to  Mr.  James  Thomson,  writer.  Dum- 
fries. She  died  in  1855,  at  the  age  of  77,  and  lies  interred  under  the  shadow  of 
Burns'  mausoleum. 
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THE  TOAST. 

INSCRIBED  ON  A  GOBLET. 

[A  crystal  goblet,  containing  wine  and  water,  stood  on  a  small  table  by  the 
poefs  bedside,  and  while  Jessy  moved  softly  about,  in  discharge  of  her  kindly 
offices,  he  took  his  diamond-pen,  and  inscribed  on  it  the  following  words,  in  the 
character  of  a  Toast,  and  requested  her  to  keep  the  goblet  for  his  sake  :]— 

Fill  me  with  the  rosy  wine, 
Call  a  toast — a  toast  divine ; 
Give  the  poet's  darhng  flame, 
Lovely  Jessy  be  the  name ; 
Then  thou  mayest  freely  boast 
Thou  hast  given  a  peerless  toast. 


EPITAPH  FOR  JESSY  LEWARS. 

[She  was  suffering  under  some  slight  indisposition:  the  poet  rallied  her  a 
little  about  it,  and  at  length  he  said :  "In  case  of  the  worst,  Jessy,  let  me  provide 
you  with  an  epitaph."  He  immediately  wrote  down  and  handed  to  her  the- 
following 

Say,  sages,  what's  the  charm  on  earth 

Can  turn  death's  dart  aside  ? 
It  is  not  purity  and  worth. 

Else  Jessy  had  not  died. 


ON  HER  RECOVERY. 

[A  little  repose  brought  back  health  to  his  kind  attendant.  The  poet  said: 
"  Let  me  add  a  postscript  to  your  epitaph ;  I  find  there  is  a  poetic  reason  for  your 
recovery."   He  then  appended  the  following  lines :] — 

But  rarely  seen  since  Nature's  birth — 

The  natives  of  the  sky ; 
Yet  still  one  seraph's  left  on  earth, 

For  Jessy  did  not  die. 
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ON  BURNS'  HORSE  BEINO  IMPOUNDED, 

AND  HIS  MASTER  BROUGHT  BEFORE  THE  MAYOR. 

[This  epigram  is  of  doubtful  authenticity,  for  we  do  not  hear  of  the  poet  ever 
having  been  at  Carlisle  except  once — namely,  on  31st  May,  1787,  and  the  day 
following,  while  on  his  Border  tour.  Had  such  an  incident  as  that  referred  to 
in  the  text  really  occurred,  he  must  have  recorded  it,  for  his  diary  is  so  minute 
as  to  mention  the  following  circumstance,  which  is  so  racy,  that  we  feel  con- 
strained to  introduce  it  here: — "I  come  to  Carlisle.  Meet  a  strange  enough 
romantic  adventure  by  the  way,  in  falling  in  with  a  girl  and  her  married  sister. 
The  girl,  after  some  overtures  of  gallantry  on  my  side,  sees  me  a  little  cut  with 
the  bottle,  and  offers  to  take  me  in  for  a  Gretna-green  affair.  I,  not  being  such 
a  gull  as  she  imagines,  make  an  appointment  with  her,  by  way  of  vive  la 
bagatelle,  to  hold  a  conference  on  it  when  we  reach  town.  I  meet  her  in  town, 
and  give  her  a  brush  of  caressing  and  a  bottle  of  cider;  but  finding  herself  un 
peu  trompee  in  her  man,  she  sheers  off."] 

Was  e'er  puir  poet  sae  befitted, 
The  maister  drunk — tlie  horse  committed 
Puir  harmless  beast !  tak'  thee  nae  care, 
Thou'lt  be  a  horse  when  he's  nae  mair  (mayor.) 


WHY  ALWAYS  BACON? 

[Brownhill  Inn,  of  which  the  reader  will  find  something  noted  at  page  32  of 
this  volume,  was  a  favourite  howff  of  the  poet  while  he  resided  at  EUisland,  from 
June,  1788,  to  December,  1791.  The  landlord's  name  was  Bacon,  and  he  appears 
to  have  been  a  favourite  with  Burns,  who  presented  him  with  his  own  snuff- 
mull  of  horn,  silver-mounted,  bearing  the  inscription,  "Robt.  Burns,  Opficbb 
OF  THE  Excise."  It  was  a  common  custom  in  those  days,  for  landlords  of 
country  inns,  to  dine  along  with  their  customers,  unless  when  privacy  was 
specially  demanded-  An  English  traveller,  who  communicated  this  epigram, 
and  its  explanation,  to  Robert  Chambers,  in  1826,  happened  to  dine  there  one 
day  with  a  remarkable  fellow-traveller,  the  principal  dish  being  fried  bacon  and 
beans.  The  landlord,  or  some  other  one  present,  whispered  in  the  Englishman's 
ear  that  he  was  then  in  the  company  of  Burns,  the  Poet,  and  in  order  to 
satisfy  himself  of  this  fact,  he  begged  to  be  favoured  with  an  impromptu,  such 
as  he  was  famous  for  producing.  The  landlord — who  seemed  to  give  his  guests 
more  of  his  own  company  than  was  agreeable — ^had  retired  for  a  little,  to  "keep 
the  kettle  boiling,"  and  Burns  immediately  said:  "  Well,  then,  here  goes !  "  and 
gave  forth  the  following  riddle:] — 

At  Brownhill  we  always  get  dainty  good  cheer, 
And  plenty  of  bacon  each  day  in  the  year  ; 
We've  a'  thing  that's  nice,  and  mostly  in  season, 
But  why  always  Bacon — come,  give  me  a  reason  ? 


BDENS  AT  BROWNHILL. 


Anticipatory  of  a  very  delicate  branch  of  our  subject,  about  to  be  entered  on, 
we  hope  to  be  excused  for  introducing  here  the  following  excerpts  from  a 
timely  article  on  "Burns'  friendly  Annotators,"  which  appeared  on  3rd  Sept., 
1870,  in  a  well-known  weekly  serial — The  Ladies'  own  Journal,  Edinburgh  and 
Glasgow — ^referring  to  some  memoranda  regarding  Burns,  then  recently  pub- 
lished in  Notes  and  Queries,  London. 

The  writer  says :  "  The  present  memorandum  opens  with  a  gross  calumny 
against  the  poet  whose  character  and  history  it  affects  to  illustrate ;  and  if  I  did 
not  think  it  improper  to  suifer  such  an  infamous  passage  as  the  following  to  go 
uncontradicted,  I  would  have  allowed  it  to  whistle  its  own  self  down  the  wind, 
like  its  predecessors,  into  the  obscurity  it  cannot  fail  to  reach.  The  passage  I 
refer  to  is  as  follows : — 

" '  Here  (at  Brownhill  Inn)  Burns,  as  is  well  known,  was  only  too  often  found 
in  the  evenings,  and  here,  it  is  also  known,  he  allowed  his  muse  a  licence 
which  we  can  believe  he  regretted  at  the  close  of  his  life.  The  panes  of 
glass  in  the  window,  contained  proofs  of  moral  obliquity,  of  which  hia 
best  friends  were  ashamed ! ' 

"  The  correspondent  goes  on  to  say  that  those  impure  panes  were  afterwards 
cut  out.  and  carefully  packed  away  into  a  box,  by  Sir  Charles  D.  Stuart- 
Menteith,  Bart.,  of  Closeburn,  whose  son,  Sir  James,  on  examining  the  contents, 
after  his  father's  death,  was  so  shocked  that,  in  his  respect  for  Burns'  reputation, 
he  destroyed  the  glass,  in  order  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  exposing  the  bard'a 
weakness  or  criminality,  by  their  publication ! 

"Burns  had  little  or  no  intercourse  with  Brownhill  after  he  left  EUisland  in 
December,  1791,  which  date  he  survived  four  and  a  half  years;  and  we  know 
that  both  before  and  after  the  poet's  death,  every  versicle  and  scrap  of  rhyme 
from  his  hand  were  anxiously  gathered,  not  only  from  the  window-panes  of  the 
Globe  Tavern  and  his  other  social  haunts,  but  from  every  quarter  where  such 
things  had  been  scattered.  Upwards  of  eighty  of  such  impromptus  are  now 
printed  among  his  collected  works :  only  one  of  these — an  innocent  jest — hails 
from  Brownhill,  while  none  of  the  others  are  very  shocking  to  our  moral  senses. 
Not  even  the  bitterest  of  our  bard's  calumniators  has  overlaid  to  his  charge  that 
he  became  so  lost  to  all  sense  of  public  decorum,  and  so  possessed  with  the 
vulgar  demon  of  wantonness,  as  to  take  pleasure  in  scratching  indecent  and 
obscene  verses  on  the  window-glass  of  inns  and  other  public  thoroughfares. 
Enough,  certain]  J',  we  have  heard  of  his  daring  imprudence  in  so  writing  tho 
notorious  '  Stirling  Inscription ; '  and  few  of  his  readers  are  unaware  that,  in 
his  confidential  letters  to  Peter  Hill  of  Edinburgh,  and  other  very  intimate 
friends  of  the  social  class,  he  was  prone  to  indulge  in  little  sensuous  embellish- 
ments, by  far  too  warm  to  bear  the  light  of  print ;  but  these  morceaux  were  never 
intended  for  the  public  stomach :  they  were  doled  out  as  rare  dainties  and  loly- 
pops,  either  to  be  sucked  in  solitude  by  the  recipients,  or  served  up  to  a  select 
quorum,  like  the  'OrochallanFencibles,' atthe  witching  hour,  when  they  'pushed 
about  the  jorum '  and  remembered  '  the  bard  that's  far  awa'.'  No,  no!  Burns 
was  not  the  gross  and  vulgar  libertine  which  this  correspondent  would  have 
his  London  readers  to  believe !  '  Moral  obliquity,'  forsooth !  A  fiendish  squint 
certainly  must  have  directed  the  pen  which  could  communicate  such  rotten 
stuff  to  a  respectable  public  reservoir  of  intelligence !  The  only  man  who  could 
have  contradicted  this  story  concerning  the  box  and  glass,  was  Sir  James  Stuart- 
Menteith,  and  he  died  on  27th  Feb.,  1870.  Dead  men  tell  no  tales.  How  has 
this  rummager  among  broken  glass  reserved  his  communication  till  the  precise 
time  when  it  might  be  uttered  without  chance  of  contradiction  ?  " 


MEMORANDA  OF  FABRICATED  FRAGMENTS 

AND 

SPUKIOUS  STANZAS  ATTRIBUTED  TO  BURNS. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


It  is  unhappilynotorious  that  several  songs  and  poetical  pieces  were,  from  time 
to  time,  composed  by  Burns,  which  are  too  gross  in  subject  and  language  to  be 
allowed  admission  into  a  collection  of  his  works  intended  for  general  perusal. 
These  productions  were  never  meant  by  the  poet  for  the  public  eye,  but  dashed 
off  unguardedly,  while  in  "  a  merry  pin,"  and  exhibited  only  to  a  select  coterio 
of  his  like-minded  associates.  In  the  affecting  interview  which  took  place 
betwixt  Mrs.  Maria  Biddel  and  the  poet,  about  a  fortnight  before  he  died,  ha 
said  "  he  was  well  aware  that  his  death  would  occasion  some  noise,  and  that 
every  scrap  of  his  writing  would  be  revived  against  him,  to  the  injury  of  his 
reputation ;  and  that  letters  and  verses  written  with  unguarded  and  improper 
freedom,  instead  of  being,  as  he  earnestly  wished,  buried  in  oblivion,  would  be 
handed  about  by  idle  vanity  or  malevolence  to  blast  his  fame,  when  no  dread 
of  his  resentment  could  restrain  them." 

In  Allan  Cunningham's  edition  of  Burns  (1834,  &c.),  a  number  of  wretchedly 
unmeaning  "  fragments  of  song  "  are  introduced,  which  are  admittedly  his  own 
fabrication,  as  may  be  inferred  from  the  following  passage.  Speaking  of  some 
prose  extracts  from  the  poet's  Edinburgh  Commonplace  Book,  and  the  poetical 
fragments  alluded  to,  he  says: — "The  prose  portion  has  been  copied  from 
Currieand  from  Cromek,  with  some  slight  additions,  and  the  verses  from  another 
source.  In  several  places  small  but  necessary  liberties  have  been  taken  with  the 
language,  which  would  have  offended  many,  had  they  appeared  as  they  stand  in  the 
originals.'' 

In  order  that  our  readers  may  know  by  head-mark,  and  give  the  go-by  to 
such  "  fragments  "  as  Cunningham  here  refers  to,  we  purpose,  instead  of  print- 
ing them  in  this  edition,  to  record  a  table  of  their  opening  lines,  accompanied 
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by  such  remarks  as  may  seem  requisite.  We  could,  if  we  would,  give  the 
"  originals  "  alluded  to :  and  if  we  dared  do  so,  the  reader  would  be  surprised  to 
find  that  the  liberties  taken  by  honest  Allan  are  neither  small  nor  necessary,  for 
indeed,  every  thing  that  is  characteristic  of  Burns  seems  to  have  been  rejected, 
and  only  the  dry  husks  retained. 

In  December,  1793,  we  find  from  a  letter  in  the  poet's  printed  correspondence, 
that  he  lent  to  his  friend  John  M'Murdo,  Esq.,  Drumlanrig,  for  a  few  days,  a 
MS.  collection  of  merry  songs,  which  for  some  years  he  had  been  making.  "A 
very  few  of  them,"  says  Burns,  "are  my  own:  there  is  not  another  copy  of  the 
collection  in  the  world."  Chambers  records  (at  page  54,  Vol.  IV.  of  his  Life 
and  Works  of  Burns,  1851),  that,  "unluckily.  Burns'  collection  of  these /ace^i«, 
including  his  own  essays  in  the  same  walk,  fell  after  his  death  into  the  hands 
of  one  of  those  publishers  who  would  sacrifice  the  highest  interests  of  humanity 
to  put  an  additional  penny  into  their  own  purses ;  and,  to  the  lasting  grief  of 
all  friends  of  our  poet,  they  were  allowed  the  honours  of  the  press.  The  mean- 
looking  volume  which  resulted,  should  be  a  warning  to  all  honourable  men  of 
letters,  against  the  slightest  connection  with  clandestine  literature,  much  mora 
the  degradation  of  contributing  to  it" 

The  'mean-looking  volume'  referred  to,  contains — ^in  128  pages,  18mo.— . 
about  ninety  "Scots  songs,  ancient  and  modern,  selected  for  the  use  of  the 
Crochallan  Fencibles."  About  one-third  of  them  are  certainly  by  Burns,  in 
whole  or  in  part,  and  of  these,  the  follo\ving  seven  are  to  be  found — printed 
verbatim — in  all  modern  editions  of  the  poet's  works: — 

"  Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine,"  (with  Postscript.) 

"  We'll  hide  the  cooper  ahint  the  door." 

"  Wha  is  that  at  my  bower  door  ?  " 

"  Oh  wha  my  babie-clouts  will  buy?" 

"  I  am  a  bard  of  no  regard." 

"  Let  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear." 

"  I  once  was  a  maid,  though  I  cannot  tell  when." 

It  is  proper  here  to  caution  the  curious,  who  may  desire  to  become  acquaintea 
with  the  Crochallan  Song  Book,  against  being  imposed  on  by  a  spurious, 
or  pretended  edition  of  it,  which  used  to  be  hawked  about  by  pedlars.  This 
latter  is  merely  a  compilation  of  obscene  rubbish,  taken  from  Irish  and  other 
collections,  and  contains  only  a  sprinkling  from  the  work  referred  to. 
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FABRICATED  FRAGMENTS  AND  SPURIOUS  STANZAS. 


L— YE  HAE  LIEN  A'  WRANQ,  LASSIE. 

[ThiB  is  the  chorus,  and  last  of  three  verses— with  considerable  verbal  altera- 
tiona— of  a  song  at  page  18  of  the  Crochallan  volume.] 


IL— 0  GIE  MY  LOVE  BEOSE,  BROSE. 

[This  is  the  chorus,  and  one  of  five  verses — greatly  altered — of  a  song  at  page 
38  of  said  work.] 


ni— LASS,  WHEN  YOUR  MOTHER  IS  PRAE  HAME. 

[This  is  a  silly  paraphrase  of  a  song  of  two  double-verses,  at  page  14  of  thfl 
"  mean-looking  volume."] 


IV.— I  MET  A  LASS,  A  BONIE  LASS. 

[This  is  made  up  from  two  verses  of  a  song  at  page  37  of  the  said  volume 
verse  second  is  almost  verbatim  with  the  original.] 


v.— 0  WAT  YE  WHAT  MY  MINNIE  DID? 

[This  is  almost  every  word  Allan's  own.  It  is  suggested  by  one  verse  of  a 
very  wild  song  at  page  65  of  the  odd  volume.'] 


VL— O  CAN  YE  LABOUR  LEA,  YOUNG  MAN? 

[This  is  a  near  approach  to  a  verbatim  copy  of  part  of  a  song  in  the  "  mean- 
looking  volume,"  at  page  75  thereof.] 


VII.— JENNY  MKJRAW  SHE  HAS  TA'EN  TO  THE  HEATHER. 

[The  original  song,  at  page  102  of  the  Crochallan  volume,  consists  of  three 
verses,  to  the  tune  of  T/ie  bonie  moor-Iien,  of  which,  Allan's  six  lines  are  a  weak 
travesty.] 


VIII.— THE  LAST  BRAW  BRIDAL  I  WAS  AT. 

[This  is,  in  thought,  word,  and  deed,  another  of  Allan's  own — and  what  is  the 
worth  of  it?  It  would  seem  to  have  been  suggested  by  a  clever  song  at  page  95 
of  "  the  volume."] 


IX.— THERE  CAM'  A  PIPER  OUT  0'  FIFE. 

[This  dirty-Jittle  '*  fragment "  will  stand  no  comparison  with  the  "  original 
at  page  84  of  "  the  book,"  beginning,  "  There  cam'  a  cadger  out  o'  Fife."] 
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X—THE  BLACK-HEADED  EAGLE. 

[This  is  simply  a  verbatim  copy  of  one  verse  of  a  clever  political  song  by 
Bums,  of  eight  bold  verses,  at  page  80  of  "our  book."  The  poet,  in  a  letter  to 
Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry,  dated  5th  January,  1793,  enclosed  him  a  copy  of  it,  with 
the  following  remarks: — "A  tippling  ballad  which  I  made  on  the  Prince  of 
Brunswick  breaking  up  his  camp,  and  sung  one  convivial  evening,  I  shall  like- 
wise send  to  you,  sealed  up,  as  it  is  not  for  every  body's  reading.'^ 


XI.— DONALD  BKODIE  MET  A  LASS. 

[This  is  an  extended  version  of  fragment  No.  4,  from  page  37  of  the  "  volume.' 
It  first  appeared  in  Motherwell's  edition  of  Burns.] 


XIL— YOUE  EOSY  CHEEKS  AEE  TUENED  SAE  WAN. 

[This  is  an  extended  version  of  fragment  No.  1,  from  page  18  of  "the  book.' 
It  first  appeared  in  Motherwell's  edition.] 


XIIL— COME  EEDE  ME,  DAME. 
[This  is  a  wretched  parody  of  a  naughty  song  at  p.  32  of  the  same  collection.] 


XIY.— THE  RUmED  MAID'S  COMPLAINT. 

[This  is  a  delicate  version  by  Motherwell  of  a  very  pathetic  but  indelicate 
Bong,  bearing  the  impress  of  Burns'  genius.  Verses  1,  4,  and  5  are  entirely 
Motherwell's  work.] 

0  MEiKLE  do  I  rue,  fause  love, 

0  sairly  do  I  rue, 
That  e'er  I  heard  your  flattering  tongue, 

That  e'er  your  face  I  knew. 

0  I  hae  tint  my  rosy  cheeks, 

Likewise  my  waist  sae  sma' ; 
And  I  hae  lost  my  lightsome  heart 

That  little  wist  a  fa'. 

Now  I  maun  thole  the  scornfu'  sneer 

O'  mony  a  saucy  quine ; 
When  gin  the  truth  were  a'  but  kent, 

Her  life's  been  waur  than  mine. 
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Whene'er  my  father  thinks  on  me 

He  stares  into  the  wa' ; 
My  mither,  she  has  ta'en  the  bed 

Wi'  thinking  on  my  fa'. 

Whene'er  I  hear  my  father's  foot, 
My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  pain; 

Whene'er  I  meet  my  mither 's  e'e, 
My  tears  rin  down  like  rain. 

Alake !  sae  sweet  a  tree  as  love 
Sic  bitter  fruit  should  bear ! 

Alake !  that  e'er  a  merry  heart 
Should  draw  a  sauty  tear  I 

But  Heaven's  curse  will  blast  the  man 

Denies  the  bairn  he  got, 
Or  leaves  the  merry  lass  he  lo'ed, 

To  wear  a  ragged  coat. 


XV.— DAMON  AND  SYLVIA. 

Tune — Push  about  the  jorum. 

[This  pretty  double- verse  appears  to  have  been  first  published,  in  its  present 
modified  form,  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  January,  1818.  It  is  the  middle  one 
of  three  double  verses  of  a  very  warm  character,  which  narrate  the  exploits  of 
Damon  and  Sylvia  on  a  Summer  mom — this  latter  being  the  title  of  the  piece  in 
the  Crochallan  volume,  page  49. 

As  this  "fragment"  has  been  received  into  almost  every  edition  of  Burns 
during  the  last  forty  years,  and  as  only  one  word  in  the  last  line — a  very  im- 
portant word  certainly — has  been  changed  from  the  original,  we  see  no  harm  in 
re-producing  it  here.] 

Yon  wand'ring  rill,  that  marks  the  hill, 

And  glances  o'er  the  brae,  Sir, 
Slides  by  a  bower  where  mony  a  shower 

Sheds  fragrance  on  the  day.  Sir  : 
There  Damon  lay,  with  Sylvia  gay. 

To  love  they  thought  nae  crime,  Sir ; 
The  wild-birds  sang,  the  echoes  rang, 

While  Damon's  heart  beat  time,  Sir. 
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MEMORANDA  OF  PIECES  FREQUENTLY  PRINTED  AS  COMPOSITIONS  OF  BURNS, 
But  of  which  the  proper  Authors  Tiave  been  ascertained. 


I^BUENS'  LAMENT  FOE  MARY. 

[These  elegant  verses,  beginning — "  O'er  the  mist-shrouded  cliffs  of  the  lone 
mountain  straying,"  are  the  composition  of  John  Burtt,  who,  in  1814,  was  a 
schoolmaster  in  Kilmarnock.  He  presented  the  MS.,  with  the  name  of  "  Burns  " 
attached,  to  Mr.  Mathie,  publisher,  Kilmarnock,  by  whom  it  was  sent  to  the  Ayr 
Advertiser,  and  from  which  paper  it  was  reprinted  as  a  composition  of  Burns, 
first  in  the  Dumfries  Weekly  Journal,  and  then  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for 
August,  1814.  It  took  its  place  in  almost  every  edition  of  the  poet  as  an  authentic 
work;  but  Mr.  James  Paterson,  editor  of  a  valuable  work  called  "The  Con- 
temporaries of  Burns,"  1840,  set  the  question  of  the  authorship  of  the  verses  at 
rest,  in  an  excellent  memoir  of  Burtt,  who  was  born  about  1790,  emigrated  in 
18^  J,  and  in  1835  was  Professor  in  a  Divinity  College  at  Philadelphia,  U.S.  o! 
America. 

The  verses  represent  Burns  as  in  the  knowledge  of  Mary's  death  while  he  waa 
yet  resolved  to  proceed  to  the  West  Indies.  The  light  which  has,  since  1814, 
been  cast  on  the  history  of  this  remarkable  episode  in  the  history  of  Burns, 
wotild  have  shewn  the  spuriousness  of  the  verses;  for  it  is  now  known  that  tha 
poet  had  abandoned  his  purpose  to  emigrate,  before  he  heard  of  his  Mary's  death.] 


II.— EVAN  BANKS.—"  SLOW  SPEEADS  THE  aLOOM,'»  &0. 

[This  sweetly  composed  Isrric — a  production  of  Helen  Maria  Williams,  a  friend 
of  Dr.  Moore,  a  correspondent  of  Burns,  and  a  noted  contributor  to  popular 
literature  during  the  last  fifteen  years  of  the  eighteenth  century— has  had  tha 
distinction  of  being  printed  as  one  of  Burns'  songs  in  many  editions  of  his  works, 
down  to  a  recent  period.  Both  Johnson  (in  his  5th  vol.)  and  Dr.  Currie  (in  his 
first  edition)  committed  the  mistake  of  printing  it  as  a  composition  of  Burns', 
in  consequence  of  finding  it  in  the  poet's  handwriting.  Oromek  included  it  as  a 
relique  of  Burns  in  1808,  and  Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  the  Quai'terly  Review,  rebuked 
Cromek  for  so  doing,  in  these  words: — "  Mr.  Oromek  ought  to  have  known  that 
this  beautiful  song  was  published  by  Dr.  Currie  in  his  first  edition  of  Burns' 
works,  and  omitted  in  all  those  which  followed,  because  it  was  ascertained  to  be 
the  composition  of  Helen  Maria  Williams,  who  wrote  it  at  the  request  of  Dr. 
Wood.  Its  being  found  in  the  handwriting  of  Burns  occasioned  the  first  mistake, 
but  the  correction  of  that  mistake  leaves  no  apology  for  a  second." 

As  an  instance  how  far  editorial  carelessness  will  go,  we  have  Allan  Cun- 
ningham, in  1S34,  remarking  thus  of  the  same  lyric : — "  The  poet  imagines  him- 
self in  India,  and  his  allusion  to  Mary  in  Heaven  is  extremely  pathetic !"] 


III.— OASSILLIS'  BANKS.— "NOW  BANK  AND  BRAE,"  &0. 

[Here  we  have  another  Bong  which,  down  to  the  present  day,  passed  muster 
as  a  composition  of  Burns,  bearing  reference,  like  the  two  former,  to  his  High- 
land Mary.  It  was  composed  by  Richard  Gall,  who  died  at  Edinburgh  in  1801,  at 
the  early  age  of  26.  A  neat  edition  of  his  poetical  works  was  printed  in  1819, 
by  Oliver  &  Boyd,  and  the  song  in  question  is  found  there,  as  also  the  one  we 
are  to  note  as  No.  4  of  this  list. 

Cunningham,  in  1834,  keeps  up  his  readers  in  the  hallucination  that  this  pieo« 
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is  by  Burns,  vrho  here  "  recalled  a  favourite  haunt  of  his  youth,  and  a  form  dear 
to  his  heart   One  of  the  lines  is  both  a  history  and  a  landscape, — 

'  Grirvan's  fairy-haunted  stream.' " 
Eobert  Chambers,  also,  so  recently  as  1840,  in  describing  a  "  Scene  on  the 
Girvan  "  in  Blackie's  Land  of  Bwns,  quotes  four  opening  lines  of  Gall's  song, 
keeping  up  the  same  notion  in  his  own  mind  and  that  of  his  readers,  whom 
he  tells  that  "Burns,  in  one  of  his  songs,  has  this  verse: — 
'Now  bank  and  brae  are  clothed  in  green, 
And  scatter'd  cowslips  sweetly  spring ; 
By  Girvan's  fairy-haunted  stream 
The  birdies  flit  on  wanton  wing.' "] 


IV.— FAEEWELL  TO  AYESHIKR—"  SCENES  OF  WOE,"  &C. 

[This  l3Tic,  also  by  Eichard  Gall,  was  composed  and  sent  to  Johnson,  with 
Bums'  name  attached  to  it,  purposely  that  it  might  pass — which  for  many  years 
it  did — as  an  authentic  companion-song  to  Bums'  own  pathetic  lyric,  "The 
gloomy  night  is  gathering  fast." 

In  a  memoir  of  Gall,  printed  in  the  BiograpMa  Scotica,  at  Edinburgh,  in  1805, 
the  contributor,  Mr.  Stark,  says,  on  the  subject  of  this  deception, — "  In  publish- 
ing the  song  in  this  manner,  Mr.  Gall  probably  thought  that,  under  the  sanction 
of  a  name  known  to  the  world,  it  might  acquire  that  notice,  which,  in  other  cir- 
cumstances, it  might  never  have  obtained,  but  have  been  doomed  '  to  waste  its 
sweetness  on  the  desert  air.' "] 


v.— 0  BLAW,  YE  WESTLIN  WINDS,  BLAW  SAFT. 

[This  very  successful  addendum  to  Burns'  popular  honeymoon  song — "Of  a' 
the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw" — is  contained  in  our  head-note  to  the  principal 
song,  at  page  248.  Vol.  I.  The  author,  John  Hamilton,  music-seller  in  Edin- 
burgh, who  composed  the  words  of  several  sheet-songs  published  about  the  close 
of  last,  and  early  part  of  the  present  century,  appears  to  have  taken  Burns' 
song  from  the  Museum  (V ol.  III. — 1790),  and  having  added  several  stanzas  to  it, 
produced  it  as  a  sheet-song,  thereby  greatly  extending  its  circulation.  The  song, 
thus  enlarged  by  Hamilton,  is  printed  in  No.  3  of  Stewart  &  Meikle's  Tracts, 
1799,  and  contains,  besides  Bums'  verses  and  the  two  double-stanzas  under 
consideration,  two  others  of  less  merit,  beginning,  respectively — 

"  Upon  the  banks  of  flowing  Clyde,  the  lasses  busk  them  braw," 
and  "  The  gamesome  lamb  that  sucks  his  dam,  mair  harmless  canna  be." 
Hamilton,  besides  his  own  additions  to  Burns'  song,  very  considerably  altered 
the  poet's  words;  and  these  alterations  (which  some  have  regarded  as  improve- 
ments) have  given  rise  to  a  little  controversy  among  recent  editors,  who  have 
traced  the  alterations  no  farther  back  than  to  Wood's  Songs  of  Scotland  (1848.) 
In  giving  the  text  of  Burns,  at  page  248,  Vol.  I.,  we  noted  some  of  these  altera- 
tions, and  now  take  the  opportunity  to  point  out  that  the  changes  were  made 
by  Hamilton,  and  not  by  the  poet  himself. 

Hamilton's  lines,  beginning,  "  0  blaw,  ye  westlin'  winds,"  &c.,  have  the  high 
honour  to  be  quoted  in  extenso,  as  part  and  parcel  of  Burns'  own  song,  in  Pro- 
fessor Wilson's  famous  Essay  on  Bums,  and  in  popular  concerts,  they  are  usually 
sung  in  connection  with  the  poet's  own  words.  These  additional  verses,  how 
ever,  when  critically  examined,  are  found  not  to  carry  out  the  poet's  idea  of 
addressing  his  wife  in  song  from  his  solitary  home  at  EUisland,  while  she  still 
remained,  far  west,  at  Mossgiel.   The  expressions — 

"  Bring  the  lassie  back  to  me  that's  aye  sae  neat  and  clean," 
and     "  How  fain  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part,  that  day  she  gaed  awa'," 
are  faulty  on  the  ground  that  Jean  did  not  go  away  from  Bums,  but  vice  vei'sa, 
and  she  could  not  be  brought  "back"  to  a  place  where  she  had  never  been 
before.   The  phrase  "  she's  aye  sae  neat  and  clean,"  has  likewise  been  properly 
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objected  to  as  un-BurriB-like ;  for  the  word  "clean"  has  not  there  the  same 
meaning  as  in  Burns'  own  line — "  Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean.'"' 

We  subjoin  a  copy  of  Hamilton's  alterations  on  the  poet's  song,  followed  by 
a  more  consistent  version  of  Hamilton's  additions  than  has  hitherto  appeared: — 
"  Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw,  I  dearly  lo'e  the  west, 
For  there  the  bonie  lassie  lives — the  lassie  I  lo'e  best ; 
Though  wld-woods  grow,  and  rivers  row,  wi'  mony  a  hill  between, 
Baith  day  and  night  my  fancy's  flight  is  ever  wi'  my  Jean, 
I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers — sae  lovely,  sweet,  and  fair, 
I  hear  her  voice  in  ilka  bird,  wi'  music  charm  the  air ! 
There's  not  a  bonie  flower  that  springs,  by  fountain,  shaw,  or  green. 
Nor  yet  a  bonie  bird  that  sings,  but  minds  me  o'  my  Jean." 

"0  blaw,  ye  westlin  winds,  blaw  saft,  amang  the  leafy  trees! 
Wi'  gentle  breath  frae  muir  and  dale,  bring  hame  the  laden  bees ; 
And  bring  me  her  can  cheer  my  saul,  and  brighten  everj-  scene, — 
Ae  blink  o'  her  can  banish  care, — sae  charming  is  my  Jean ! 
What  sighs  and  vows  amang  the  knowes,  atween  us  twa  hae  past ! 
How  fain  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part,  when  partin'  cam'  at  last ! 
The  Powers  aboon  can  only  ken,  to  whom  the  heart  is  seen, 
That  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul,  I  love  my  darling  Jean ! "] 


YI._THE  LAND  0'  THE  LEAL. 

pThis  very  pathetic  composition,  in  the  form  of  a  6.ymg  address  by  Burns  to 
his  wife,  was,  for  nearly  half  a  century,  popularly  believed  to  be  an  authentic 
production  of  Burns,  and  even  yet,  when  it  is  known  to  have  been  an  early  lyric 
by  Caroline,  Baroness  Nairne,  composed  without  reference  to  Burns  or  his  Jean, 
the  public  cling  with  fondness,  to  the  old  legend  of  the  heart,  and  refuse  to  hear 
it  sung  in  the  form  the  authoress  had  sent  it — anonymously— to  the  press, 
upwards  of  seventy  years  ago : — 

"  I'm  wearin' awa',  John, 
Like  snaw  in  a  thaw,  John ; 
I'm  wearin'  awa' 
To  the  land  o'  the  leal."  &c. 
The  worthy  lady  in  her  latter  years,  finding  that  her  lyric  had  taken  such  a  fast 
hold  on  the  Scottish  heart,  tried  to  throw  a  little  of  the  Gospel  into  it,  as  it  seemed 
to  savor  too  much  of  the  New-Light  heresy  for  a  dying  wife  to  console  her 
husband  with  a  picture  of  "  the  joy  that's  ay  to  last  in  the  land  o'  the  leal," 
without  "giving  a  reason  for  the  hope  that  is  in  her,"  so  she  marred  her  lyric 
by  introducing  the  following  well-intended,  but  incongruous  verse : — 
"  Sae  dear's  that  joy  was  bought,  John, 
Sae  free  the  battle  fought,  John, 
That  sinfu'  man  e'er  brought 
To  the  land  o'  the  leal." 
John  Wilpon,  the  vocalist — under  whose  singing  of  Tlie  Land  o'  the  Leal,  an 
audience  of  2000  people  have  been  hushed  into  such  a  reverent  stillness  that  a 
pin  might  have  been  heard  fall  to  the  ground — would  not  have  relished  Lady 
Nairue's  corrections  of  her  own  song. 

As  this  beautiful  lyric,  modified  and  moulded  into  a  form  which  suits  the  public 
taste,  will  be  sung  in  connection  with  the  name  of  Burns  as  long  as  his  own 
songs  shall  be  appreciated,  we  consider  it  would  be  a  defect  if  Ave  neglected  to 
record  it  in  our  text.] 

I'm  wearin'  awa',  Jean, 

Like  snaw-wreaths  in  thaw,  Jean ; 

I'm  wearin'  awa' 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal : 
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There's  nae  sorrow  there,  Jean, 
There's  neither  cauld  nor  care,  Jean, 
The  day's  ay  fair 
r  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

Our  bonie  bairn's  there,  Jean, 

She  was  baith  gude  and  fair,  Jean ; 

And,  oh !  we  grudg'd  her  sair 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal : 
But  dry  thy  tearfu'  e'e,  Jean, 
Frae  sin  and  sorrow  free,  Jean, 
We'll  meet  a'  three 

r  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

Sweet  helpmate  through  my  toil,  Jean, 
I  aft  hae  thocht  thy  smile,  Jean, 
An  angel  might  beguile 

Frae  the  land  o'  the  leal ! 
But,  fare-ye-weel,  my  aiu  Jean, 
This  warld's  love  is  vain,  Jean, 
Its  loss — eternal  gain 

r  the  land  o'  the  leal.* 


VII.— EPITAPH  ON  THE  POET'S  DAUGHTEE. 

[The  beautiful  lines — "  Here  lies  a  rose,  a  blooming  rose  " — -whicli  have  been 
included  in  most  editions  of  Burns  since  1830,  are  found  to  be  the  composition 
of  Shenstone.] 


*  There  is  a  fourth  verse,  which  we  must  throw  into  a  foot-note,  for  we  think 
the  lyric  is  better  without  it,  and  singers  invariably  omit  it  :— 

"  But  sorrow's  sel'  wears  past,  Jean, 
And  joy's  a-comin'  fast,  Jean — 
The  joy  that's  ay  to  last, 
r  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
A'  our  freens  are  gane,  Jean, 
We've  lang  been  ]eft  alane,  Jean; 
We'll  a'  meet  again 
I'  the  land  o'  the  leal." 


We  must  note  thxt  in  the  original  the  concluding  lines  of  verse  second  read 
thus: — 

"  My  saul  langs  to  be  free,  Jean; 
And  angels  beckon  me 
To  the  land  o'  the  leal." 


To  our  taste,  the  alterations  in  the  text  are  improvements ;  but  the  reader  can 
please  himself. 


VIII.— THE  SPRIO  OP  SLOE-THOEN. 


[The  lines  printed  by  Oromek  as  an  impromptu  of  Bums,  beginning,  "  From 
the  white-blossom'd  sloe  my  dear  Ohloe  requested,"  is  the  first  verse  of  a  once 
popular  song  by  Charles  Dibdin.] 


IX.— SHELAH  O'NEIL. 

[The  clever  epigrammatic  song,  printed  by  Cunningham  in  1834,  beginning, 
'When  first  I  began  for  to  sigh  and  to  woo  her,"  is  by  Sir  Alexander  Boswell. 
In  a  subsequent  edition  (1842)  Cunningham  noticed  this  error,  and  withheld  the 
song.] 


X.— ADDRESS  TO  A  POTATOE. 

[These  verses,  beginning, "  Gude-e'en,  my  auld  acquaintance  cronie,"  were  dug 
up  from  oblivion  a  few  years  ago,  by  a  correspondent  in  the  Notes  and  Queries, 
and  not  a  little  noise  was  created  about  the  pomme  du  terre,  till  some  one  skilled 
in  old  books,  shewed  that  a  collection  of  "  Poems  on  various  subjects,  by  Alex- 
ander Clerk,  in  Caulside,  parish  of  Glencairn,"  published  in  Dumfries  in  1801, 
contains  the  newly-discovered  poem.] 


XL— MEDITATIONS  AT  LINOLUDEN  ABBEY. 

[This  poem,  given  at  page  380  of  present  volume,  has  nothing  of  the  style  of 
Burns  about  it.   In  the  head-note  attached  to  it  we  have  named  its  author.] 


XIL— TO  THEE,  LOV'D  NITH. 
[This  fine  song  is  by  the  poet's  friend,  Mrs.  Maria  Eiddel. — ^See  page  287,  ante.'] 


XIII— POWERS  CELESTIAL.— A  PRATER  FOR  MARY. 

[This  fine  composition  (page  28,  "Vol.  II.),  has  passed  for  a  production  of 
Burns  since  the  beginning  of  the  present  century;  but,  in  1871,  Mr.  James 
Christie,  librarian  of  Dollar  Institution,  announced  to  the  world  that  he  had 
discovered  the  verses  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  1774,  where  they  are 
inserted  as  a  translation  from  the  Q-reek  of  Euripides.   Burns  had  no  doubt 

een  struck  with  the  beauty  of  the  lyric,  so  applicable  to  his  own  position  in 
b786,  and  transcribed  it  for  preservation,  and  forwarded  the  piece  to  Johnson, 

or  his  fifth  volume.] 


XIV.— COULD  AUGHT  OF  SONG. 

[This  is  another  of  the  lyrics  hitherto  understood  to  have  been  composed  by 
Burns  in  praise  of  his  Mary ;  but,  as  in  the  case  (No.  XIII.)  above  referred  to, 
Mr.  Christie  found  it  verbatim  in  the  same  old  magazine,  the  only  difference 
being  the  substitution  of  "  Mary  "  for  "  Delia  "] 
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NOTE  OF  OLD  SONGS,  &c.,  ERRONEOUSLY  ATTRiBUTED  TO  BURNS, 

And  of  which  the  Authors  are  unknown. 


L— GALA  WATER.— "SAE  FAIR  HER  HAIR,"  &0. 

[This  is  in  Jolinson's  second  vol.,  p.  131,  copied  verbatim  from  Herd's  collection, 
1776  (Vol.  II..  page  202),  so  that  it  is  quite  an  error  to  include  it  in  Burns'  works 
as  some  editors  have  done.  Bums,  in  his  notes,  records  a  "  concluding  verse," 
which  appears  very  like  his  own  manufacture : — 
"And  ay  she  cam'  at  e'ening  fa', 

Amang  the  yellow  broom,  sae  eerie. 
To  seek  the  snood  o'  silk  she  tint, — 
She  fand  na  that,  but  met  her  dearie."] 


II.— WILL  YE  GO  AND  MARRY,  KATIE? 
[At  page  27  of  the  present  volume,  we  have  referred  to  a  common  error  of  in- 
cluding this  song  among  those  of  Burns.   It  was  a  favourite  song  before  ha 
was  born.] 

Ill- THERE  GROWS  A  BONIE  BRIER  BUSH. 
[We  have  noticed  this  song  at  page  37,  and  given  three  verses  of  it.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  that  it  is  older  than  the  period  of  Bums.  The  public  is  indebted 
to  Lady  Nairne  for  the  improved  version,  now  so  popiilar.] 


IV.— AS  I  WAS  WAND'RING  ON  A  MIDSUMMER  EVENING 
[At  page  295,  Vol.  I.,  we  have  pointed  out  that  this  song  is  not  by  Burns,  but 
taken  from  Herd's  collection— Vol.  II.,  page  165.] 


v.— THE  AULD  MAN  HE  0AM'  OVER  THE  LEA. 
[This  is  in  Johnson's  fifth  vol.,  page  429,  and  although  picked  up  and  trans- 
mitted by  Burns,  shews  not  a  single  mark  of  his  hand.] 


VI.— WHEN  CLOUDS  IN  SKIES  DO  COME  TOGETHER. 
[This  fragment  of  four  lines  has  been  again  and  again  given  as  Bums'  own ; 
but  he  particularly  marks  it  as  a  quotation  from  a  long  ballad  in  imitation  of  the 
old  poets,  well  known  among  the  country  ingle-sides.  Oromek,  in  printing  it  as 
part  of  the  poet's  first  commonplace  book,  has  very  correctly  marked  it  by 
inverted  commas.] 


VII.— EPIGRAM-JOHNNY  PEEP. 
[This  poor  joke,  which  is  taken  from  "Joe  Miller,"  has  been  inserted  as  some' 
thing  new  by  Burns  in  the  poet's  works,  by  some  editors  who  ought  to  have 
known  better.! 


VIIL— VERSES— TO  MY  BED. 
[•♦Thou  bed  in  which  I  first  began." — First  given  as  Burns'  in  Chambers's 
edition,  1838;  but,  as  they  are  found  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  tor  May, 
1759  (before  the  poet  was  six  months  old),  it  is  absurd  to  suppose  them  his!] 


P 
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MEMORANDA  OF  OLD  BALLADS  RECOVERED  BY  BURNS. 


Introductory  note. 


No  fewer  that  sixteen  old  ballads,  which  seem  never  to  have  been  previously 
pi'inted,  were  picked  up  by  Burns,  and  published  in  Johnson's  Museum.  Of  these 
we  consider  it  proper,  at  this  stage  of  our  labours,  to  record  a  list,  with  such 
remarks  concerning  them  as  may  appear  necessary.  Cromek,  in  1810,  printed 
six  fragments  of  old  ballads,  which  the  bard  had  enclosed  in  a  letter  to  old 
Tytler  of  "Woodhouselee,  which  letter  and  fragments,  although  preserved  by 
Hogg  and  Motherwell,  have  mysteriously  disappeared  from  other  standard 
editions  of  Burns.  Cromek  has  misdated  this  letter — "August,  1790,"  instead 
of  1787.  The  poet  never  was  in  Edinburgh  during  the  month  of  Atigust  of  any 
year,  excepting  that  of  1787,  and  he  was  not  in  that  city  during  any  part  of  the 
year  1790.  As  a  further  corroboration  of  the  erroneous  date,  it  need  only  be 
stated  that  No.  3  of  the  pieces  enclosed,  was  the  old  fragment  of  Bonie  Dundee 
with  a  stanza  added  by  himself,  as  inserted  in  the  first  volume  of  the  Museum, 
published  in  1787,  which  he  could  never  have  thought  of  sending  to  Tj^tler  in 
1790,  as  something  new.  The  letter  referred  to  is  short,  and  therefore  we  give  it 
here  entire  :— 

"To  William  Tytler,  Esq.,  of  Woodhouselee. 

"  Sir, — Inclosed  I  have  sent  you  a  sample  of  the  old  pieces  that 
are  still  to  be  found  among  our  peasantry  in  the  West.  I  had  once  a  great  many 
of  such  fragments,  and  some  of  these  entire ;  but  as  I  had  no  idea  then  that 
anybody  cared  for  them,  I  have  forgotten  them.  I  invariably  hold  it  sacrilege 
to  add  anything  of  my  own  to  help  out  the  shattered  wrecks  of  these  venerable 
old  compositions ;  but  they  have  many  various  readings.  If  you  have  not  seen 
these  before,  I  know  they  will  flatter  your  true  old-style  Caledonian  feelings ; 
at  any  rate,  I  am  truly  happy  to  have  an  opportunity  of  assuring  you  how 
sincerely  I  am,  revered  Sir,  your  gratefully  indebted,  humble  servant, 

"EGBEET  BUENS. 

"Lawnmarkbt,  August,  1787." 

Those  who  feel  interested  in  this  species  of  literature  will  find,  on  comparing 
Burns'  versions  of  popular  ballads  with  those  given  by  the  most  noted  collectors, 
that  his  copies  are  generally  of  a  superior  and  more  readable  cast;  and,  not- 
withstanding what  he  saj's  in  the  foregoing  letter,  about  the  "  sacrilege  "  of 
helping  out  the  shattered  wrecks  of  ancient  minstrelsy  with  his  own  additions 
or  alterations,  we  suspect  that  Cromek  is  right  when  he  tells  us  that  "  Burns 
did  not  chuse  to  be  quite  correct  in  stating  that  his  copies  of  ballads,  such  as 
Ilughie  Graham,  were  given  altogether  from  oral  tradition;"  and,  moreover, 
we  consider  that  he  was  not,  in  this  particular,  one  whit  less  faithful  to  tradition 
and  coarsely  printed  broadsides,  than  the  best  of  those  collectors  who  affect  bo 
much  veneration  for  pure  rubbi^i  dimply  beC&use  it  is  said  to  be  ancient. 
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BALLADS  FROM  JOHNSON'S  FOURTH  VOLUME. 


1.— HUGHIE  GEAHAM. 
[See  extracts  given  with  remarks,  at  page  290,  ante.} 


II.— FINE  FLOWERS  IN  THE  VALLEY. 

[In  Herd's  collection,  a  ballad  is  given  having  the  same  title;  but,  otherwise, 
it  is  quite  a  different  subject  from  that  recovered  by  Burns,  which  is  exquiiitely 
pathetic  and  powerful  in  its  mystery.  Omitting  the  refrain,  it  is  slioi  t,  and 
therefore  we  shall  thus  print  it  Herd  gives  a  fragment  in  another  part  of  his 
work,  which  is  evidently  a  portion  of  this  ballad. 

"  She  sat  her  down,  below  a  thorn, 
And  there  she  has  her  sweet  babe  born. 

'  Smile  na  sae  sweet,  my  bonie  babe, 
'An  ye  smile  sae  sweet,  ye'll  smile  me  dead.' 

She's  taen  out  her  little  penknife, 
And  twined  the  sweet  babe  o'  its  life. 

She's  howket  a  grave  by  the  light  o*  the  moon, 
And  there  she's  buried  her  sweet  babe  in. 

As  she  was  going  to  the  church. 
She  saw  a  sweet  babe  in  the  porch. 

•  0  sweet  babe,  'an  thou  wert  mine. 
I'd  deed  thee  in  the  silk  sae  fine. 

*  0  mother  dear,  when  I  was  thine, 
You  didna  prove  to  me  sae  kind.'" 

{Addition  by  Motherwell.) 

**  •  0  mother.  Heaven  is  very  high! 

And  that's  where  thou  wilt  never  win  nigh. 

And  oh,  mother,  Hell  is  deep ! 

And  there  thou'll  enter,  step  by  step.' " 


III.— LORD  RONALD,  MY  SON. 

[Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy,  printed  an  extension  of  this 
fragment,  under  the  title  of  "  Lord  Randal,"  with  historic  notes,  the  aim  of 
which  is  to  prove  that  the  ballad  commemorated  the  death  of  Randolph,  Earl  of 
Murray,  at  Pinkie  House,  in  1332,  said  by  tradition  to  have  been  caused  by 
poison.  Burns  more  usefully  records  that  the  simple  old  air  to  which  it  is  sung, 
is  evidently  the  progenitor  of  Lochaher  no  more.] 


IV.— AS  I  0AM'  DOUN  BY  YON  CASTLE  WA'. 

[This  antique  little  piece  is  stated  by  the  poet  to  be  a  very  popular  song  in 
Ayrshire.] 


v.— GEORDIE. 

[This  beautiful  and  complete  ballad  was  too  tempting  to  be  let  alone  by  Peter 
Buchan,  who  manufactured  from  it  a  composition  which  he  called  "Gight's 
^dy,"  and  produced  it  as  the  veritable  original.] 
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VL— THE  POOE  THEESHEE. 

[In  the  note  accompanying  this  piece,  the  poet  says:  "It  is  rather  too  long, 
but  it  is  very  pretty,  and  never,  that  I  know  of,  was  printed  before."  It  ia 
written  in  pure  English,  and  has  evidently  travelled  from  south  of  the  Tweed, 
Oromek  rejected  it  from  the  Reliques,  and  from  his  Select  Scottish  Songs.'] 


VII.— LADY  MAEY  ANN. 
[We  have  printed  this  pretty  ballad  at  page  313,  Vol.  I.] 


VIII.— AS  I  WENT  OUT  AE  MAY  MOENING. 

[This  ballad — rather  indelicate  in  subject — is  very  like  The  Lass  that  made  the 
bed  to  me,  in  several  parts.  Stenhouse  remarks :  "  Some  of  the  verses  seem  to 
have  been  retouched  by  our  bard ;  but  it  would  have  been  better  had  he  altered 
a  little  more  of  it."] 


BALLADS  FROM  JOHNSON'S  FIFTH  VOLUME. 
IX.— TAM  LIN. 

[This  is  far  superior  to  the  version  printed  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy  under  the 
title  of  "The  Young  Tamlane,"  which,  however,  is  especially  valuable  for  the 
elaborate  essay  on  fairy  supersmion  which  is  appended  to  it.  Stenhouse 
observes  that  "  many  of  the  stanzas  in  Sir  Walter  Scott's  version,  if  not  by  him- 
self, are  evidently  the  work  of  a  modern  hand.  The  language  itself  betrays  the 
era  of  the  writer."  A  fragment  of  this  ballad,  under  the  title  of  "  Kerton  Ha' ; 
or,  the  Fairy  Court,"  appears  in  David  Herd's  collection.] 


X.— THE  LOED  0'  QOEDON  HAS  THEEE  DAUGHTEES. 

[Johnson  has  omitted  18  verses  of  this  ballad,  for  want  of  room  on  the  page 
but  the  whole  of  it  is  printed  in  Ritson's  Scottish  Songs.  The  incidents  are 
historical,  and  belong  to  the  middle  or  latter  part  of  the  16th  century.] 


XL— THE  EOWIN'T  IN  HEE  APEON. 

[The  scene  of  this  ballad  is  laid  in  the  Stewartry  of  Kirkcudbright.  The  old 
Castle  of  Terreagles  stood  on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  near  its  junction  with  the 
Cluden.— (See  page  304,  VoL  L)  The  piece,  although  rather  indelicate  in 
subject,  ends  well,  thus: — 

" '  Young  Terreagles  he  is  nae  clown,  he  is  the  toss  o'  Edinburgh  town, 
And  he'll  buy  me  a  braw  new  gown,  for  the  rowin't  in  my  apron.' 

*  It's  I  hae  castles,  I  hae  towers,  I  hae  bams  and  I  hae  bowers,— 
A'  that  is  mine  it  sail  be  thine,  for  the  rowin't  in  thine  apron.' "] 


XII.— LEEZIE  LINDSAY. 
[We  have  inserted  this  at  page  16  of  present  volume.] 
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XIII.— AND  WE  DAURNA  GAE  DOUN  TO  THE  BROOM  ONT  MAIR. 

[This  records  a  tragical  story  of  an  incestuous  intrigue  betwixt  "Lady 
Margaret  and  Sir  Richard  her  brother,"  and  its  sad  results:  Motherwell  ha" 
added  some  stanzas  to  it,  in  order  to  complete  the  ballad.] 


XIV.— THE  RANTIN  LADDIE. 
[This  is  a  ballad  concerning  the  Earl  of  Aboyne,  which  the  poet  picked  up 
during  his  northern  tour.   It  is  of  no  great  interest.] 


XV.— GUDE  WALLACK 
CThis  is  a  Ijrrical  version  of  an  incident  described  by  Blind  Harry.] 


XVL— THE  LOOHMABEN  HARPER. 
[This  appeared  in  Johnson's  sixth  vol.,  and  therefore  was  not  published  till 
Scott  had  produced  his  version  in  the  Border'  Minstrelsy.   Sir  Walter  does  not 
state  from  what  source  he  obtained  it.   It  varies  considerably  from  that  in  the 
Museum^ 


XVIL— KATHERINE  JAFFRAY. 
[These  verses  first  appeared  in  the  Aldine  edition,  1839,  taken  from  the  poet's 
MS. :  they  are  merely  the  first  four  verses  of  a  long  ballad  which  was  published 
in  the  Border  Minstrdsy — first  edition  under  the  title  of  "  The  Laird  of  Laming^ 
ton ;"  enlarged  in  after  editions,  and  called  "  Katherine  Jaufarie."  Motherwell 
published  a  version  of  the  same  ballad  under  the  title  of  "  Katherine  Johnstone." 
This  piece  of  old  minstrelsy  is  interesting,  as  having  formed  the  foundation  of 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  much  admired  ballad  of  "Lochinvar," — the  main  difference 
in  the  plot  being  that,  in  the  original,  Lochinvar  loses  the  bride,  while  in  the 
ballad  from  Marmion,  he  wins  her.] 


XVIIL— THE  BRAES  0'  YARROW. 
[This  is  one  of  those  fragments  already  referred  to  as  having  been  sent  by  the 
poet  to  Mr.  Tytler  of  Woodhouselee  in  1787.  It  contains  ten  verses,  apparently 
taken  from  several  distinct  ballads,  some  of  these  being  part  of  the  beautiful 
love-story  in  the  fragment  preserved  in  the  Tea-Table  Miscellany,— Rare  Willie 
drowned  in  Yarrow,"  which  theme  has  been  so  pathetically  followed  out  by 
Logan,  and  more  recently  by  Wordsworth;  and  the  other  verses  forming  part 
of  a  fragment  preserved  by  Herd,  beginning — "I  dream'd  a  dreary  dream  last 
night,"  which  is  apparently  a  portion  of  the  old  ballad  that  suggested  the 
one  by  Hamilton  of  Bangour,  and  was  afterwards  dressed  up  into  the  tragic 
ballad  published  by  Scott  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy,  called  "  The  Dowie  Dens  of 
Yarrow."  Besides  these.  Burns'  Yarrow  fragment  contains  some  verses  which 
clearly  belong  to  a  ballad  called  "  The  Duke  of  Athol's  Nurse," — to  be  found  in 
the  collections  of  Kinloch  and  Professor  Ayton.  Beyond  all  this  it  contains  a 
verse  or  two  belonging  to  "  Sir  James  the  Rose."  Nevertheless,  mongrel  in 
character  as  Burns'  contribution  to  the  Yarrow  minstrelsy  undoubtedly  is,  two 
of  the  stanzas  are  transcendently  beautiful,  and  never  were  seen  before,  there- 
fore we  give  them  a  place  here.] 

"  Nae  birdies  sang  the  mirky  hour, 
Amang  the  braes  o'  Yarrow ; 
But  slumber'd  on  the  dewy  boughs 
To  wait  the  waukening  morrow.** 
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[Tho  preceding  verse,  beyond  all  controversy,  is  Burns'  own:  the  other  stanza 
seems  to  bear  the  impress  of  antiquity,  yet  may  be  his  too,  not-withstanding.] 

"  She's  taen  three  links  o'  her  gowden  hair, 
That  hung  down  lang  and  yellow ; 
And  she's  tied  them  round  sweet  Willie's  waist, 
And  drawn  him  out  o'  Yarrow." 


XIX.— YOUNG  EOB  EOT. 

[This  forms  number  two  of  the  fragments  sent  to  Tytler,  and  consists  of  nine 
verses  of  four  lines  each.   We  have  examined  the  same  ballad  as  printed  in  the 
best  collections,  and  are  persuaded  that  any  thing  which  has  been  added  to  the 
piece  since  it  came  from  Burns'  hand  is  modern,  and  wretchedly  executed. 
Yet,  how  few  are  there  that  could  succeed  in  piecing  up  a  fragment  like  this  ?— . 
"Be  content,  0  be  content,  be  content  to  stay,  leddie; 
For  thou  art  my  wedded  wife,  until  thy  dying  day,  leddie, 
Eob  Eoy  was  my  father  ca'd,  Macgregor  was  his  name,  leddie, 
He  led  a  band  o'  heroes  bauld,  and  I  am  here  the  same,  leddie. 

He  was  a  hedge  about  his  freends — a  heckle  to  his  foes,  leddie. 
Every  one  that  durst  him  wrang,  he  took  him  by  the  nose,  leddie. 
I'm  as  bold,  I'm  as  bold,  I'm  as  bold,  and  more,  leddie; 
He  that  daurs  dispute  my  word,  shall  feel  my  gude  claymore,  leddie."] 


XX.— BONIE  DUNDEE. 

[Already  given  in  Vol.  I.,  page  202.  The  first  four  lines  of  verse  second  are^ 
liL. ,.  ever,  thus  varied : — 

"  May  blessings  light  on  thy  sweet  wee  lippie ! 
May  blessings  light  on  thy  bonie  ee-breel 
Thou  smiles  sae  like  my  sodger  laddie, 
Thou's  dearer — dearer  ay  to  me ! "] 


XXL— YOUNG  HYNHOEN. 

[This  is  a  compact  little  romantic  ballad,  which  afterwards,  in  the  hands  ot 
Motherwell  and  Peter  Buchan,  was  dragged  out  into  a  tedious  jingle,  three  times 
as  long.  The  former  observes  that  Cromek,  in  recording  it  without  a  single 
remark,  seems  not  to  have  been  aware  of  the  jewel  he  had  picked  up.] 


XXII.— AY  WAUKIN,  O. 

{Here  the  poet  introduces  the  chorus  and  two  verses  of  the  song  given  at  page 
240,  Vol.  I.] 


XXIIL— YE'EE  LIKE  TO  THE  TBIMEE. 

[Here  he  sets  down  as  ancient,  the  last  four  lines  of  his  own  favourite  song, 
given  at  page  277,  Vol.  L,  beginning,  "  0  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  beauty."] 
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MEMORANDA  OF  LYRICAL  FRAGMENTS  AND  NOTES  INSERTED  BY  BURNS 

Jn  the  Glenriddel  Copy  of  the  Museum." 


L— THE  BLATHEIE  O'T. 

[The  poet  remarks :  "  The  following  is  a  set  of  this  song,  which  is  the  very 
earliest  song  I  remember  to  have  got  by  heart.  When  a  child,  an  old  woman 
sung  it  to  me,  and  I  picked  it  up,  every  word,  at  first  hearing : — 
'  0  Willie,  weel  I  mind,  I  lent  you  my  hand. 
To  sing  you  a  song  which  you  then  did  demand ; 
But  my  memory's  so  bad,  I  had  amaist  forgot 
That  you  call'd  it  The  gear  and  the  hlathine  o't. 

I  sing  na  of  confusion,  delusion,  or  pride; 
I'll  sing  about  a  laddie  was  for  a  virtuous  bride; 
For  virtue  is  an  ornament  that  time'U  never  rot, 
And  far  afore  the  gear  and  the  blathrie  o't. 

The'  my  lassie  hasna  scarlets  and  idlks  to  put  on, 
We  envy  not  the  great  ones  that  hang  about  the  throne; 
I  wad  rather  hae  my  lassie,  tho'  she  cam'  but  in  her  smock, 
Than  a  princess  wi'  the  gear  and  ^he  blathrie  o't. 

Altho'  we  haena  horses  and  menzie  at  command, 
We  will  toil  on  our  fit,  and  we'll  work  wi'  our  hand ; 
For  when  wearied,  we  get  rest  that  is  sweet  in  any  spot, 
And  we  value  not  the  gear  and  the  blathrie  o't. 

If  we  hae  onie  babies,  we'll  count  them  a'  as  lent ; 
Hae  we  less — hae  we  mair — we  sail  ay  be  content ; 
We've  mair  o'  warld's  pleasure  in  the  winnin'  o'  a  groat 
Than  the  miser  wi'  his  gear  and  the  blathrie  o't. 

We  fash  na  the  alTairs  o'  the  Kirk  or  the  Queen ; 
They're  nae  matters  for  a  sang — ^let  them  sink,  let  them  swim : 
On  your  kirk  we'll  ne'er  encroach,  but  we'll  hold  it  still  remote,— 
Tak'  ye  this  for  The  gear  and  the  blathrie  o'tf  "] 


II.— THE  BEDS  0'  SWEET  ROSES. 

[The  poet  says :  "  This  song,  so  far  as  I  know,  for  the  first  time  appears  here 
in  print  When  I  was  a  boy,  it  was  very  popular  in  Ayrshire.  I  remember  to 
have  heard  the  Buchanites  sing  some  of  their  nonsensical  rhymes,  which  they 
dignify  with  the  name  of  hymns,  to  this  air."  As  this  song  is  little  known,  we 
here  insert  a  copy  of  it: — 

"  As  I  was  a- walking  one  morning  in  May, 
The  little  birds  were  singing  delightful  and  gay, 
Where  I  and  my  true  love  would  often  sport  and  play 
Down  amang  the  beds  o'  sweet  roses. 

My  daddie  and  my  mammie,  I've  often  heard  them  say 
That  I  was  a  naughty  boy,  I  was  so  fond  of  play; 
But  I  never  liked  in  all  my  life  a  girl  that  would  say  '  Nay ! 
Down  amang  the  beds  o'  sweet  roses. 

If  I  had  gold  and  silver  in  bags  running  o'er, 
I'd  pai  t  with  all  my  money  to  the  girl  that  I  adore, 
I'd  part  with  all  my  money  to  meet  my  girl  once  more 
Down  amang  the  beds  o'  sweet  roses."] 
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m^'ER  THE  MUm  AMANa  THE  HEATHEE. 

[The  poet  says, — "This  song  is  a  composition  of  Jean  Glover,  a  girl  who  was 
not  only  a  whore,  but  also  a  thief ;  and  in  one  or  other  character  has  visited 
most  of  the  Correction  Houses  in  the  West  She  was  born,  I  believe,  in  Kil- 
marnock. I  took  the  song  down  from  her  singing  as  she  was  strolling  through 
the  country  with  a  sleight-of-hand  blackguard." 

The  editor  of  The  Contemporaries  of  Burns  gives  Slst  October,  1758,  as  the  date 
of  her  birth,  and  she  survived  Burns  about  six  years.  The  song  is  to  be  found 
in  all  Scots  Collections.] 


IV.— OAULD  KAIL  IN  ABERDEEN". 

[Bums  observes,— "  The  song  in  the  Museum  (No.  162)  is  by  the  Duke  of 
Gordon.   The  old  words  are  these : — 

'There's  cauld  kail  in  Aberdeen,  and  castocks  in  Strathbogie: 
When  ilka  lad  maun  hae  his  lass,  then,  fye !  gie  me  my  coggie. 
My  coggie,  sirs,  my  coggie,  sii's,  I  canna  want  my  coggie ; 
I  wadna  gie  my  three-gird  caup,  for  a'  the  queans  on  Bogie. 

There's  Johnie  Smith  has  got  a  wife,  that  scrimps  him  o'  his  coggie, 
If  she  were  mine,  upon  my  life,  I'd  douk  her  in  a  boggie ! 
My  coggie,  sirs,' "  &c. 
A  very  happy  continuation  of  this  subject  was  written  by  William  Eeid,  of  the 
firm  of  Brash  &  Reid,  printers,  Glasgow.] 


v.— THE  FOUETEENTH  OF  OCTOBEE. 

[Burns  has  inserted  a  note  relative  to  this  title  of  an  old  tune,  which  we  think 
worth  quoting  here,  to  shew  that  Eitson  and  he  have  adopted  quite  opposite 
opinions  regarding  it  Eitson's  note  is  as  follows : — "  King  James  VII.  was  un- 
doubtedly, both  before  and  after  his  succession,  a  popular  character  in  Scotland, 
and  The  Fourteenth  of  October  (his  birth-day)  is  still  a  favourite  tune." — Scottish 
Songs,  1794. 

Burns,  on  the  other  hand,  writes : — "  The  title  of  this  air  shows  that  it  alludes 
to  the  famous  King  Crispian,  the  patron  of  the  honourable  corporation  of  shoe- 
makers. St.  Crispian's  day  falls  on  the  14th  of  October,  old  style,  as  the  proverb 
lells. 

'  On  the  fourteenth  of  October  was  ne'er  a  sutor  sober.' " 

The  air  called  the  Shoemakers'  March,  for  which  the  poet  wrote  words  given  at 
page  244  of  this  vol.,  is  quite  a  different  tune  from  T/ie  Fourteenth  of  October.] 


VL— THE  OOLLIEE'S  BONIE  LASSIK 

[Burns  notes  thus: — "The  first  half-stanza  is  much  older  than  the  days  of 
Eamsay.   The  old  words  began  as  follows: — 

'  The  collier  has  a  dochter,  and  0  she's  wonder  bonie ; 
A  laird  he  was  that  socht  her,  rich  baith  in  lands  and  money: 
She  wadna  hae  a  laird,  she  wadna  be  aleddy, 
But  she  wad  hae  a  collier  lad,  the  colour  o'  her  deddie.' "] 
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VII.— BLINK  OWRE  THE  BURN,  SWEET  BETTY. 

[The  poet  says  of  this  ancient  ditty: — "  The  old.  words — all  that  I  remember— • 
are: — 

'  Blink  owre  the  burn,  sweet  Betty,  it's  a  cauld  winter  night ; 
It  rains,  it  hails,  and  it  thunders, — the  moon  she  gies  nae  light: 
It's  a'  for  the  sake  o'  sweet  Betty,  that  ever  I  tint  my  way ; 
O  sweet !  let  me  lie  ayont  thee,  until  it  be  break  o'  day ! 

It's  Betty  will  bake  my  bread,  and  Betty  will  brew  my  ale, 
And  Betty  will  be  my  love,  when  I  come  owre  the  dale : 
Blink  owre  the  burn,  sweet  Betty,  blink  owre  the  burn  to  me. 
And  while  I  hae  life,  dear  lassie,  my  ain  sweet  Betty  thou's  be!"' 

Burns  has  omitted  to  point  out  that  one  of  the  lines  of  this  song  is  quoted  in 
KtTig  Lear,  act  iii.,  scene  6.  Edgar,  during  his  pretended  raving  while  the  storm 
was  howling  around  the  head  of  the  frantic  old  king,  cries  out: — "  The  fool  fiend 
haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a  nightingale — 

'  Come  o'er  the  bum,  Bessie,  to  me.'' " 

It  is  very  remarkable  that  in  this  same  scene  Edgar  chants  a  couplet  which 
at  once  suggests  to  us  the  opening  lines  of  Burns'  beautiful  lyric,  called,  "  The 
poet's  morning  salutation  to  his  mistress  " — Sleep' st  thou  or  wak'st  thou,  fairest 
creature, — ^given  at  page  101,  present  volume.  Edgar's  couplet  is — 

Sleep'st  thou  or  wak'st  thou,  jolly  shepherd? 
Thy  sheep  lie  in  the  corn." 

"  The  pelting  of  the  pitiless  storm  "  on  this  occasion,  would  naturally  recall  tt 
Edgar's  mind  the  words  of  the  old  song  of  Sweet  Betty,  given  above — "It  rains, 
it  hails,  and  it  thunders."] 


VIIL— POMPEY'S  GHOST. 

[Burns,  in  referring  to  the  pathetic  ballad  of  "Mary's  Dream,"  by  John  Lowe, 
adds :  "  He  likewise  wrote  another  beautiful  song,  called  Pompey's  Ghost."  This 
song  (if  such  it  can  be  called)  used  to  be  sung,  or  recited,  by  an  early  friend  of 
the  poet — Mr.  James  Oandlish,  who  carried  off  the  wittiest  of  the  "six  proper 
young  belles  "  of  Mauchline.  In  November,  1787,  the  poet  wrote  thus  to  Oand- 
lish, from  Edinburgh,  concerning  this  poem : — "  I  am  engaged  in  assisting  an 
honest  Scotch  enthusiast — a  friend  of  mine  who  is  an  engraver,  and  has  taken 
it  into  his  head  to  publish  a  collection  of  all  our  songs,  set  to  music,  of  which 
the  words  and  music  are  done  by  Scotchmen.  This,  you  will  easily  guess,  is  an 
undertaking  exactly  to  my  taste.  I  have  collected,  begged,  borrowed,  and  stolen 
all  the  songs  I  could  meet  with.  Pompey's  Ghost,  words  and  music,  I  beg  from 
you  immediately,  to  go  into  the  second  number, — the  first  is  already  published." 
Oandlish  sent  the  words  to  the  poet,  but  the  music  he  was  unable  to  give  in 
consequence  of  his  want  of  musical  skill  to  note  it  down.  The  piece,  therefore, 
is  not  to  be  found  in  the  Museum. 

The  poet,  in  common  with  all  writers  who  have  referred  to  this  beautiful 
poem,  is  mistaken  in  assigning  its  composition  to  Lowe.  The  editor  is  in  pos- 
session of  a  collection  of  songs,  published  at  Edinburgh  in  1764,  entitled,  "The 
Blackbird,"  in  which  this  production  is  inserted,  without  note  regarding  its 
authorship.  Lowe  was  born  in  1750,  so,  at  the  date  of  that  publication,  he  was 
barely  fourteen  years  old.  He  attended  Edinburgh  OoUege  for  one  session  in 
1771,  and  was  engaged  as  a  tutor  during  the  following  year  by  Mr.  M'Ghie  of 
Airds:  while  there,  he  composed  "Mary's  Dream,"  and  in  1773  he  emigrated 
to  America.  It  would  appear,  then,  that  Lowe  had  picked  up  this  poem  in 
Edinburgh — admired  it — set  it  to  music  (for  he  was  a  musical  amateur,  and 
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composed  the  air  to  his  own  "  Mary's  Dream  )  and  in  this  way  he  would  enjoy 
the  credit  of  being  the  author  of  Pompey's  Ghost,  which,  however,  is  of  a  higher 
order  of  poetry  than  anything  he  was  ever  known  to  compose,  and  never  could 
be  the  work  of  any  school-boy.  All  other  copies  of  Fompey's  Ghost  which  the 
editor  is  aware  of,  want  not  only  the  closing  verse,  but  also  the  second  line  of 
each  stanza,  the  hiatus  being  supplied  by  a  repetition  of  line  third, — ^rendere«l 
necessary  to  make  it  suit  the  music.  In  the  Berean  and  Glassite  hymn-bookn, 
printed  during  the  latter  portion  of  the  eighteenth  century,  several  of  the  hymTis 
composed  in  this  peculiar  measure,  are  directed  to  be  sung  "  to  the  tune  of 
Pompey's  Ghosts 

A  complete  copy  of  a  lyric  which  Burns  felt  so  much  interest  in,  and  which, 
on  its  own  merits,  is  so  worthy  of  preservation,  is  here  recorded  for  the  benefit 
of  the  reader.] 


From  perfect  and  unclouded  day, 
[Where  Phoebus  sheds  no  parching  ray ;] 
From  joys  complete  without  allay 
And  from  a  spring  without  decay 

I  come,  by  Cynthia's  borrowed  beams, 
To  visit  my  Cornelia's  dreams, 
And  give  them  still  sublimer  themes. 

I  am  the  man  you  loved  before 
[He  crossed  the  stream  to  yonder  shore,] — 
The  streams  have  washed  away  my  gore, 
And  Pompey  now  can  blead  no  more ! 
Yei  vengeance  shall  not  be  withstood, 
Nor  unattended  by  a  flood 
Of  Roman  and  Egyptian  blood ! 

Caesar  himself  it  shall  pursue 
[With  cares  which  Pompey  never  knew ;] 
His  days  shall  troubled  be  and  few, 
And  he  shall  fall  by  treason  too ! 
He,  by  a  sentence  all  divine, 
Shall  fall  a  victim  to  my  shrine, — 
As  I  was  his^  he  shall  be  mine  ! 

[Thy  stormy  life  regret  no  more, 
For  Fate  shall  waft  thee  soon  on  shore, — 
Yes,  Fate  shall  waft  thee  gently  o'er, 
And  to  thy  Pompey  thee  restore  : 

There  guilty  heads  no  crowns  shall  wear, 
Nor  my  Cornelia  shed  one  tear. 
Nor  CsBsar  be  Dictator  there !] 


POETICAL  PIECES 

FIRST  PRODUCED  IN 

CUNNINGHAM'S  AND  HOGG  &  MOTHERWELL'S  EDITIONS. 

(1834  TO  1839.) 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


Dr.  Josiah  Walker  in  1811,  Alexander  Peterkin  in  1814,  the  Kev.  Hamilton 
Paul  in  1819,  and,  best  of  all,  J.  G.  Lockhart  in  1828,  had  each  produced  in- 
dependent memoirs  of  our  poet,  and  freshly  arranged  editions  of  his  poetry ; 
yet  although,  during  all  these  years,  reprint  after  reprint  of  Dr.  Currie's  Life 
and  Works  of  Bums,  from  time  to  time,  were  proceeding  from  the  press, 
the  public  seemed  not  to  be  satiated ;  for,  in  1833,  announcements  were  now  and 
again  made  in  the  Athenasum,  and  other  literary  organs,  that  no  less  than  three 
poetically  gifted  men — namely,  Allan  Cimningham,  James  Hogg,  and  William 
Motherwell,  were  busied  in  preparing  new  biographies  and  editions  of  the  great 
Scottish  bard.  The  notion  that  a  great  poet  can  most  effectively  be  edited  and 
illustrated  by  another  poet,  even  of  less  note,  had  been  demonstrated  to  be  a 
pure  mistake,  more  than  a  century  before  that  period,  when  the  works  of 
Shakespeare,  edited  by  Alexander  Pope,  were  given  to  a  disappointed  public. 
Cunningham's  labours,  comprising  eight  volumes,  were,  in  1834,  pubh'shed  in 
London  in  a  splendid  style,  followed  by  numerous  reprints  in  various  forms. 
Hogg  and  Motherwell's  edition,  in  five  volumes,  appeared  in  Glasgow  in  monthly 
parts,  commencing  in  1834.  Each  of  these  editions  contained  sundry  pro- 
ductions of  Burns  which  had  not  previously  been  given  in  any  collected  volume 
of  the  poet's  works,  and  these  we  now  proceed  to  print  in  chronological  order. 

Allan  Cunningham  was  born  at  Blackwood,  in  Nithside,  Dumfriesshire,  in 
December,  1784.  During  his  boyhood  he  lived  in  the  vicinity  of  Burns'  farm  of 
Ellisland,  his  father  being  land-steward  to  the  poet's  landlord.  He  was  in  his 
twelfth  year  when  Burns  died  in  Dumfries;  yet  he  speaks  of  his  presence  at 
the  poet's  funeral  as  if  he  had  then  been  a  full-grown  citizen.   When  about 
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twenty-flve  years  of  age,  and  working  as  a  common  Btone-mason,  he  showed 
considerable  genius  for  lyric  poetry,  which  was  marred,  however,  by  a  defective 
musical  ear,  and  which  defect  he  never  afterwards  overcame.  In  1809  he  got 
acquainted  with  Cromek,  who  had  just  earned  great  reputation  by  his  able 
editorship  of  The  Reliques  of  Burns,  and  he  deceived  that  kindly  gentleman  by 
foisting  on  his  credulity  a  vast  number  of  his  own  puerile  compositions,  which 
Cromek  was  induced  to  give  to  the  world  as  genuine  Remains  of  Nithsdale  and 
Galloway  Song.  He  followed  Cromek  to  London,  and  eventually  got  employ- 
ment as  an  assistant  of  Chantrey,  the  great  sculptor.  He  married  early,  begat 
sons  and  daughters,  and  after  living  there  for  thirty  years  in  an  enviable  atmo- 
sphere of  literature  and  the  fine  arts,  was  cut  off  by  an  attack  of  apoplexy, 
on  29th  October,  1842. 

It  is  a  striking  fact  that  James  Hogg  and  his  coadjutor,  William  Mothefwell, 
died  in  the  same  month  of  the  same  year — November,  1835,  and  that  too,  before 
their  edition  of  Burns  was  completed.  The  publishers  had  to  call  in  the  aid  of 
other  hands  to  finish  what  they  had  begun,  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  this 
edition  is  by  no  means  satisfactory  as  regards  editorial  treatment. 

Hogg  was  born  at  Ettrick  about  the  Ist  of  December,  1770,  and  died  at  the 
head  of  Yarrow  on  the  21st  of  the  month,  and  in  the  year  above  stated,  aged  64- 
Motherwell  was  bom  in  Glasgow  on  13th  October,  1797 ;  in  1827  he  produced 
his  "  Minstrelsy,  ancient  and  modern;"  in  1832  he  published  a  volume  of  hia 
own  lyrics;  and  in  1835  died  suddenly,  at  the  age  of  38. 


PIECES  FIRST  COLLECTED  IN  CUNNINGHAM'S  EDITION,  1834. 


EPISTLE  TO  JOHN  KENNEDY. 

Mossgiel,  Srd  March,  1786. 

[This  early  friend  of  the  poet  was  factor  to  Patrick,  last  Earl  of  Dumfries, 
resident  at  Dumfries  House,  situated  about  half-way  between  Auchinleck  and 
Ochiltree.  He  appears  to  have  become  acquainted  with  Burns  through  Gavin 
Hamilton,  and  it  is  very  probable  that  he  was  also  well  acquainted  with  Jean 
Armour's  family,  for  Dumfries  House  had  been  built  by  Jean's  grandfather. 

At  the  date  of  this  epistle  the  poet  was  evidently  engaged  in  the  preparation 
of  his  poems  with  a  view  to  publication,  although  he  did  not  embark  in  that 
enterprise  till  a  month  later.  With  the  utmost  frankness,  he  entrusted  Kennedy 
with  a  loan  of  his  most  important  poem,  The  Cotter'' s  Saturday  Night — his  only 
copy.  Kennedy  was  two  years  older  than  Burns,  as  we  learn  from  his  tomb- 
stone in  the  Old  Calton  Bursdng-ground  in  Edinburgh,  in  which  city  he  died, 
19th  June,  1 812,  aged  55.  The  record  bears  that  he  was  13  years  factor  to  the 
Earl  of  Dumfries,  and  18  years  to  the  Earl  of  Breadalbane.  At  page  299,  an^e, 
will  be  found  a  rhymed  note  addressed  to  Kennedy.] 

Now  Kennedy,  if  foot  or  horse 

E'er  bring  you  in  by  Mauchline  corss, 

L — ,  man,  there's  lasses  there  wad  force 

A  hermit's  fancy ; 
And  down  the  gate,  in  faith,  they're  worse 

And  mair  unchancy. 

But,  as  I'm  sayin',  please  step  to  Dow's 
And  taste  sic  gear  as  Johnnie  brews, 
Till  some  bit  callan  bring  me  news 

That  you  are  there ; 
And  if  we  dinna  hand  a  bouze, 

I'se  ne'er  drink  mair. 

It's  no'  I  like  to  sit  an'  swallow. 
Then  like  a  swine  to  puke  an'  wallow ; 
But  gie  me  just  a  true  good  fallow, 

Wi'  right  ingine ; 
And  spunkie  ance  to  make  us  mellow. 

And  then  we'll  shine. 
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Now,  if  ye're  ane  o'  warl's  folk, 
Wha  rate  the  wearer  by  the  cloak, 
An'  sklent  on  poverty  their  joke, 

Wi'  bitter  sneer; 
Wi'  you  no  friendship  I  will  troke, 

Nor  cheap  nor  dear. 

But  if,  as  I'm  informed  weel. 
Ye  hate  as  ill's  the  very  de'il. 
The  flinty  heart  that  canna  feel, — 

Come  sir,  here's  to  you ! 
Hae,  there's  my  haun,  I  wiss  you  weel, 

And  gude  be  wi'  you ! 

R.  B. 


YE  SONS  OF  OLD  KILLIE. 

Tune — Shawnhoy. 

[Major  William  Parker  of  AbbIoss,  Kilmarnock,  is  the  "Willie"  of  this  song, 
whicli  was  addressed  to  the  brethren  of  St.  John's  Lodge,  No.  22,  of  which  Mr. 
Parker  was,  in  1786,  Right  Worshipful  Master,  and  Burns  an  honorary  member, 
the  date  of  his  affiliation  being  26th  October  of  that  year.  The  poet,  in  writing 
to  his  own  Lodge — St.  lames',  Tarbolton — from  Edinburgh,  on  23rd  August, 
1787,  quotes  the  concluding  four  lines  of  this  song.] 

Ye  sons  of  old  Killie,  assembled  by  WiUie, 

To  follow  the  noble  vocation ; 
Your  thrifty  old  mother  has  scarce  such  another 

To  sit  in  that  honoured  station. 
I've  httle  to  say,  but  only  to  pray. 

As  praying's  the  ton  of  your  fashion ; 
A  prayer  from  the  Muse  you  well  may  excuse — 

'Tis  seldom  her  favourite  passion. 

Ye  powers  who  preside  o'er  the  wind  and  the  tide, 

Who  marked  each  element's  border ; 
Who  formed  this  frame  with  beneficient  aim, 

Whose  sovereign  statute  is  order  I 
Within  this  dear  mansion  may  wayward  Contention 

Or  withered  Envy  ne'er  enter ; 
May  Secrecy  round  be  the  mystical  bound, 

And  Brotherly  Love  be  the  centre ! 
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EPISTLE  TO  MAJOR  LOGAN. 

[This  delightful  off-hand  effusion  is  about  the  last  which  the  Muse  of  Burns 
gave  birth  to  before  following  him  to  the  Scottish  capital  in  November,  1786. 
Major  William  Logan  was  a  happy  bachelor,  residing  with  his  mother  and 
Bister  at  Park  Villa,  near  Ayr,  and  it  is  to  be  inferred  from  the  poem  that  the 
poet  had  been  frequently  entertained  there. 

Between  the  Major's  convivial  habits,  his  musical  powers,  and  his  ready  wit, 
there  is  little  wonder  that  Burns  was  highly  taken  with  his  societ3^  It  is  quite 
impossible  to  say  if,  at  this  time,  the  poet  had  been  made  acquainted  with  the 
fate  of  his  poor  Highland  Mary,  who,  within  a  few  days  before  or  after  the  date 
of  this  lively  production,  must  have  been  laid  beneath  the  clods  in  the  "West 
Churchyard  at  Greenock.  If  he  forgets  her  in  this  interval  of  glee,  he  does  not 
fail  to  remember  the  twa  pawky  een  of  Jean  Armour,  and  other 

"  curs'd,  delicious  blinkers,  that  put  him  hyte. 

And  gart  him  weet  his  waukrife  winkers  wi'  girniu  spite ;" 
and  it  is  also  clear  that  the  determination  of  going  abroad  had  not  then  been 
abandoned,  for  he  promises  himself  sweet  reveuge  against  the  sex  who  had^aen 
him  in,  and  a'  that.  The  third  stanza  is  nearly  a  rppel  ition  of  verse  second  in  the 
Epistle  to  Davie,  given  at  page  127  of  this  vol.  Cunningham  obtained  this  poem 
from  Mr.  Auld  of  Doonbrae,  to  whom  it  was  presented  by  "  sister  Susie,"  in  1828.] 

Hail,  thairm-inspirin',  rattliii'  Willie ! 
Though  Fortune's  road  be  rough  an'  hilly 
To  every  fiddhng,  rhyming  billie, 

We  never  heed, 
•  But  take  it  like  the  unbaick'd  filly, 

Proud  o'  her  speed. 

When  idly  goavan,  whyles  we  saunter ; 
Yirr !  fancy  barks,  awa'  we  canter 
Uphill,  down  brae,  till  some  mishanter, 

Some  black  bog-hole 
Arrests  us,  then  the  scathe  an'  banter 

We're  forced  to  thole. 

Hale  be  your  heart !  Hale  be  your  fiddle ! 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle, 
To  cheer  you  through  the  weary  widdle 

0'  this  wild  waiT, 
Until  you  on  a  crummock  driddle, 

A  gray  hair'd  carl. 

Come  wealth,  come  poortith,  late  or  soon. 
Heaven  send  your  heart-strings  ay  in  tune. 
And  screw  your  temper-pins  aboou — 
A  fifth  or  mair — 
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The  melancholious,  lazy  croon 

O'  cankrie  care! 

May  still  your  life  from  day  to  day, 
Nae  lente  largo  in  the  play ; 
But  allegretto  forte  gay, 

Harmonious  flow, 
A  sweeping,  kindling,  bauld  strathspey — 

Encore!  Bravo! 

A  blessing  on  the  cheery  gang 
Wha  dearly  Hke  a  jig  or  sang, 
An'  never  think  o'  right  an'  wrang 

By  square  an'  rule, 
But  as  the  clegs  o'  feeling  stang. 

Are  wise  or  fool ! 

My  hand-waled  curse  keep  hard  in  chase 
The  harpy,  hoodock,  purse-proud  race, 
Wha  count  on  poortith  as  disgrace — 

Their  tuneless  hearts ! 
May  fireside  discords  jar  a  bass 

To  a'  their  parts ! 

But  come,  your  hand,  my  careless  brither, 
r  th'  ither  warl' — if  there's  anither. 
An'  that  there  is  I've  Httle  swither 

About  the  matter — 
We  cheek  for  chow  shall  jog  thegither, 

I'se  ne'er  bid  better. 

We've  faults  and  failings — granted  clearly, 
We're  frail  backshding  mortals  merely ; 
Eve's  bonie  squad,  priests  wyte  them  sheerly 

For  our  grand  fa' ; 
But  still,  but  still,  I  like  them  dearly — 

God  bless  them  a' ! 

Och-on  for  poor  Castalian  drinkers. 
When  they  fa'  foul  o'  earthly  jinkers ! 
The  witching,  curs'd,  delicious  blinkers 

Hae  put  me  hyte, 
And  gart  me  weet  my  waukrife  winkers, 

Wi'  girnin  spite. 
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But  by  yon  moon ! — and  that's  high  swearin' — 
An'  every  star  within  my  heariii' ! 
An'  by  her  een  wha  was  a  dear  ane ! 

I'll  ne'er  forget ; 
I  hope  to  gie  the  jads  a  clearin' 

In  fair  play  yet. 

My  loss  I  mourn,  but  not  repent  it ; 
I'll  seek  ray  pursie  whare  I  tint  it ; 
Ance  to  the  Indies  I  were  wonted, 

Some  cantraip  hour. 
By  some  sweet  elf  I'll  yet  be  dinted — 

Then,  vive  V amour  ! 

Faites  mes  haissemains  respectueuse, 

To  sentimental  sister  Susie, 

An'  honest  Lucky ;  no'  to  roose  you, 

Ye  may  be  proud, 
That  sic  a  couple  Fate  allows  ye 

To  grace  your  blood. 

Nae  mair  at  present  can  I  measure, 

An'  trouth  my  rhymin'  ware's  nae  treasure ; 

But  when  in  Ayr,  some  half-hour's  leisure, 

Be't  Ught,  be't  dark, 
Sir  Bard  will  do  himself  the  pleasure 

To  call  at  Park. 

Robert  Burns. 

Mossgiel,  SOtk  October,  1786. 


YERSES 

INTENDED  TO  BE  WRITTEN  BELOW  A  NOBLE  EARl's  PICTURE. 

[The  manuscript  of  these  lines  is  preserved  at  Dumfries,  in  the  house  so  long 
possessed  by  Burns  and  his  family.  The  poet,  in  the  month  of  February,  1787, 
while  in  Edinburgh  preparing  for  his  grand  edition,  wrote  to  the  Earl,  his  patron, 
requesting  his  permission  to  allow  the  verses  to  be  included  among  his  printed 
poems,  which,  it  appears,  his  lordship  disapproved  of. — See  page  345,  Vol.  I.,  for 
the  poet's  "  Lament  for  Glencaim."] 

Whose  is  that  noble,  dauntless,  brow  ? 

And  whose  that  eye  of  fire  ? 
And  whose  that  generous  princely  mien 

Even  rooted  foes  admire  ? 
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Stranger !  to  justly  shew  that  brow, 

And  mark  that  eye  of  fire, 
Would  take  His  hand,  whose  vernal  tints 

His  other  works  admire. 

Bright  as  a  cloudless  summer  sun, 
With  stately  port  he  moves ; 

His  guardian  Seraph  eyes  with  awe 
The  noble  ward  he  loves. 

Among  the  illustrious  Scottish  sons 
That  chief  thou  may'st  discern  ; 

Mark  Scotia's  fond  returning  eye — 
It  dwells  upon  Glencairn. 


EPISTLE  TO  HUGH  PARKER. 

[None  of  the  poet's  editors  have  told  us  anything  more  of  this  friend  of  Burns, 
beyond  the  fact  that  he  belonged  to  Kilmarnocli;  and  he  is  not  even  mentioned 
by  Mr.  Archd.  M'Kay,  the  worthy  historian  of  Auld  Killie.  Nevertheless,  this 
lively  production  appears  to  be  the  very  first  fruits  of  the  poet's  Muse  on  Nith- 
side.  On  the  13th  of  June,  1788,  he  took  up  his  abode  at  Ellisland,  in  very  un- 
comfortable temporary  quarters,  and  there  he  waited  till  the  end  of  November 
following,  before  he  could  bring  his  wife  and  household  to  the  new  farm.  On 
the  14th  of  June,  he  wrote  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  describing  himself  as  the  "  solitary 
inmate  of  an  old,  smoky  spence ;  far  from  every  object  I  love,  or  by  whom  I  am 
beloved;  with  no  acquaintance  older  than  yesterday,  except  Jenny  Geddes,  the 
old  mare  I  ride  on."  In  these  circumstances,  he  penned  the  present  epistle,  the 
opening  part  of  which  accords  with  his  words  to  Beugo,  written  a  month  or  two 
later: — "  The  only  things  that  are  to  be  found  in  this  country,  in  any  degree  of 
perfection,  are  stupidity  and  canting.  Prose  they  only  know  in  graces,  prayers, 
&c.,  and  the  value  of  these  they  estimate,  as  they  do  their  plaiding  webs — by  the 
ell !  As  for  the  Muses,  they  have  as  much  an  idea  of  a  rhinoceros  as  of  a  poet" 
A  little  farther  on  in  the  Epistle  we  find  the  first  thought  of  his  world-renowned 
song,  "Of  a'  theairts  the  wind  can  blaw,"  composed  about  this  very  period: — 
"  Wi'  nae  converse  but  Gallowa'  bodies, 

Wi'  nae  kenn'd  face  but  Jenny  Geddes,— 

Jenny — my  Pegasean  pride ! — 

Dowie  she  saunters  down  Nithside, 

And  ay  a  westlin  leuk  she  throws. 

While  tears  hap  o'er  her  auld  brown  nose ! " 
He  tells  Parker  that  he  will  meet  him  at  "  Tarbolton,  twenty-fourth  o'  June," 
and  he  kept  his  word,  for  his  next  letter  is  dated  on  the  23rd,  from  Mauchline, 
"I  am  generally" — so  he  wrote  to  a  correspondent  in  September  thereafter— 
"  about  half  my  time  in  Ayrshire  with  my  '  darling  Jean ; '  and  then,  at  lucid 
intervals,  I  throw  my  horny  fist  across  my  be-cobwebbed  lyre,  much  in  the  same 
manner  as  an  old  wife  throws  her  hand  across  the  spokes  of  her  spinning- 
wheel."  And  what  did  the  lyre  next  produce  ? — That  finest  of  his  love-lyrics, 
'•O  wera  I  on  Parnassus'  hill ! "] 

In  this  Strange  land,  this  uncouth  clime, 
A  land  unknown  to  prose  or  rhyme ; 
Where  words  ne'er  crost  the  Muse's  heckles, 
Nor  limpet  in  poetic  shackles : 
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A  land  that  Prose  did  never  view  it, 

Except  when  drunk  he  stacher't  thro'  it ; 

Here,  ambush'd  by  the  chimla  cheek, 

Hid  in  an  atmosphere  of  reek, 

I  hear  a  wheel  thrum  i'  the  neuk, 

I  hear  it — for  in  vain  I  leuk. 

The  red  peat  gleams,  a  fiery  kernel, 

Enhusked  by  a  fog  infernal  : 

Here,  for  my  wonted  rhyming  raptures, 

I  sit  and  count  my  sins  by  chapters ; 

For  life  and  spunk  hke  ither  Christians, 

I'm  dwindled  down  to  mere  existence — 

Wi'  nae  converse  but  Gallowa'  bodies, 

Wi'  nae  kenn'd  face  but  Jenny  Geddes. 

Jenny — my  Pegasean  pride ! — 

Dowie  she  saunters  down  Nithside, 

And  ay  a  westlin  leuk  she  throws, 

While  tears  hap  o'er  her  auld  brown  nose ! 

Was  it  for  this,  wi'  canna  care. 

Thou  bure  the  Bard  through  many  a  shire? 

At  howes  or  hillocks  never  stumbled. 

And  late  or  early  never  grumbled  ? —  • 

O,  had  I  power  hke  inclination, 

I'd  heeze  thee  up  a  constellation, 

To  canter  with  the  Sagitarre, 

Or  loup  the  ecliptic  like  a  bar ; 

Or  turn  the  pole  like  any  arrow ; 

Or,  when  auld  Phoebus  bids  good-morrow, 

Down  the  zodiac  urge  the  race. 

And  cast  dirt  on  his  godship's  face ; 

For  I  could  lay  my  bread  and  kail 

He'd  ne'er  cast  saut  upo'  thy  tail ! — 

Wi'  a'  this  care  and  a'  this  grief. 

And  sma',  sma'  prospect  of  reHef, 

And  nought  but  peat  reek  i'  my  head, 

How  can  I  write  what  ye  can  read  ? — 

Tarbolton,  twenty-fourth  o'  June, 

Ye'll  find  me  in  a  better  tune ; 

But  till  we  meet  and  weet  our  whistle, 

Tak'  this  excuse  for  nae  epistle. 

Robert  Burns. 
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THE  FETE  CHAMPETRB. 
Tune — Killicrankie. 

[During  one  of  the  poet's  visits  to  Ayrstiire  in  the  course  of  the  autumn  of 
1788,  his  attention  was  called  to  a  circumstance  he  could  not  otherwise  than  feel 
some  interest  in.  The  eldest  daughter  of  his  patron,  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair,  was 
the  wife  of  Mr.  Cunninghame  of  Enterkin,  a  considerable  proprietor  on  the 
banks  of  the  Ayr,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Tarbolton.  In  order  to  be  near  her 
daughter,  Mrs.  Stewart  had  parted  with  her  estates  on  Afton  Water  and  at 
Stair,  and  purchased  from  Mr.  Cunninghame  some  forty  acres  of  ground,  on 
which  she  built  "Afton  Lodge" — so  called  to  preserve  the  name  of  her  old 
hereditary  possessions,  and  resided  there,  with  her  two  unmarried  daughters,  at 
the  period  of  Burns'  correspondence  with  her.  In  the  year  1788,  according  to 
the  narrative  of  Gilbert  Burns  (1820),  Mr.  Cunninghame's  two  mansions  of 
Enterkin  and  Annbank  underwent  some  repairs,  and  while  these  operations 
went  on,  he  being  desirous  to  ingratiate  himself  with  the  gentry  in  the  county, 
got  temporary  erections  made  on  the  banks  of  Ayr,  tastefully  decorated  with 
shrubs  and  flowers,  and  gave  a  grand  supper  and  ball,  to  which  most  of  the 
respectable  families  in  the  county  were  invited.  It  was  thought  at  the  time  that 
his  object  was  to  pave  the  way  for  standing  as  a  candidate  in  an  expected  county 
election,  and  among  the  guests  at  the  fSte,  this  subject  was  discussed.  James 
Boswell,  who  "led  o'er  Scotland  a',  the  meikle  Ursa-Major"  was  spoken  of  by 
some ;  Sir  John  Whitef  oord,  then  of  Glencaird,  was  mentioned  by  others ;  and, 
finally,  the  question  was  asked :  "  What  say  ye  to  Annbank  himsel'  ?  "  Politics 
however,  according  to  the  poet's  closing  verse  in  the  ballad,  were  voted  down 
by  Love  and  Beauty  at  the  Fete  Champetre.'] 

0  T7HA  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  House, 

To.  do  our  errands  there,  man  ? 
0  Wha  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  House, 

0'  th'  merry  lads  of  Ayr,  man  ? 
Or  will  we  send  a  man-o'-law? 

Or  will  we  send  a  sodger  ? 
Or  him  wha  led  o'er  Scotland  a* 

The  meikle  Ursa-Major? 

Come,  will  ye  court  a  noble  lord, 

Or  buy  a  score  o'  lairds,  man  ? 
For  worth  and  honour  pawn  their  word, 

Their  vote  shall  be  Glencaird's,  man  ? 
Ane  gies  them  coin,  ane  gies  them  wine, 

Anither  gies  them  clatter ; 
Annbank,  wha  guess'd  the  ladies'  taste. 

He  gies  a  Fete  Champetre. 

When  Love  and  Beauty  heard  the  news. 
The  gay  greenwoods  amang,  man ; 

Where,  gathering  flowers  and  busking  bowers^ 
They  heard  the  blackbird's  sang,  man : 
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A  vow,  they  seal'd  it  with  a  kiss, 

Sir  Pohtics  to  fetter. 
As  theirs  alone,  the  patent-bUss, 

To  hold  a  Fete  Champetre. 

Then  mounted  Mirth  on  gleesome  wing, 

O'er  hill  and  dale  she  flew,  man ; 
Ilk  wimpling  burn,  ilk  crystal  spring. 

Ilk  glen  and  shaw  she  knew,  man : 
She  summon'd  every  social  sprite. 

That  sports  by  wood  or  water, 
On  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr  to  meet, 

And  keep  this  Fete  Champetre, 

Cauld  Boreas,  wi'  his  boisterous  crew. 

Were  bound  to  stakes  hke  kye,  man ; 
And  Cynthia's  car,  o'  silver  fu', 

Clamb  up  the  starry  sky,  man  : 
Reflected  beams  dwell  in  the  streams. 

Or  down  the  current  shatter ; 
The  western  breeze  steals  thro'  the  trees, 

To  view  this  F^te  Champetre. 

How  many  a  robe  sae  gaily  floats ! 

What  sparkhng  jewels  glance,  man  ! 
To  Harmony's  enchanting  notes, 

As  moves  the  mazy  dance,  man. 
The  echoing  wood,  the  winding  flood, 

Like  Paradise  did  glitter, 
When  angels  met,  at  Adam's  yett, 

To  hold  their  Fete  Champetre. 

When  Politics  came  there,  to  mix 

And  make  his  ether-stane,  man  1 
He  circled  round  the  magic  ground, 

But  entrance  found  he  nane,  man ; 
He  blush'd  for  shame,  he  quat  his  name, 

Forswore  it,  every  letter, 
Wi'  humble  prayer  to  join  and  share 

This  festive  Fete  Champetre. 
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VERSES  TO  JOHN  TAYLOR. 

[The  poet,  in  company  of  a  gentleman  named  Sloan,  during  one  of  his  excise 
journeys,  in  the  winter  of  1789-90,  on  arriving  at  Wanlockhead,  felt  the  necessity 
of  getting  his  horse's  shoes  sharpened,  to  enable  him  to  proceed  over  the  frosty 
ground.  They  put  up  at  Ramages  Inn,  and  sent  the  horses  to  the  village  black- 
smith to  have  their  feet  rectified;  but  he  being  over  busy,  told  the  messenger 
to  wait  his  turn ;  whereupon  the  poet's  friend  addressed  a  note  to  John  Taylor, 
a  person  who,  as  he  was  informed,  had  complete  influence  over  the  smith,  and 
by  Taylor's  intercession,  the  job  was  speedily  executed.  The  poet  paid  the  smith 
both  in  money  and  in  drink,  but  above  all,  he  paid  him  with  these  verses, 
addressed  to  Taylor,  of  which  the  smith  boasted  all  his  life.thereafter.] 

With  Pegasus  upon  a  day, 

Apollo  weary  flying, 
Through  frosty  hills  the  journey  lay. 

On  foot  the  way  was  plying. 

Poor  slip-shod  giddy  Pegasus 

Was  but  a  sorry  walker ; 
To  Vulcan  then  Apollo  goes, 

To  get  a  frosty  caulker. 

Obliging  Yulcan  fell  to  work, 

Threw  by  his  coat  and  bonnet, 
And  did  Sol's  business  in  a  crack ; 

Sol  paid  him  with  a  sonnet. 

Ye  Vulcan's  sons  of  Wanlockhead, 

Pity  my  sad  disaster ; 
My  Pegasus  is  poorly  shod — 

I'll  pay  you  like  my  master. 
Eamage's^  3  o'clock.  Robert  Burns. 


TO  JOHN  M'MURDO,  ESQ., 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  BOOKS. 

[This  gentleman  was  chamberlain  to  the  Duke  of  Queensberry,  and  resided  at 
Drumlanrig.  He  and  his  wife  are  celebrated  in  the  election  ballad  (page  317) 
— "  M^Murdo,  and  his  lovely  spouse : "  his  eldest  daughter  was  the  Bonie  Jean 
of  the  lovely  ballad,  "There  was  a  lass  and  she  was  fair,"  given  at  page  91, 
present  volume,  and  the  second  daughter,  PMllis,  was  celebrated  in  the  songs 
given  at  pages  93,  94,  100,  and  105.] 

0,  COULD  I  give  thee  India's  wealth — 

As  I  this  trifle  send  ; 
Because  thy  joy  in  both  would  be 

To  share  them  with  a  friend ! 
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But  golden  sands  did  never  grace 

The  Heliconian  stream ; 
Then  take  what  gold  could  never  buy — 

An  honest  Bard's  esteem. 


ON  MR.  M'MURDO. 

INSCRIBED  ON  A  PANE  OP  GLASS  IN  HIS  HOUSE. 

[These  warm  and  well-expressed  wishes,  as  well  as  the  numerous  lyrics 
composed  in  honour  of  the  Misses  M'Murdo,  shew  that  the  poet  was  a  familiar 
guest  at  the  chamberlam's  house  for  several  years,  particularly  in  1793  and  1794.] 

Blest  be  M'Murdo  to  his  latest  day  ! 
No  envious  cloud  o'ercast  his  evening  ray ; 
No  wrinkle  furrow'd  by  the  hand  of  care, 
Nor  ever  sorrow  add  one  silver  hair ! 
O  may  no  son  the  father's  honour  stain, 
Nor  ever  daughter  give  the  mother  pain! 


EPISTLE  FROM  ESOPUS  TO  MARIA. 

[At  page  162,  present  vol.,  the  reader  will  find  a  "  Monody  on  a  Lady  famed 
for  her  caprice,"  which,  together  with  its  head-note,  will  help  to  explain  the 
present  very  bitter  satire  on  the  same  lady — the  beautiful  and  accomplished 
Maria  Riddel — with  whom  he  had  quarrelled  about  Christmas,  1793.  The 
"  Esopus  "  here  imagined,  is  understood  to  be  Williamson  the  actor,  who  had 
been  patronized  in  Dumfries  by  Mrs.  Riddel,  and  even  shared  in  the  festivities 
of  Woodley  Park.  A  little  before  the  date  of  this  lampoon,  Williamson,  with 
his  whole  company,  while  attempting  to  get  up  theatricals  in  a  country  town  in 
England,  had  been  apprehended,  and  imprisoned  as  vagrants,  under  a  warrant 
from  the  Earl  of  Lonsdale. 

This  piece,  the  writing  of  which  Burns  lived  to  regret,  is  a  professed  parody 
of  the  opening  portion  of  Pope's  well-known  Epistle  from  Eloise  to  Abelard.j 

From  those  drear  solitudes  and  frowsy  cells, 
Where  Infamy  with  sad  Repentance  dwells ; 
Where  turnkeys  make  the  jealous  portal  fast, 
And  deal  from  iron  hands  the  spare  repast ; 
Where  truant  'prentices,  yet  young  in  sin, 
Blush  at  the  curious  stranger  peeping  in ; 
Where  strumpets,  rehcs  of  the  drunken  roar, 
Resolve  to  drink,  nay,  half  to  whore  no  more ; 
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Where  tiny  thieves  not  destin'd  yet  to  swing, 
Beat  hemp  for  others,  riper  for  the  string : 
From  these  dire  scenes  my  wretched  lines  I  date, 
To  tell  Maria  her  Esopus'  fate. 

'  Alas !  I  feel  I  am  no  actor  here !' 

'Tis  real  hangmen  real  scourges  bear ! 

Prepare,  Maria,  for  a  horrid  tale 

Will  turn  thy  very  rouge  to  deadly  pale — 

Will  make  thy  hair,  tho'  erst  from  gipsy  polled, 

By  barber  woven,  and  by  barber  sold. 

Though  twisted  smooth  with  Harry's  nicest  care, 

Like  hoary  bristles  to  erect  and  stare  ! 

The  hero  of  the  mimic  scene,  no  more 

I  start  in  Hamlet,  in  Othello  roar ; 

Or  haughty  Chieftain,  'mid  the  din  of  arms. 

In  Highland  bonnet  woo  Malvina's  charms ; 

While  sans-culottes  stoop  up  the  mountain  high. 

And  steal  from  me  Maria's  prying  eye. 

Blest  Highland  bonnet !  once  my  proudest  dress, 

Now,  prouder  still,  Maria's  temples  press : 

I  see  her  wave  thy  towering  plumes  afar," 

And  call  each  coxcomb  to  the  wordy  war : 

I  see  her  face  the  first  of  Ireland's  sons,* 

And  even  out-Irish  his  Hibernian  bronze. 

The  crafty  Colonel  f  leaves  the  tartan'd  lines. 

For  other  wars,  where  he  a  hero  shines : 

The  hopeful  youth,  in  Scottish  senate  bred. 

Who  owns  a  Bushby's  heart  without  the  head,  J 

Comes,  'mid  a  string  of  coxcombs  to  display. 

That  veni,  vidi,  vici^  is  his  way. 

The  shrinking  Bard  adown  an  alley  skulks, 

And  dreads  a  meeting  worse  than  Woolwich  hulks ; 

Though  there,  his  heresies  in  Church  and  State 

Might  well  award  him  Muir  and  Palmer's  fate : 

Still  she  undaunted  reels  and  rattles  on, 

And  dares  the  public  hke  a  noontide  sun. 

(  What  scandal  called  Maria's  jaunty  stagger 

The  ricket  reehng  of  a  crooked  swagger  ? 


*  Captain  Gillespie,    t  M'Dowall  of  Logan.    %  This  idea  repeated,  p.  384. 
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WTiose  spleen — e'en  worse  than  Burns'  venom,  when 

He  dips  in  gall  unmixed  his  eager  pen, 

And  pours  his  vengeance  in  the  burning  line, — 

WTio  christened  thus  Maria's  lyre  divine 

The  idiot  strum  of  vanity  bemused, 

And  even  th'  abuse  of  Poesy  abused  ? 

Who  called  her  verse,  a  Parish  Workhouse  made 

For  motley  foundling  Fancies,  stolen  or  strayed  ?) 

A  Workhouse !  ah,  that  sound  awakes  my  woes, 
And  pillows  on  the  thorn  my  rack'd  repose ! 
In  durance  vile  here  must  I  wake  and  weep, 
And  all  my  frowsy  couch  in  sorrow  steep  ; 
That  straw  where  many  a  rogue  has  lain  of  yore, 
And  vermin'd  gipsies  litter'd  heretofore. 

Why,  Lonsdale,  thus  thy  wrath  on  vagrants  pour? 

Must  earth  no  rascal  save  thyself  endure  ? 

Must  thou  alone  in  guilt  immortal  swell. 

And  make  a  vast  monopoly  of  hell  ? 

Thou  know'st,  the  Virtues  cannot  hate  thee  worse ; 

The  Vices  also,  must  thei/  club  their  curse  ? 

Or  must  no  tiny  sin  to  others  fall, 

Because  thy  guilt's  supreme  enough  for  all  ? 

Maria !  send  me  too  thy  griefs  and  cares, — 
In  all  of  thee,  sure  thy  Esopus  shares : 
As  thou  at  all  mankind  the  flag  unfurls 
Who  on  my  fair  one  Satire's  vengeance  hurls — 
Who  calls  thee  pert,  affected,  vain  coquette, 
A  wit  in  folly,  and  a  fool  in  wit — 
Who  says,  that  fool  alone  is  not  thy  due, 
And  quotes  thy  treacheries  to  prove  it  true ! 

Our  force  united  on  thy  foes  we'll  turn, 

And  dare  the  war  with  all  of  woman  born  : 

For  who  can  write  and  speak  as  thou  and  1 1 

My  periods  that  deciphering  defy. 

And  thy  still  matchless  tongue  that  conquers  all  reply  ! 


PIECES  FIRST  COLLECTED  IN  HOGG  &  MOTHERWELL'S  ECITiON,  1834-35. 


INYITATION  TO  DR.  MCKENZIE 

TO  ATTEND  A  MASONIC  MEETING  AT  TARBOLTON. 

[This  rhymed  note  to  his  friend  and  brother-mason,  Mr.  M'Kenzie,  surgeon, 
Mauchline,  was  written  in  June,  1786,  at  the  time  the  poet  was  pushing  forward 
the  printing  of  his  Kilmarnock  volume.  On  the  12th  of  that  month,  he  wrote 
thus  to  Brice:— "  To-morrow  my  works  go  to  the  press.  I  expect  it  will  be  a 
volume  of  200  pages  (240  it  turned  out  to  be) :  it  is  just  the  last  foolish  thing  I 
intend  to  do;  and  then  turn  a  wise  man  as  fast  as  possible."  In  Tarbolton,  the 
St.  James'  Lodge  then  held  its  stated  meetings,  in  a  small  back-room  of  a 
public-house  kept  by  one  Hanson,  and  on  the  approach  of  St,  John's  Day — the 
24th  of  June— when  it  was  customary  to  have  a  grand  procession  of  the  Lodge, 
Burns  took  the  following  method  of  reminding  Dr.  M'Kenzie  of  the  occasion.] 

Friday  first's  the  day  appointed, 
By  our.  Right  Worshipful  anointed, 

To  hold  our  grand  procession ; 
To  get  a  blade  o'  Johnnie's  morals, 
And  taste  a  swatch  o'  Hanson's  barrels, 

r  the  way  of  our  profession. 
Our  Master  and  the  Brotherhood 

Wad  a'  be  glad  to  see  you ; 
For  me  I  would  be  mair  than  proud 
To  share  the  mercies  wi'  you. 
If  death,  then,  wi'  skaith,  then, 
Some  mortal  heart  is  hechtin, 
Inform  him,  and  storm  him, 
That  Saturday  ye'U  fecht  him. 

Robert  Burns. 


THE  HERMIT  OF  ABERFELDY. 

[V ery  few  readers  of  Burns  can  be  persuaded  that  these  verses  were  composed 
by  him.  They  were  furnished  to  Motherwell  by  Peter  Buchan  of  Peterhead- 
The  poet  reached  Aberfeldy  towards  evening,  on  30th  August,  1787,  stayed  half- 
an-hour,  and  was  back  to  Dunkeld  for  supper.  He  described  the  Falls  in 
undying  song,  as  all  the  world  knows ;  but  when  were  these  heavy  lines  com- 
posed? The  term,  "  desert  drear,"  used  in  the  opening  verse,  shews  that  this 
Hermit  belonged  to  some  other  quarter  than  Aberfeldy,  where  a/l  is  s-s  "light- 
some "  as  the  poet's  song.] 


Whoe'er  thou  art,  these  lines  now  reading, 
Think  not,  though  from  the  world  receding, 
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I  joy  my  lonely  days  to  lead  in 

This  desert  drear — 

That  fell  remorse,  a  conscience  bleeding 
Hath  led  me  here ! 

No  thought  of  guilt  my  bosom  sours  ; 
Free-will'd  I  fled  from  courtly  bowers  ; 
For  well  I  saw  in  halls  and  towers 

That  lust  and  pride— 
The  arch-fiend's  dearest,  darkest  po\Yers, 

In  state  preside. 

I  saw  mankind  with  vice  incrusted  ; 
I  saw  that  honour's  sword  was  rusted, — 
That  few  for  aught  but  folly  lusted, — 
That  he  was  still  deceived  who  trusted 

To  love  or  friend ; 
And  hither  came,  with  men  disgusted, 

My  hfe  to  end. 

In  this  lone  cave,  in  garments  lowly, 

Alike  a  foe  to  noisy  folly, 

And  brow-bent,  gloomy  melancholy, 

I  wear  away 
My  life,  and  in  my  ofi&ce  holy 

Consume  the  day. 

This  rock  my  shield  when  storms  are  blowing, 
The  limpid  streamlet  yonder  flowing 
Supplying  drink,  the  earth  bestowing 

My  simple  food ; 
But  few  enjoy  the  calm  I  know  in 

This  desert  wood. 

Content  and  comfort  bless  me  more  in 

This  grot,  than  e'er  I  felt  before  in 

A  palace — and  with  thoughts  still  soaring 

To  God  on  high, 
Each  night  and  morn  with  voice  imploring, 

This  wish  I  sigh  : 

'  Let  me,  0  Lord !  from  life  retire, 
Unknown  each  guilty,  worldly  fire, 
Remorse's  throb,  or  loose  desire, — 
And  when  I  die, 
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Let  me  in  this  belief  expire, — 

To  God  I  fly.' 

Stranger !  if  full  of  youth  and  riot, 
And  yet  no  grief  has  marr'd  thy  quiet, 
Thou  haply  throw'st  a  scornful  eye  at 

The  hermit's  prayer ; 
But  if  thou  hast  good  cause  to  sigh  at 

Thy  fault  or  care — 

If  thou  hast  known  false  love's  vexation, 
Or  hast  been  exiled  from  thy  nation, 
Or  guilt  affrights  thy  contemplation, 

And  makes  thee  pine. 
Oh !  how  must  thou  lament  thy  station, 

And  envy  mine ! 


YERSES 

ON  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  THE  WOODS  NEAR  DRUMLANRIG. 

[Allan  Cunningham  has  expressed  his  doubts  as  to  the  authenticity  of  thii 
powerful  poem ;  but  his  remarks  were  made  after  its  appearance  in  Hogg  & 
Motherwell's  edition.  The  Duke's  object  in  felling  the  trees  around  his  beautiful 
estates — for  the  woods  around  Neidpath,  in  Peeblesshire,  shared  the  same  fate 
— is  said  to  have  been  to  raise  money  to  provide  a  dower  for  the  Countess  of 
Yarmouth,  his  supposed  natural  daughter.  That  lady  appears  to  have  had 
more  than  one  string  to  her  bow.  for  we  are  informed  she  levied  similar  black- 
mail on  another  member  of  the  aristocracy  who  was  induced  to  believe  himself 
her  father. 

Although  the  Verses  wereyirst  collected  in  Hogg  &  Motherwell's  edition,  they 
appeared  in  a  newspaper — long  before  their  day — introduced  by  the  following 
note: — "Though  the  beauty  of  the  following  Verses  cannot  be  adequately 
estimated  by  those  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  scenery  which  it  was  their 
object  to  celebrate,  yet,  it  is  presumed,  they  possess  merit  sufficient,  indepen- 
dently of  all  adventitious  circumstances,  to  recommend  them  to  the  notice  of 
every  true  lover  of  the  simple  and  sublime  in  Nature.  They  were  found  written 
on  the  window-shutter  of  a  small  inn  on  the  Banks  of  the  Nith,  soon  after  the 
beauty  of  the  finest  scenes  that  were  perhaps  to  be  met  with  in  the  South  of 
Scotland,  had  been  sacrificed  to  sordid  avarice.  Burns  is  supposed  to  have  been 
the  author;  and  by  his  most  ardent  admirers,  we  believe,  they  will  not  be 
thought  unworthy  the  pen  of  that  immortal  Bard." 

We  were  kindly  favoured  with  the  old  clipping,  from  Hugh  F.  Weir,  Esq.,  of 
Kirkhall,  Ardrossan,  which  we  reprinted  verbatim,  in  our  Fac-simile  Edition 
(1869),  to  which  we  refer  our  readers.  At  present  we  give  Motherwell's  version, 
as  being,  on  the  whole,  an  improvement  on  the  older  text ;  preserving,  however, 
some  expressions  in  the  latter,  for  their  superiority.] 

As  on  the  banks  o'  wandering  Nith, 
Ae  smihng  simmer-morn  I  strayed, 

And  traced  its  bouie  howes  and  haughs. 
Where  linties  sang,  and  lambkins  play'd, 
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I  sat  me  down  upon  a  craig, 

And  drank  my  fill  o'  fancy's  dream, 

When,  from  the  eddying  deep  below, 
Uprose  the  genius  of  the  stream. 

Dark,  like  the  frowning  rock,  his  brow, 

And  troubled,  like  his  wintry  wave. 
And  deep,  as  sughs  the  boding  wind 

Amang  his  eaves,  the  sigh  he  gave, — 
'  And  came  ye  here,  my  son,'  he  cried, 

'  To  wander  in  my  birken  shade  ? — 
To  muse  some  favourite  Scottish  theme. 

Or  sing  some  favourite  Scottish  maid  ? 

'  There  was  a  time,  it's  nae  lang  syne. 

Ye  might  hae  seen  me  in  my  pride. 
When  a'  my  weel-clad  banks  could  see 

Their  woody  pictures  in  my  tide ; 
When  hanging  beech  and  spreading  elm 

Shaded  my  stream  sae  clear  and  cool ; 
And  stately  oaks  their  twisted  arms 

Threw  broad  and  dark  across  the  pool ; 

*  When,  glinting  through  the  trees,  appeared 

The  wee  white  cot  aboon  the  mill, 
And  peacefu'  rose  its  ingle  reek. 

That,  slowly  curling,  clamb  the  hill ; 
But  now  the  cot  is  bare  and  cauld, 

Its  branchy  shelter's  lost  and  gane, — 
And  scarce  a  stinted  birk  is  left 

To  shiver  in  the  blast  its  lane.' 

'  Alas ! '  said  I,  '  what  ruef u'  chance 

Has  twin'd  ye  o'  your  stately  trees  ? — 
Has  laid  your  rocky  bosom  bare  ? — 

Has  stripp'd  the  cleading  aff  your  braes  ? 
Was  it  the  bitter  eastern  blast. 

That  scatters  blight  in  early  spring  ? 
Or  was't  the  wiFfire  scorched  their  boughs, 

Or  canker-worm  wi'  secret  sting  ? ' 


(    380  ) 


'  Nae  eastlin  blast,'  the  sprite  replied ; 

'  It  blaws  na  here  sae  fierce  and  fell ; 
And  on  my  dry  and  halesome  banks, 

Nae  canker-worms  get  leave  to  dwell : 
Man !  cruel  man ! '  the  genius  sigh'd, — 

As  through  the  cliffs  he  sank  him  down, — 
'  The  worm  that  gnaw'd  my  bonie  trees — 

That  reptile  wears  a  Ducal  crown!' 


MEDITATIONS  AT  LINCLDDEN  ABBEY. 

[This  was  a  favourite  evening  retreat  of  Burns ;  but  we  are  assured  that  these 
verses  were  composed  about  the  year  1813,  by  Mr.  W.  Joseph  Walter,  tutor  in 
the  family  of  Maxwell  of  Terregles.  It  seems  apparent  that  the  writer  of  the 
poem  must  have  been  familiar  with  the  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.^ 

Ye  holy  walls,  that,  still  sublime, 
Resist  the  crumbling  touch  of  time ; 
How  strongly  still  your  view  displays 
The  piety  of  ancient  days, 
As  through  your  ruins,  hoar  and  grey, — 
Ruins  yet  beauteous  in  decay, — 
The  silver  moonbeams  trembling  play ! 
The  forms  of  ages  long  gone  by 
Crowd  thick  on  fancy's  wondering  eye, 
And  wake  the  soul  to  musings  high. 
E'en  now,  as  lost  in  thought  profound, 
I  view  the  solemn  scene  around, 
And,  pensive  gaze  with  wistful  eyes, 
The  past  returns,  the  present  flies ; 
Agahi  the  dome,  in  pristine  pride, 
Lifts  high  its  roof  and  arches  wide, 
That,  knit  with  curious  tracery. 
The  Gothic  ornaments  display. 
The  high-arched  windows,  painted  fair, 
Show  many  a  saint  and  martyr  there : 
As  on  their  slender  forms  I  gaze, 
Methinks  they  brighten  to  a  blaze ! 
With  noiseless  step  and  taper  bright, 
What  are  yon  forms  that  meet  my  sight  ? 
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Slowly  they  move,  while  every  eye 
Is  heaven- ward  raised  in  ecstasy. 
'Tis  the  soft,  spotless,  vestal  train, 
That  seek,  in  prayer,  the  midnight  fane. 
And,  hark !  what  more  than  mortal  sound 
Of  music  breathes  the  pile  around  ? 
'Tis  the  soft  chanted  choral  song. 
Whose  tones  the  echoing  aisles  prolong ; 
Till,  thence  returned,  they  softly  stray 
O'er  Clouden's  wave,  with  fond  delay, — 
Now  on  the  rising  gale  swell  high. 
And  now  in  fainting  murmurs  die ! 
The  boatmen  on  Nith's  gentle  stream, 
That  glistens  on  the  pale  moonbeam. 
Suspend  their  dashing  oars  to  hear 
The  holy  anthem  loud  and  clear, — 
Each  worldly  thought  a  while  forbear. 
And  mutter  forth  a  half-heard  prayer. 
But  as  I  gaze  the  vision  fails. 
Like  frost-work  touched  by  southern  gales, 
The  altar  sinks,  the  tapers  fade. 
And  all  the  splendid  scene's  decayed ! 
In  window  fair,  the  painted  pane 
No  longer  glows  with  holy  stain ; 
But  through  the  broken  space,  the  gale 
Blows  chilly  from  the  misty  vale ; 
The  bird  of  eve  flits  sullen  by — 
Her  home  these  aisles  and  arches  high ; 
The  choral  hymn,  that  erst  so  clear 
Broke  softly  sweet  on  fancy's  ear. 
Is  drowned  amid  the  mournful  scream 
That  breaks  the  magic  of  my  dream : — 
Roused  by  the  sound,  I  start  and  see 
The  ruined  sad  reality ! 
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HERON  ELECTION  BALLADS. 

BALLAD  FIKST. 

Tune — For  d  that^  and  d  that. 

[A  vacancy  occured,  during  the  early  part  of  the  year  1795,  in  the  parlia- 
mentary representation  of  the  Stewartry  of  Kirkcudbright.  The  Tories  set  up 
Mr.  Gordon  of  Balmaghie,  backed  by  the  wealth  and  influence  of  his  uncle,  Mr. 
Murray  of  Broughton,  and  the  support  of  the  Earl  of  Galloway.  The  Whig 
candidate,  with  whom  our  poet  sided,  was  Mr.  Heron  of  Kerroughtree,  in  whose 
honour  he  penned  the  Inscription  for  an  Altar  of  Independence,  given  at  page  105, 
present  volume.  Chambers  remarks,  in  reference  to  the  part  which  Bui-us  took 
in  this  conflict,  that  "he  saw  some  of  his  favourite  aversions,  such  as  the  Earl 
of  Galloway  and  John  Bushby  of  Tinwald  Downs,  ranged  on  one  side,  while 
on  the  other  stood  a  really  worthy  man,  who  had  shewn  him  some  kindness, 
and  whose  political  prepossessions  accorded  with  his  own;  therefore,  with 
characteristic  recklessness,  he  threw  off  several  ballads,  and  even  caused  them 
to  be  circulated  in  print ;  effusions  which  must  now  be  deemed  of  secondary 
Importance  in  the  roll  of  his  works,  but  which  yet  are  well  worthy  of  preserva- 
tion for  the  traits  of  a  keen  satiric  spirit  which  mingle  with  their  local  and 
Bcarcely  intelligible  allusions." 

The  poet,  in  the  third  verse,  pays  a  compliment  to  the  Earl  of  Selkirk  and  his 
family,  with  whom  he  was  on  friendly  terms;  but  in  respect  of  their  league 
with  the  Earl  of  Galloway  in  these  election  matters,  he  dashes  into  a  tirade 
against  nobles  in  the  next  verse,  which  clearly  is  intended  to  apply  to  the  latter 
magnate.] 

Whom  will  je  send  to  London  town, 

To  Parliament  and  a'  that? 
Or  whom  in  a'  the  country  roun*, 
The  best  deserves  to  fa'  that  ? 
Eor  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Through  Galloway  and  a'  that ; 
Where  is  the  laird  or  belted  knight 
That  best  deserves  to  fa'  that  ? 

Wha  sees  Kerroughtree's  open  yett — 

And  wha  is't  never  saw  that  % — 
Wha  ever  wi'  Kerroughtree's  met, 
And  has  a  doubt  of  a'  that  ? 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
The  independent  patriot. 
The  honest  man,  and  a'  that. 

Tho'  wit  and  worth,  in  either  sex, 

St  Mary's  Isle  can  shaw  that ; 
Wr  dukes  and  lords  let  Selkirk  mix, 

And  weel  does  Selkirk  fa'  that. 
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For  a*  that,  and  a'  that, 

Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 

The  independent  commoner 
Shall  be  the  man  for  a'  that. 

But  why  should  we  to  nobles  jouk  ? — 

And  it's  against  the  law  that — 
For.  why  ? — a  lord  may  be  a  gouk, 
Wi'  ribbon,  star,  and  a'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
A  lord  may  be  a  lousy  loun, 
Wi'  ribbon,  star,  and  a'  that. 

A  beardless  boy  comes  o'er  the  hills, 

Wi'  uncle's  purse,  and  a'  that ; 
But  we'll  hae  ane  frae  'mang  oursels', 
A  man  we  ken,  and  a*  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
We  are  na  to  be  bought  or  sold 
Like  naigs  and  nowt,  and  a'  that. 

Then  let  us  drink  the  Stewartry, 

Kerroughtree's  laird,  and  a'  that, 
Our  representative  to  be. 

For  weel  he's  worthy  a'  that, 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
A  House  o'  Commons  such  as  he, — 
Thej  wad  be  blest  that  saw  that. 


z 
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BALLAD  SECOND. 

Tune — Fy^  let  us  d  to  the  hrtdal. 

[Thia  ballad,  to  the  rattling  tune,  Fy,  let  us  a"  to  the  bridal,  has  various  readings, 
and  the  verses  are  differentlj-  arranged  in  some  copies.  Cf  Kerroughtree,  one 
copy  Bings  as  follows:— 

"An'  strong  and  respectfu's  his  backing. 
The  maist  o'  the  lairds  wi'  him  stand ; 
Nae  gipsy-like  nominal  barons 
Whase  property's  paper — not  land ! " 
Other  remarks  on  this  ballad,  we  throw  into  foot-notes.] 

Fy,  let  us  a*  to  Kirkcudbright, 

For  there  will  be  bickerin'  there ; 
For  Murray's  light-horse  are  to  muster, 

And,  0  how  the  heroes  will  swear ! 
And  there  will  be  Murray  commander,* 

And  Gordon  the  battle  to  win ! 
Like  brothers  they'll  stand  by  each  other ; 

Sae  knit  in  aUiance  are  kin. 

And  there  will  be  black-nebbit  Johnie,t 

The  tongue  o'  the  trump  to  them  a' ; 
An  he  get  na  hell  for  his  haddin, 

The  Deil  gets  nae  justice  ava' : 
And  there  will  be  Kempleton's  birkie,! 

A  boy  no'  sae  black  at  the  bane ; 
But  as  to  his  fine  Nabob  fortune, 

We'll  e'en  let  the  subject  alane. 

And  there  will  be  Wigton's  new  Sheriff — § 

Dame  Justice  f u'  brawly  has  sped ; 
She's  gotten  the  heart  of  a  Bushby,  || 

But,  what  has  become  o'  the  head  ? 
And  there  will  be  Cardoness,  Esquire, If 

Sae  mighty  in  Cardoness'  eyes, 
A  wight  that  will  weather  damnation, — 

The  Devil  the  prey  will  despise. 


*  Gordon,  the  Tory  candidate,  and  Murray  of  Broughton,  his  uncle. 

t  John  Bushby — "  honest  man,  cheat  him  devil,  if  you  can." 

t  William  Bushby,  brother  of  John  of  Tinwald  Downs. 

§  Bushby  Maitland,  son  of  John.  \\  See  same  idea,  p.  374. 

^  David  Maxwell  of  Cardoness. 
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And  there  will  be  Douglasses  doughty,* 

New-christening  towns  o'  the  shere ; 
Abjuring  their  democrat  doings, 

J3j  kissin'  the  a —  of  a  peer. 
And  there  will  be  Kenmure  sae  genVous  !f 

Wha's  honour  is  proof  to  the  storm  ; 
To  save  them  from  stark  reprobation, 

He  lent  them  his  name  to  the  firm. 

But  we  winna  mention  Redcastle,J 

The  body,  e'en  let  him  escape ; 
He'd  venture  the  gallows  for  siller. 

An  'twere  na  the  cost  o'  the  rape. 
And  where  is  our  King's  Lord-lieutenant, 

Sae  fam'd  for  his  gratefu'  return? 
The  billie  is  gettin  his  questions. 

To  say  in  Saint  Stephen's  the  morn. 

And  there  will  be  lads  o'  the  gospel, 

Muu'head,  §  wha's  as  gude  as  he's  true  ; 
And  there  will  be  Buittle's  apostle,  || 

Wha's  mair  o'  the  black  than  the  blue. 
And  there  will  be  folk  frae  St.  Mary's,^ 

A  house  of  great  merit  and  note ; 
The  deil  ane  but  honours  them  highly, 

The  deil  ane  will  give  them  his  vote. 

And  there  will  be  wealthy  young  Richard,^ 

Dame  Fortune  should  hing  by  the  neck 
For  prodigal  thoughtless  bestowing 

That  worth  had  else  won  him  respect. 
And  there  will  be  rich  brother  Nabobs, 

Though  Nabobs,  yet  men  o'  the  first ; 
And  there  will  be  Collieston's  whiskers,  f| 

And  Quentin  J|  o'  lads  not  the  worst. 


*  Messrs.  Douglas,  who  changed  the  name  Oarlinwark  to  ■'  Castle  Doaglas." 
t  Gordon  of  Kenmure,  afterwards  restored  Viscount  Kenmure. 
X  W.  S.  Lawrie  of  Eedcastle.  §  Rev.  Mr.  Muirhead  of  Urr. 

II  Eev.  George  Maxwell  of  Buittle.  1"  Earl  of  Selkirk  family. 

**  Richard  Oswald  of  Auchincruive.  ft  Mr.  Coplaud  of  OolliestoiL 

XX  Qucntiri  M'Adam  of  Oraigengillan. 
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And  there  will  be  stamp-office  Johme,* 

Tak  tent  how  ye  purchase  a  dram  ; 
And  there  will  be  gay  Cassencarrie, 

And  there  will  be  gleg  Colonel  Tam.l 
And  there  will  be  trusty  Kerroughtree,  {  . 

Wha's  honour  was  ever  his  law ; 
If  the  virtues  were  pack't  in  a  parcel, 

His  worth  might  be  sample  for  a.' 

And  can  we  forget  the  auld  Major,  J 

Wha'U  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  Greys, 
Our  flatt'ry  we'll  keep  for  some  ither, 

Him  'tis  only  justice  to  praise. 
And  there  will  be  maiden  Kilkerran,§ 

And  also  Barskimmin's||  gude  knight; 
And  there  will  be  roaring  Birtwhistle,  % 

Yet  luckily  roars  in  the  right. 

And  there  frae  the  Nidsdale  border, 

Will  mingle  the  Maxwells  in  droves, 
Teugh  Johnie,**  staunch  Geordie  and  Wallie,!! 

That  griens  for  their  fishes  and  loaves. 
And  there  will  be  Logan  M'Dowall ;  Jt 

Sculduddry  and  he  will  be  there; 
And  also  the  wild  Scot  o'  Galloway, 

Sodgerin  gunpowder  Blair. §§ 

Hey  for  the  chaste  int'rest  of  Broughton ! 

And  hey  for  the  blossoms  'twill  bring  ! 
It  may  send  Balmaghie  to  the  Commons, — 

In  Sodom  'twould  make  him  a  King  ! 
And  hey  for  the  sanctified  Murray  ! 

Our  land  wha  wi'  chapels  has  stored ! 
He  founder'd  his  horse  among  harlots. 

But  gied  his  auld  naig  to  the  Lord. 

*  John  Syme,  Esq.,  distributor  of  stamps.      t  Colonel  Goldie  of  Goldielea. 
t  Kerroughtree,  the  Whig  candidate,  and  Major  Heron,  his  brother. 
§  Sir  Adam  Ferguson.  II  Miller  of  Glenlee. 

^  Mr.  A.  Birtwhistle  of  Kirkcudbright. 

**  Old  Maxwell  of  Terroughty.— (See  Epistle  to  do.,  page  279  ante,) 
tt  George  Maxwell  and  Wellwood  Maxwell. 

tt  Ool.  M'Dowall  of  Logan,  infamous  for  his  treatment  of  Peggy  Kennedy. 
§§  Mr.  Blair  of  Dunskey. 
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BALLAD  THIRD. 
JOHN  BUSHBY's  lamentation. 


[This  was  composed  after  the  election  was  decided  in  Mr.  Heron's  favour,  and 
the  bard  ingeniously  puts  his  own  song  of  triumph  into  the  mouth  of  "Black- 
nebbit  Johnie  "  in  the  form  of  a  Lament. 

In  verso  sixth  there  is  a  sly  allusion  to  an  intrigue  in  which  Murray  of 
Broughton  was  involved.  He  left  his  wife  and  eloped  with  a  lady  of  fortune  of 
the  family  of  Johnstone,  whose  well-known  crest  is  the  winged^spur.  The  two 
concluding  verses,  placed  within  brackets,  are  given  from  Chambers's  edition, 
1851.  The  characters  in  this  are  the  same  as  those  in  the  preceding  ballad,  the 
foot-notes  to  which  may  be  consulted.] 


*Twas  in  the  seventeen  hundred  year 

Of  Christ  and  ninety-five, 
That  year  I  was  the  wae'est  man 

Of  ony  man  alive. 

In  March  the  three-and-twentieth  day, 
The  sun  rose  clear  and  bright ; 

But  0  !  I  was  a  waefu'  man 
Ere  toofa'  o'  the  night. 

Yerl  Galloway  lang  did  rule  this  land, 

Wi'  equal  right  and  fame^ 
And  thereto  was  his  kinsman  join'd 

The  Murray's  noble  name ! 

Yerl  Galloway  lang  did  rule  the  land. 

Made  me  the  judge  o'  strife ; 
But  now  Yerl  Galloway's  sceptre's  broke. 

And  eke  my  hangman's  knife. 

*Twas  by  the  banks  o'  bonie  Dee, 

Beside  Kirkcu'brie's  towers, 
The  Stewart  and  the  Murray  there 

'Did  muster  a'  their  powers. 

The  Murray,  on  the  auld  grey  yaud, 

Wi'  winged  spurs  did  ride, 
That, auld  grey  yaud,  yea,  Nidsdale  rade, 

He  staw  upon  Nidside. 
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there  had  been  the  Yerl  himser, 
0  there  had  been  nae  play ; 
But  Garhes  was  to  London  gane, 
And  sae  the  kye  might  stray. 

And  there  was  Balmaghie,  I  ween, 
In  the  front  rank  he  wad  shine ! 

But  Balmaghie  had  better  been 
Drinking  Madeira  wine. 

Frae  the  Glenkens  came  unto  our  aid 

A  chief  o'  doughty  deed; 
In  case  that  worth  should  wanted  be, 

0'  Kenmure  we  had  need. 

And  there,  sae  grave.  Squire  Cardoness 

Look'd  on  till  a'  was  done ; 
Sae,  in  the  tower  o'  Cardoness, 

A  howlet  sits  at  noon. 

And  there  led  I  the  Bushby's  a'; 

My  gamesome  billie  Will ; 
And  my  son  Maitland,  wise  as  brave, 

My  footsteps  followed  still. 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron*s  name. 
We  set  nought  to  their  score  : 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron's  name 
Had  felt  our  weight  before. 

But  Douglasses  o'  weight  had  we, 

A  pair  o'  trusty  lairds. 
For  building  cot-houses  sae  fam*d. 

And  christening  kail-yards. 

And  by  our  banners  march'd  Muirhead, 

And  Buittle  was  na  slack ; 
Whase  holy  priesthood  nane  can  stain. 

For  wha  can  dye  the  black  ? 

[And  there  Redcastle  drew  his  sword. 
That  ne'er  was  stained  wi'  gore, 

Save  on  a  wanderer  lame  and  blind. 
To  drive  him  frae  his  door. 
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And  last  came  creeping  Collieston, 
Was  mair  in  fear  than  wrath  ; 

Ae  knave  was  constant  in  his  mind, 
To  keep  that  knave  frae  scaith.] 


BALLAD  FOURTH. 

wha'll   buy  my  TROGGIN? 
Tune — Buy  Broom  Besoms. 

£A  dissolution  of  Parliament  in  May,  1796,  caused  a  new  election  for  the 
Stewartry  of  Kirkcudbright,  in  which  Mr.  Heron  was  opposed  by  the  Hon. 
Montgomery  Stewart,  a  younger  son  of  the  Earl  of  Galloway. 

Bums,  although  then  fast  sinking  into  the  grave,  and  within  a  few  weeks  of 
his  last  hours,  could  not  allow  the  occasion  to  pass  without  indulging  his  old 
satiric  vein  in  a  fresh  attack  on  Heron's  opponents.  Mr.  Heron  was  again 
successful,  but  the  bard  did  not  survive  to  learn  the  issue.  Heron  was,  however, 
soon  unseated  by  the  judgement  of  a  committee  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and 
the  unhappy  candidate  died  on  his  way  back  to  Scotland. 

Li  this  ballad  the  words  are  sung  in  the  character  of  a  trogger  or  dealer  in 
scraps  of  metal,  old  clothes,  &c.,  who  thus  cries  off  his  stock,  consisting  entirely 
of  the  various  supporters  of  the  Earl  of  Galloway's  cause. 

Verse  ninth,  within  brackets,  is  from  Chambers's  edition,  1851.  Verse  seventh 
refers  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Muirhead,  who  was  very  vain  in  respect  of  his  real  or 
imaginary  descent  from  a  long  line  of  Muirlieads.  He  is  said  to  have  been  the 
author  of  the  fine  old-fashioned  song,  "Bess  the  Gawkie." 

The  foot-notes  to  Ballad  Second  may  be  consulted  as  applicable  to  the  persona 
named  in  both  productiona] 

Wha  will  buy  my  troggin  ? — 

Gude  election  ware ; 
Broken  trade  o'  Broughton, 

A'  in  high  repair. 

CHORUS. 

Buy  hraw  troggin 

Frae  the  hanks  o'  Dee  ; 
Wha  wants  troggin 

Let  him  come  to  me. 

There's  a  noble  Earl's 

Fame  and  high  renown, 
For  an  auld  sang — 

It's  thought  the  gudes  were  stown. 
Buy  hraw  troggin.^  <^c. 
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Here's  the  worth  o'  Broughton 

In  a  needle's  e'e ; 
Here's  a  reputation, 

Tint  by  Balmaghie. 
Buy  hraw  troggin^  ^c. 

Here's  an  honest  conscience 
Might  a  prince  adorn ; 

Frae  the  downs  o'  Tinwald — 
So  was  never  worn. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  ^c. 

Here's  the  stuff  and  hning, 

0'  Cardoness'  head ; 
Fine  for  a  sodger — 

A'  the  wale  o'  lead. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  ^c. 

Here's  a  little  wadset 
Buittle's  scrap  o'  truth, 

Pawn'd  in  a  gin-shop 
Quenching  holy  drouth. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  ^o. 

Here's  armorial  bearings 
Frae  the  manse  o'  Urr ; 

The  crest,  an  auld  crab-apple 
Rotten  at  the  core. 
Buy  braw  troggin^  ^c. 

Here  is  Satan's  picture, 

Like  a  bizzard  gled, 
Pouncing  poor  Redcastle, 

Sprawlin'  like  a  taed. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  ^c. 

[Here's  the  font  where  Douglas 
Stane  and  mortar  names ; 

Lately  used  at  Caily, 

Christening  Murray's  crimes.] 
Buy  braw  troggin,  ^c. 
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Here's  the  worth  and  wisdom 
Collieston  can  boast ; 

By  a  thievish  midge 

They  had  amaist  been  lost. 
Buy  braw  troggin^  ^c. 

Here  is  Murray's  fragments 
O'  the  ten  commands ; 

Gifted  by  Black  Jock 
To  get  them  aff  his  hands. 
Buy  braw  troggin, 

Saw  ye  e'er  sic  troggin  ? 

If  to  buy  ye're  slack, 
Hornie's  turnin'  chapman, — 

He'll  buy  a'  the  pack. 
Buy  braw  troggin^  ^c. 


STANZAS 

COMPOSED  BY  BURNS  IN  EARLY  LIFE,  BETWEEN  THE  STILTS 
OF  THE  PLOUGH. 

[These  three  verses  were  introduced  by  James  Hogg  into  his  "Memoir  of 
Burns,"  1835.  We  are  not  aware  that  they  were  seen  in  print  before,  and  they 
have  not  been  included  in  any  edition  of  the  poet's  works  till  now.  They  were 
kno^vn  to  Dr.  Carrie,  for  they  are  inserted,  in  Burns'  autograph,  among  the 
manuscript  poems  presented  by  him  to  Mr.  Riddel  of  Friars'  Carse.  They  are 
described  as  being  a  paraphrase  of  the  Scripture  verse,  Jeremiah  xv.  10 ;  and 
they  well  illustrate  that  passage  in  his  Autobiography  where  he  says — "  At  those 
years  I  was  by  no  means  a  favourite  with  anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted 
for  a  retentive  memory,  a  stubborn,  sturdy  something  in  my  disposition,  and  an 
enthusiastic  idiot-piety."] 

An  !  woe  is  me,  my  Mother  dear ! 

A  man  of  strife  ye've  born  me : 
For  sair  contention  I  maun  bear, 

They  hate,  revile,  and  scorn  me. 

I  ne'er  could  lend  on  bill  or  band. 
That  five  per  cent  might  blest  me ; 

And  borrowing,  on  the  tither  hand — 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  trust  me. 

Yet  I,  a  coin-denied  wight. 

By  Fortune  quite  discarded, 
Ye  see  how  I  am,  day  and  night, 

By  lad  and  lass  blackguarded ! 
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FRAGMENT  OF  A  REVOLUTION  SONG. 

[We  overlooked  this  while  giving  the  group  of  Bums'  pieces  first  collected  by 
Cnnningham.  Chambers,  in  his  edition  of  1838,  introduces  it  in  a  foot-note, 
thus: — "Barns  unquestionably  felt  as  a  zealous  partisan  of  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. That  such  was  the  case,  his  Tree  of  Liberty,  his  Yixion,  and  Inscriptim  for 
an  Altar  of  Independence,  are  sufficient  proof,  and  more  may  be  found  in  some 
specimens  of  an  unpublished  poem  given  by  Mr.  Cunningham, — '  Why  should 
we  idly  waste  our  prime,'  &c  " 

The  present  editor  has  little  doubt  that  this  production,  and  also  the  Tree  oj 
Liberty,  if  really  taken  from  Burns'  MS.,  have  been  merely  transcribed  by  him 
from  the  pages  of  some  wild  Alagazine  of  the  period. 

Why  should  we  idly  waste  our  prime 

Repeating  our  oppressions? 
Come,  rouse  to  arms,  'tis  now  the  time 

To  punish  past  transgressions. 
'Tis  said  that  Kings  can  do  no  wrong — 

Their  murderous  deeds  deny  it ; 
And,  since  from  us  their  power  is  sprung, 

We  have  a  right  to  try  it. 
Now  each  true  patriot's  song  shall  be, 
'  Welcome  Death  or  Libertie  ! ' 

Proud  Priests  and  Bishops  we'll  translate, 

And  canonize  as  Martyrs. 
The  guillotine  on  Peers  shall  wait, 

And  Knights  shall  hang  in  garters : 
Those  despots  long  have  trode  us  clown, 

And  Judges  are  their  engines  ; 
Such  wretched  minions  of  a  Crown 

Demand  the  people's  vengeance. 
To-day  'tis  theirs^ — to-morrow,  we 

Shall  don  the  Cap  of  Libertie ! 

The  golden  age  we'll  then  revive, — 

Each  man  will  be  a  brother; 
In  harmony  we  all  shall  live. 

And  share  the  earth  together. 
In  virtue  trained,  enlightened  youth 

Will  love  each  fellow-creature  ; 
And  future  years  shall  prove  the  truth 

That  Man  is  good  by  nature. 
Then  let  us  toast,  with  three  times  three, 
The  leign  of  Peace  and  Libertie! 


POETICAL  PIECES 

FIRST  COLLBOTED 

IN  ROBERT  CHAMBERS'  EDITIONS,  1838,  1851,  1856 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


To  no  living  literary  man,  and  to  very  few  dead  ones,  is  the  world  of  Burns' 
admirers  more  indebted  than  to  Egbert  Chambers,  now  verging  on  the  ripe 
age  of  threescore  and  ten  years,  and  living  in  honourable  retirement  at  the 
ancient  University  town  of  Saint  Andrews  in  Fife,  with  the  honourable  degree 
of  LL.D.  appended  to  his  familiar  name.  So  early  as  1827,  we  find  that  name 
on  the  title-page  of  a  topographical  work,  full  of  freshness  and  interest  of  no 
evanescent  kind,  called.  The  Picture  of  Scotland.  In  this  racy  production,  the 
result  of  a  pedestrian  tour  embracing  2026  miles  of  earnest  journey  and  research, 
and  occupj-ing  nearly  five  consecutive  months  of  the  early  summer  and  autumn 
of  1826,  we  find  the  first  fruits  of  his  editorial  labours  in  relation  to  the  Life  and 
Works  of  Bums,  as  the  following  excerpt  from  his  Index  will  shew: — 

"Burns — his  native  district — ^his  birthplace — his  monument — ^hisresidenceat 
Irvine — his  visit  to  Carron— his  favourite  haunt  on  the  Cluden  "Water — his  farm 
of  EUisland — ^with  anecdotes,  and  impromptu  by — ^his  Scots  wha  hae  wV  Wallace 
hied — his  residence  in  Dumfries — his  burial-place." 

Chambers's  Edinburgh  Journal — projected  and  started  in  1832,  and  still 
flourishing— contained,  from  time  to  time,  interesting  articles  and  original  in- 
formation concerning  Burns.  In  1838  appeared  his  People's  Edition  of  Burns, 
embracing  not  only  the  result  of  the  labours  of  former  editors,  but  a  large 
supplement  of  original  materials,  and  some  posthumous  pieces  of  the  poet,  both 
in  prose  and  verse,  never  till  then  published.  His  crowning  effort  in  illustra- 
tion of  the  life  and  works  of  our  national  poet  was  produced  in  1851-62,  in  the 
form  of  a  chronological  edition,  in  four  volumes,  presenting  the  Biography, 
Poetical  Works,  and  Correspondence  of  the  poet  in  finely  arranged  consecutive 
order,  according  to  the  date  of  each  event  or  production.  In  his  preface  to  that 
work  he  says : — "  I  should  vainly  endeavour  to  convey  an  adequate  idea  of  the 
confusion  and  inaccuracy  which  I  now  behold  in  the  many  editions  of  Burns, 
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i  Deluding,  of  course,  that  in  which  I  had  myself  some  concern."   And  he  tells. 

us  that,  "  without  undervaluing  the  labours  of  Currie,  Lockhart,  and  Cunning 
ham,  he  entered  upon  a  minute  examination  of  all  the  materials  which  existed 
for  a  biography  of  the  poet,  and  collected  new  and  authentic  particulars  from 

all  available  sources,  including  the  memory  of  the  poet's  youngest  sister,  Mrs. 

Begg,"  who  then  still  survived.* 


*  The  sheet  containing  the  group  of  pieces  first  collected  by  Chambers,  and 
these  introductory  remarks,  was  in  tjTJe,  and  ready  for  the  stereotyper,  when 
the  morning  journals  of  18th  March,  1871,  announced  the  death,  on  the  previous 
day,  of  that  distinguished  labourer  in  the  fields  of  literature  and  science. 

A  considerable  amount  of  friendly  intercourse  and  correspondence  took  place 
in  1849  and  1850,  betwixt  the  deceased  and  the  present  editor,  who  had  just 
then  announced  some  curious  discoveries  made  by  him  in  the  course  of  arrang- 
ing a  chronological  table  of  the  earlier  productions  of  Burns,  and  the  events  of 
his  life  from  infancy  to  his  appearance  in  Edinburgh.  Thus,  apparently,  was 
suggested  to  Chambers  the  idea  of  his  new  edition,  in  1851,  of  the  Life  and 
"Works  of  the  poet,  wherein  due  prominence  is  given  to  the  fresh  revelations, 
and  the  same  plan  of  arrangement  is  adopted. 

Dr.  Chambers,  since  1864 — when  the  results  of  that  over-exertion  involved  iu 
the  production  of  his  latest  work.  The  Book  of  Days,  compelled  him  to  lay  down 
the  literary  pen  for  ever — betook  himself  to  his  well-earned  retirement  at  St. 
Andrews.  When  the  present  edition  of  Burns  was  started,  we  took  the  risk  of 
disturbing  him  by  submitting  our  project,  while  forwarding  to  him  some  me- 
moranda of  a  correspondence  (then  just  acquired  by  Mr.  M'Kle)  which  had 
passed  between  him  and  a  grandson  of  a  Kilmarnock  preacher  noticed  by 
Burns  in  The  Ordination.  This  person  had  taken  Chambers  to  task  about  his 
annotations  on  the  passage,  in  his  edition  of  1838,  and  wildly  charged  him  with 
having  "  desecrated  the  memory  of  departed  worth."  In  returning  our  notes, 
the  kindly  veteran  thus  wrote : — "  I  have  been  much  diverted  with  your 
amusing  revival  of  this  curious  affair.  Between  Mr.  M'Kie's  clever  manage- 
ment and  your  own  vivid  perspicacity  in  matters  relating  to  Burns,  I  am  sure 
that  a  successful  book  will  be  the  result,  As  for  me,  I  calculate  on  very  soon 
becoming  a  specimen  of  '  departed  worth '  myself." 

The  memory  of  Dr.  Chambers'  worth  shall  not  speedily  depart;  and  the 
name  which  he  has  left  imprinted  on  many  a  fair  title-page,  future  generations 
of  men  in  all  parts  of  the  globe  shall  not  willingly  let  die. 


PIECES  FIRST  COLLECTED  BY  ROBERT  CHAMBERS,  1838.  1851.  1856. 


THE  RUINED  FARMER. 

Tune — Go  from  my  window^  Love^  go, 

[These  roughly  measured,  hut  exceedmgly  pathetic  stanzas,  intended  to  be  sung 
to  a  very  plaintive  air  of  the  olden  time,  were  inserted  by  Bums  in  the  MS.  col- 
lection which  he  presented  to  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair,  in  1786.  This  piece  seems 
to  have  been  one  of  the  author's  very  earliest  attempts  on  the  lyre,  and  the 
references  appear  to  apply  to  old  WUliam  Burness,  at  Mount  Oliphant,  when 
"  the  scoundrel  factor's  letters "  used  to  set  the  whole  household  in  tears,  the 
poet  being  then  in  his  seventeenth  or  eighteenth  year.  Compare  with  this,  the 
fragment,  "  0  Eaging  Fortune,"  with  relative  note,  at  page  250  of  present  vol.] 

The  sun  he  is  sunk  in  the  west — 
All  creatures  retired  to  rest ; 
While  here  I  sit — all  sore  beset 
With  sorrow,  grief,  and  wo  : 
And  it's — '  0,  fickle  Fortune,'  oh  ! 

The  prosperous  man  is  asleep, 
Nor  hears  he  how  the  whirlwinds  sweep  ; 
But  Misery  and  I  must  watch 
The  surly  tempest  blow  : 
And  it's—'  0,  fickle  Fortune,'  oh ! 

There  lies  the  dear  partner  of  my  breast, 
Her  cares  for  a  moment  at  rest : 
And  must  I  see  my  youthful  pride 
Thus  brought  so  very  low ! 
And  it's—'  0,  fickle  Fortune,'  oh! 

There  lie  my  sweet  babes  in  her  arms, 
No  fear  each  little  heart  alarms  ; 
"But  for  their  sake  my  heart  doth  ache, 
With  many  a  bitter  throe  : 
And  it's—'  0,  fickle  Fortune,'  oh  I 
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I  once  was  by  Fortune  carest, 
I  once  could  relieve  the  distrest ; 
But  now  life's  poor  support  hard-earn'd, 
My  fate  will  scarce  bestow  : 
And  it's—'  O,  fickle  Fortune,'  oh  ! 

No  comfort — no  comfort  I  have ! 
How  welcome  to  me  were  the  grave ! 
But  then  my  wife  and  children  dear — 
O  whither  would  they  go  ? 
And  it's—'  0,  fickle  Fortune,'  oh ! 

0  whither — 0  whither  shall  I  turn ! — 
All  friendless,  forsaken,  forlorn ! 

In  this  wide  world,  sweet  rest  or  peace 

1  never  more  shall  know ! 

And  it's—'  0,  fickle  Fortune,'  oh ! 


THE  TARBOLTON  LASSES. 


[Tais  Id  <>ne  of  the  poet's  early  Lochlea  performances:  his  first  efforts  in 
courtship  of  the  Tarbolton  lasses  appear  to  have  been  unsuccessful,  if  we  are  to 
judge  from  the  satirical  spirit  of  these  verses.  At  this  stage  he  seems  not  yet 
to  have  been  acquainted  with  the  Ronalds  of  the  Bennals,  who  are  celebrated  in  the 
next  piece,  and  who  were  undoubtedly  the  Belles  of  the  district  The  Bennals  is 
a  farm  several  miles  west  of  Lochlea,  and  near  Afton  Lodge.] 


If  ye  gae  up  to  yon  hill-tap, 
Yell  there  see  bonie  Peggy ; 

She  kens  her  father  is  a  laird, 
And  she  forsooth's  a  leddy. 

There  Sophy  tight,  a  lassie  bright. 
Besides  a  handsome  fortune  : 

Wha  canna  win  her  in  a  night, 
Has  httle  art  in  courting. 

Gae  down  by  Faile,  and  taste  the  ale. 
And  tak'  a  look  o'  Mysie ; 

She's  dour  and  din,  a  deil  within, 
But  aiblins  she  may  please  j<x. 


(    397  ) 


If  she  be  shy,  her  sister  try, 
Ye'U  maybe  fancy,  Jeuny, 

If  ye'U  dispense  wi'  want  o'  sense — 
She  kens  herseF  she's  bonie. 

And  should  ye  ride  by  yon  hill-side, 

Speer  in  for  bonie  Bessy ; 
She'll  gie  ye  a  beck,  and  bid  ye  light, 

And  handsomely  address  ye. 

There's  few  sae  bonie,  nane  sae  gude, 
In  a'  King  George'  dominion ; 

The  truth  o'  this  ye  needna  doubt — 
It's  Bessy's  ain  opinion ! 


THE  RONALDS  OF  THE  BENNALS. 

[Miss  Jeau,  the  elder  of  the  two  ladies  referred  to  in  this  lively  production,  ia 
said  to  have  been  a  flame  of  Gilbert  Burns.  The  poet  expatiates  chiefly  on  her 
mental  qualities,  and  hints  that  any  wooer  of  hers  must  encounter  dangerous 
rivals,  in  the  shape  of  three  neighbouring  lairds,  who  were  doing  their  utmost 
to  obtain  her  affections.  He  acknowledges  that  Annie  Ronald  is  his  own 
favourite,  as  well  as  "the  boast  of  our  bachelors  a'."  There  seems  to  be  an 
allusion  here  to  the  BacJielofs'  Club  of  Tarbolton,  established  in  17S2. 

I'he  poet,  in  a  letter  dated  10th  November,  1789,  addressed  to  his  brother 
William,  announces  the  bankruptcy  of  Mr.  Ronald.  He  says : — "  You  will  easily 
guess,  that  from  his  insolent  vanity  in  his  sunshine  of  life,  he  will  now  feel  a 
little  retaliation  from  those  who  thought  themselves  eclipsed  by  him." 

Miss  Jean  was  married  to  a  Mr.  "Wm.  Reid,  resident  at  a  place  called  Burn. 
It  has  been  affirmed  that  Jean  possessed  several  letters  addressed  to  her  by 
Burns  on  religious  subjects:  but  as  these  are  non  est,  little  weight  can  be  given 
*othe  assertion.] 

In  Tarbolton,  ye  ken,  there  are  proper  young  men. 

And  proper  young  lasses  and  a'  man  ; 
But  ken  ye  the  Ronalds  that  live  in  the  Bennals  ? — 

They  carry  the  gree,  frae  them  a',  man. 

Their  father's  a  laird,  and  weel  he  can  spare't, 

Braid  money  to  tocher  them  a',  man  ; 
To  proper  young  men,  he'll  clink  in  the  hand 

Gowd  guineas  a  hunder  or  twa,  man. 

There's  ane  they  ca'  Jean,  I'll  warrant  ye've  seen 

As  bonie  a  lass  or  as  braw,  man ; 
But  for  sense  and  gude  taste  she'll  vie  wi'  the  best. 

And  a  conduct  that  beautifies  a',  man. 
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The  charms  o'  the  min',  the  langer  they  shine, 
The  mair  admiration  they  draw,  man ; 

While  peaches  and  cherries,  and  roses  and  hlies. 
They  fade  and  they  wither  awa,  man. 

If  ye  be  for  Miss  Jean,  tak'  this  frae  a  frion' — 

A  hint  o'  a  rival  or  twa,  man ; 
The  laird  o'  Blackbyre  wad  gang  through  the  fire, 

If  that  wad  entice  her  awa,  man. 

The  Laird  o'  Braehead  has  been  on  his  speed. 
For  mair  than  a  towmond  or  twa,  man ; 

The  Laird  o'  the  Ford  will  straught  on  a  board, 
If  he  canna  get  her  at  a',  man. 

Then  Annie  comes  in,  the  pride  o'  her  kin. 
The  boast  of  our  bachelors  a',  man  : 

Sae  sonsy  and  sweet,  sae  fully  complete. 
She  steals  our  affections  awa,  man. 

If  I  should  detail  the  pick  and  the  wale 

O'  lasses  that  live  here  awa,  man, 
The  fault  wad  be  mine,  if  she  didna  shine. 

The  sweetest  and  best  o'  them  a',  man. 

I  lo'e  her  mysel,  but  darena  weel  tell, 

My  poverty  keeps  me  in  awe,  man. 
For  making  o'  rhymes,  and  working  at  times, 

Does  little  or  naething  at  a',  man. 

Yet  I  wadna  choose  to  let  her  refuse, 
Nor  hae't  in  her  power  to  say  na,  man, 

For  though  I  be  poor,  unnoticed,  obscure, 
My  stomach's  as  proud  as  them  a',  man.. 

Though  I  canna  ride  in  weel-booted  pride, 
And  flee  o'er  the  hills  like  a  craw,  man, 

I  can  hand  up  my  head  wi'  the  best  o'  the  breed, 
Though  fluttering  ever  so  braw,  man. 

My  coat  and  my  vest,  they  are  Scotch  o'  the  best, 
O'  pairs  o'  gude  breeks  I  hae  twa,  man. 

And  stockings  and  pumps  to  put  on  my  stumps, 
And  ne'er  a  wrang  steek  in  them  a',  man. 
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My  sarks  they  are  few,  but  five  o'  them  new, 
Twal'-hundred,*  as  white  as  the  snaw,  man, 

A  ten-shilliugs  hac,  a  Ifollaad  cravat; 
There  are  no'  mony  poets  sae  braw,  man» 

I  never  had  frien's,  weel  stockit  in  means. 
To  leave  me  a  hundred  or  twa,  man, 

Nae  weel-tochered  aunts,  to  wait  on  their  drants, 
And  wish  them  in  hell  for  it  a',  man. 

I  never  was  canny  for  hoarding  o'  money, 
Or  claughtin't  together  at  a',  man, 

I've  httle  to  spend,  and  naething  to  lend. 
But  deevil  a  sbilhng  I  awe,  man. 
m  *  Mn  * 


VERSES  WRITTEN  UNDER  VIOLENT  GRIEF. 

[We  have  little  faith  in  the  authenticity  of  this  production,  which  is  said  to 
have  first  been  printed  in  the  Sun  newspaper,  in  April,  1823.  It  is  supposed  to 
have  been  originally  written  on  a  presentation  copy  of  his  Ealmaruock  volume, 
In  the  summer  of  1786.] 

Accept  the  gift  a  friend  sincere 

Wad  on  thy  worth  be  pressin'; 
Remembrance  oft  may  start  a  tear. 
But  oh !  that  tenderness  forbear. 

Though  'twad  my  sorrows  lessen. 

My  morning  raise  sae  clear  and  fair, 
I  thought  sair  storms  wad  never 

Bedew  the  scene ;  but  grief  and  care 

In  wildest  fury  hae  made  bare 
My  peace,  my  hope,  for  ever ! 

You  think  I'm  glad ;  oh,  I  pay  weel 

For  a'  the  joy  I  borrow, 
In  sohtude — then,  then  I  feel 
I  canna  to  mysel'  conceal 

My  deeply-rankhn'  sorrow. 

*  Twal-hunder  linen  is  coarse  in  fabric,  compared  to  the  "  snaw- white  seven- 
teen-h under  linen  '*  referred  to  in  Tarn  o'  Shunter,  which  was  woven  in  a  reed 
of  1700  divisions. 


(    400  ) 


Farewell !  within  thy  bosom  free 

A  sigh  may  whiles  awaken ; 
A  tear  may  wet  thy  laughin'  e'e, 
For  Scotia's  son — ance  gay  like  thee — 
Now  hopeless,  comfortless,  forsaken ! 


TO  MISS  FERRIEK 


[TheBe  lines  were  indited  to  a  daughter  of  Mr.  John  Feri-ier,  writer  to  the 
signet,  resident  in  George  Street,  Edinburgh.  The  " mourn fu' sang"  enclosed 
was  the  Elegy  on  Sir  J.  H.  Blair,  in  the  month  of  August,  1787.  A  sister  of  Misfl 
Farrier  became  distinguished  as  a  writer  of  novels.] 


Nae  heathen  name  shall  I  prefix 

Frae  Pindas  or  Parnassus ; 
Auld  Reekie  dings  them  a'  to  sticks, 

For  rhyme-inspiring  lasses. 

Jove's  tunefu'  dochters  three  times  three, 
Made  Homer  deep  their  debtor ; 

But,  gi'en  the  body  half  an  e'e, 
Nine  Ferriers  wad  done  better  ! 

Last  day  my  mind  was  in  a  bog, 
Down  George's  Street  I  stoited; 

A  creeping  cauld  prosaic  fog 
My  very  senses  doited. 

Do  what  I  dought  to  set  her  free, 

My  saul  lay  in  the  mire ; 
Ye  turned  a  neuk — I  saw  your  e'e — 

She  took  the  wing  Uke  fire ! 

The  mornfu'  sang  I  here  enclose. 

In  gratitude  I  send  you ; 
And  pray  in  rhyme  as  weel  as  prose, — 

May  a'  that's  gude  attend  you ! 
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THE  BONIB  LASS  OF  ALBANY. 
Tune — Marifs  Dream. 

[In  the  month  of  September,  1787,  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart — then  him- 
self about  to  Bink  into  a  dishonoured  grave— made  public  declaration  of  the 
legitimacy  of  his  hitherto  supposed  natural  daughter,  styled.  Duchexs  of  Albany ; 
and  it  is  supposed  by  Eobert  Chambers  that  Burns  about  this  period,  "led  by 
the  intelligence  into  a  reverie  of  those  politics  of  the  heart  by  which  he  did  not 
disdain  to  admit  he  was  animated,"  composed  the  following  verses,  in  the  old 
ballad  manner.! 

My  heart  is  wae,  and  unco  wae, 

To  think  upon  the  raging  sea, 
That  roars  between  her  gardens  green 

And  the  bonie  Lass  of  Albany. 

This  lovely  maid's  of  royal  blood 
That  rul^d  Albion's  kingdoms  three, 

But  oh,  alas,  for  her  bonie  face, 

They've  wranged  the  Lass  of  Albany. 

In  the  rolling  tide  of  spreading  Clyde 

There  sits  an  isle  of  high  degree. 
And  a  town  of  fame  whose  princely  name 

Should  grace  the  Lass  of  Albany.* 

But  there's  a  youth,  a  witless  youth,f 
That  fills  the  place  where  she  should  be; 

We'll  send  him  o'er  to  his  native  shore. 
And  bring  our  ain  sweet  Albany. 

Alas  the  day,  and  woe  the  day, 

A  false  usurper  wan  the  gree. 
Who  now  commands  the  towers  and  lands— 

The  royal  right  of  Albany. 

We'll  daily  pray,  we'll  nightly  pray, 

On  bended  knees  most  fervently, 
The  time  may  come,  with  pipe  and  drum 

We'll  welcome  hame  fair  Albany. 


•  Rothesay. 


t  George,  Prince  of  Walea. 
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WHEN  FIRST  I  SAW  FAIR  JEANIE'S  FACE. 
Tune — Maggy  Lauder, 

[Not  much  can  be  caid  in  favour  of  the  assured  authenticity  of  this  produc- 
tion, which  first  appeared  in  the  New  York  Mirror,  1846.  "We  are  informed  that 
Miss  Jean  Jeffrey,  the  pretty  blue-eyed  daughter  of  the  minister  or  Lochmaben, 
who  was  the  heroine  of  the  exquisite  song,  /  gaed  a  waefvH  gate  yestreen^  was 
married  to  a  gentleman  named  Renwick,  of  New  York,  and  emigrated  there 
■with  her  husband,  carrying  -With  her  this  song — a  second  poetical  tribute  to 
her  beauty  from  the  Muse  of  Burns.  It  must  be  confessed  there  is  a  fine  rolling ' 
lyric-flov7  about  the  lines,  although  not  quite  in  the  manner  of  Burns.  On  the 
other  hand,  a  note  to  this  song,  given  in  Alexander  Smith's  edition,  1868,  says : 
"  The  text  has  been  collated  with  a  copy  in  the  poet's  handwriting."]  - 

When  first  I  saw  fair  Jeanie's  face, 

I  couldna  tell  what  ailed  me, 
My  heart  went  fluttering  pit-a-pat. 

My  een  they  almost  failed  me. 
She's  aye  sae  neat,  sae  trim,  sae  tight, 

All  grace  does  round  her  hover, 
Ae  look  deprived  me  o'  my  heart, 

And  I  became  a  lover. 

CHORUS. 

She^s  aye^  aye  sae  hlytJie^  sae  gay^ 
She's  aye  sae  hlythe  and  cheerie  ; 

She^s  aye  sae  honie^  blythe^  and  gay^ 
0  gin  I  were  her  dearie  ! 

Had  I  Dundas'  whole  estate. 

Or  Hopetoun's  wealth  to  shine  in ; 
Did  warlike  laurels  crown  my  brow. 

Or  humbler  bays  entwining— 
Fd  lay  them  a'  at  Jeanie's  feet, 

Could  I  but  hope  to  move  her, 
And  prouder  than  a  belted  knight, 

I'd  be  my -Jeanie's  lover. 
She's  aye^  ^c. 

But  sair  I  fear  some  happier  swain 
Has  gained  sweet  Jeanie's  favour: 

If  so,  may  every  bliss  be  hers. 
Though  I  maun  never  have  her. 
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But  gang  she  east,  or  gang  she  west, 
'Twixt  Forth  and  Tweed  all  over, 

While  men  have  eyes,  or  ears,  or  taste. 
She'll  always  find  a  lover. 
She's  aye^  ^c. 


THE  LASS  THAT  MADE  THE  BED  TO  ME. 
Tune — The  Peacock. 

[We  suppose  the  public  is  indebted  to  tbe  refined  taste  of  Mr.  Robert  Chambers 
for  this  delicately  executed  alteration  of  Burns'  admired  song,  given  at  page  21 
of  present  volume.  Chambers  has  not  printed  the  poet's  version ;  but  at  page 
270  of  his  fourth  volume,  he  gives  the  following  seven  stanzas  as  one  of  the 
"  Old  Songs  improved  by  Burns  for  Johnson's  Museum."  His  remarks  regarding 
it  are  as  follow  : — "  Burns  had  found  a  rude  and  licentious  old  ballad  under  this 
title — had  put  it  through  his  refining  alembic,  and  brought  it  out  a  fine  rich 
narrative  song,  but  still  too  warm  in  its  colouring  for  modern  delicacy.  He 
afterwards  stiU  further  purified  it,  as  follows."  The  kindly  editor  fails  to  point 
out  xohen  Burns  made  this  purification,  and  from  what  source  it  was  obtained. 
We  have  traced  it  to  Alexander  Whitelaw's  "Book  of  Scottish  Song,"  1844, 
where  it  appears,  verbatim.,  as  Chambers  has  given  it.] 

When  winter's  wind  was  blawing  cauld, 

As  to  the  north  I  bent  my  way, 
The  mirksome  night  did  me  enfauld, 

I  knew  na  where  to  lodge  till  day. 

A  charming  girl  I  chanced  to  meet. 

Just  in  the  middle  o'  my  care. 
And  kindly  she  did  me  invite 

Her  father's  humble  cot  to  share. 

Her  hair  was  like  the  gowd  sae  fine. 

Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie. 
Her  cheeks  like  lihes  dipt  in  wine,  ■ 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me, 

Her  bosom  was  the  drifted  snaw. 

Her  limbs  like  marble  fair  to  see ; 
A  finer  form  nane  ever  saw 

Than  hers  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

She  made  the  bed  baith  lang  and  braid, 
Wi'  twa  white  hands  she  spread  it  down, 

She  bade  ' Gude-night,'  and  smiling  said: 
'  I  hope  ye'U  sleep  baith  saft  and  soun'.' 
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Upon  the  morrow,  when  I  raise, 
I  thanked  her  for  her  courtesie ; 

A  blush  cam'  o'er  the  comely  face 
Of  her  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

I  clasped  her  waist  and  kissed  her  syne  ; 

The  tear  stood  twinkling  in  her  e'e ; 
'  0  dearest  maid,  gin  ye'll  be  mine, 

Ye  aye  sail  mak'  the  bed  to  me.' 


THE  TREE  OF  LIBERTY. 

[Had  we  not  been  assured  that  this  piece  was  printed,  in  1838,  from  Burns' 
own  manuscript,  in  the  possession  of  a  Mr.  James  Duncan,  Mosesfleld,  Glasgow, 
we  should  have  been  disposed  to  say  that  Burns  had  no  hand  in  the  composition. 
We  have  seen,  however,  in  several  notable  instances,  that  poetical  effusions  do 
exist  in  the  handwriting  of  Burns  which  are  known  to  have  been  the  work  of 
other  versifiers;  indeed,  it  would  appear  that  he  took  pleasure  in  helping 
poetical  aspirants,  by  transcribing  and  improving  their  productions  as  he  pro- 
ceeded ;  for  the  thouglits  and  expressions  of  others  could  not  pass  through  the 
alembic  of  his  mind  without  being  enriched  in  the  process.  The  reader  will 
find,  at  page  171  of  present  volume,  the  opinion  expressed  by  Mr.  Allan 
Cunningham  regarding  this  piece ;  but  we  do  not  send  the  reader  there  as  to  a 
final  court  of  appeal:  Allan  himself  has  included  in  his  own  edition  several 
things  as  the  compositions  of  Burns  which  the  bard  would  have  blushed  to  own, 
and  which  we  are  certain  he  never  had  an  opportunity  of  blushing  at,  for  he 
never  saw  them.  But  even  in  the  author's  own  edition,  we  find  a  political  piece 
of  nine  double  verses — When  Guildford  gude,  &c. — written  in  the  very  same 
measure  as  the  Tree  of  Liberty,  which  will  stand  a  pretty  fair  comparison  with 
the  latter  in  respect  of  dulness  and  want  of  point.  Nevertheless,  leaving  lyrical 
execution  out  of  the  question,  the  sentiments  inculcated  in  the  Tree  of  Liberty 
are  so  crude  and  unreasonable,  that  we  would  rejoice  to  be  informed,  some  of 
these  days,  that  the  Mosesfield  manuscript,  on  being  more  closely  examined, 
turns  out  to  be  not  Burns'  penmanship  after  all  1} 

Heard  ye  o'  the  tree  o'  France, 

And  wat  ye  what's  the  name  o't? 
Around  it  a'  the  patriot's  dance, 

Weel  Europe  kens  the  fame  o't. 
It  stands  where  ance  the  Bastile  stood, 

A  prison  built  by  kings,  man, 
When  Superstition's  heUish  brood 

Kept  France  in  leading-strings,  man. 

Upo'  this  tree  there  grows  sic  fruit, 

It's  virtues  a'  can  tell,  man ; 
It  raises  man  aboon  the  brute, 

It  mak's  him  ken  himsel',  man. 
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Gif  ance  the  peasant  taste  a  bit, 
He's  greater  than  a  lord,  man, 

And  wi'  the  beggar  shares  a  mite 
0'  a'  he  can  afford,  man. 

This  fruit  is  worth  a'  Afric's  wealth. 

To  comfort  us  'twas  sent,  man : 
To  gie  the  sweetest  blush  o'  health. 

And  mak'  us  a'  content,  man. 
It  clears  the  een,  it  cheers  the  heart, 

Mak's  high  and  low  gude  friends,  man 
And  he  wha  acts  the  traitor's  part, 

It  to  perdition  sends,  man. 

My  blessings  aye  attend  the  chiel, 

Wha  pitied  G-allia's  slaves,  man. 
And  staw  a  branch,  spite  o'  the  deil, 

Frae  'yont  the  western  waves,  man. 
Fair  Virtue  water' d  it  wi'  care, 

And  now  she  sees  wi'  pride,  man. 
How  weel  it  buds  and  blossoms  there, 

Its  branches  spreading  wide,  man. 

But  vicious  folk  aye  hate  to  see 

The  works  o'  Virtue  thrive,  man  ; 
The  courtly  vermin's  bann'd  the  tree, 

And  grat  to  see  it  thrive,  man ; 
King  Loui'  thought  to  cut  it  down, 

When  it  was  unco  sma'  man ; 
For  this  the  watchman  crack'd  his  crown, 

Cut  aff  his  head  and  a',  man. 

A  wicked  crew  syne,  on  a  time, 

Did  tak'  a  solemn  aith,  man. 
It  ne'er  should  flourish  to  its  prime, 

I  wat  they  pledged  their  faith,  man. 
Awa'  they  gaed  wi'  mock  parade. 

Like  beagles  hunting  game,  man. 
But  soon  grew  weary  o'  the  trade, 

And  wished  they'd  been  at  hame,  man. 
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Fair  Freedom,  standing  by  the  tree, 

Her  sons  did  loudly  ca',  man ; 
She  sang  a  sang  o'  liberty, 

Which  pleased  them  ane  and  a',  man. 
By  her  inspired,  the  new-born  race 

Soon  drew  the  avenging  steel,  man  ; 
The  hirelings  ran — hei*  foes  gied  chase. 

And  bang'd  the  despot  weel,  man. 

Let  Britain  bcrast  her  hardy  oak, 

Her  poplar  and  her  pine,  man, 
Auld  Britain  ance  could  crack  her  joke, 

And  o'er  her  neighbours  shine,  man : 
But  seek  the  forest  round  and  round. 

And  soon  'twill  be  agreed,  man, 
That  sic  a  tree  can  not  be  found 

'Twixt  London  and  the  Tweed,  man. 

Without  this  tree,  alake  this  Hfe 

Is  but  a  vale  o'  woe,  man ; 
A  scene  o'  sorrow  mixed  wi'  strife, 

Nae  real  joys  we  know,  man. 
We  labour  soon,  we  labour  late. 

To  feed  the  titled  knave,  man ; 
And  a'  the  comfort  we're  to  get, 

Is  that  ayont  the  grave,  man. 

Wi'  plenty  o'  sic  trees,  I  trow, 

The  warld  would  live  in  peace,  man  ; 
The  sword  would  help  to  mak'  a  plough, 

The  din  o'  war  wad  cease,  man. 
Like  brethren  in  a  common  cause. 

We'd  on  each  other  smile,  man ; 
And  equal  rights  and  equal  laws 

Wad  gladden  every  isle,  man. 

Wae  worth  the  loon  wha  wadna  eat 
Sic  halesome,  dainty  cheer,  man  ; 

rd  gie  the  shoon  frae  aff  my  feet. 
To  taste  the  fruit  o't  here,  man. 
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Syne  let  us  pray,  auld  England  may 
Sure  plant  this  far-famed  tree,  man  ; 

And  blythe  we'll  sing,  and  hail  the  day 
That  gave  us  liberty,  man. 


THE  ROBIN'S  YULE  SANG. 


Taken  from  the  recitation  of  Mrs.  Begg,  the  sister  of  Burns.  The  poet  was  in 
the  habit  of  telling  the  story  to  the  younger  members  of  his  father's  house- 
hold at  Mount  Oliphant,  and  Mrs.  Begg's  impression  was,  that  he  made  it 
for  their  amusement 

[This  little  nursery  tale  was  published  by  Robert  Chambers  in  his  Popular 
EJiymes  of  Scotland.  We  insert  it  here  through  a  desire  to  omit  nothing  in  these 
volumes  that  can,  more  or  less,  be  claimed  as  a  production  of  Burns.  It  was 
also  printed  and  published  by  itself,  in  a  thin  quarto  form,  beautifully  illustrated 
by  appropriate  etchings  from  designs  furnished  by  the  younger  members  of  the 
family  of  Fairlie  of  Coodham. 

The  EoMn  was  one  of  the  poet's  favourites  among  our  song-birds.  Not  often, 
indeed,  has  he  referred  to  him  in  verse ;  but  where  he  has  introduced  him,  this 
has  been  done  con  amore,  thus : — 

"Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings; 
Except  perhaps  the  Eobin's  whistling  glee — 
Proud  o'  the  height  of  some  bit  half-lang  tree." 

And,  better  still,  the  poet  has  adopted  the  name,  and  his  countrymen  are  fain 
to  use  it  as  an  endearing  diminutive  of  their  own  bard's  christian  designation, — 

"  We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin  !  " 
In  his  brilliant  Election  Ballad  (page  317),  addressed  to  Graham  of  Fintry,  the 
poet  winds  up,  and  hushes  the  din  of  party  strife  with  this  fine  image: — 
"  For  your  poor  friend,  the  Bard  afar, 
He  only  hears  and  sees  the  war — 

A  cool  spectator  purely — 
So,  when  the  storm  the  forest  rends, 
The  Robin  in  the  hedge  descends 
And  sober  chirps  securely."] 

ROBIN  AND  POUSSIE  BAUDRONS. 

There  was  an  auld  grey  Poussie  Baudrons,  and  she  gaed 
awa'  down  by  a  waterside,  and  there  she  saw  a  wee  Robin- 
Redbreast  happin  on  a  brier;  and  Poussie  Baudrons  says, 
'  Where's  tu  gaun,  wee  Robin?'  and  wee  Robin  says,  'Pm 
gaun  awa'  to  the  King,  to  sing  him  a  sang  this  gude  Yule 
morning : '  and  Poussie  Baudrons  says,  '  Come  here,  wee 
Robin,  and  Pll  let  you  see  a  bonie  white  ring  round  my 
neck.'  But  wee  Robin  says,  '  Na,  na !  Grey  Poussie 
Baudrons ;  na,  na !  ye  worry't  the  wee  Mousie ;  but  ye'se 
no'  worry  me.' 


(    408  ) 


KOBIN  AND  GEEY  GEEEDT  GLED, 

So  wee  Kobin  flew  awa'  till  he  came  to  a  fail  fauld  dyke, 
and  there  he  saw  a  Grey  Greedy  Gled  sitting ;  and  Grey 
Greedy  Gled  says,  '  Where's  tu  gaun,  wee  Robin  ? '  and 
wee  Kobin  says,  '  I'm  gaun  awa'  to  the  King,  to  sing  him 
a  sang  this  gude  Yule  morning  : '  and  Grey  Greedy  Gled 
says,  '  Come  here,  wee  Robin,  and  I'll  let  ye  see  a  bonie 
feather  in  my  wing.'  But  wee  Robin  says,  '  Na,  na !  Grey 
Greedy  Gled ;  na,  na !  ye  pookit  a'  the  wee  Lintie,  but 
ye'se  no'  pook  me.' 

EOBIN  AND  SLEE  TOD  3.0WEIE. 

So  wee  Robin  flew  awa'  till  he  came  to  the  clench  o'  a 
craig,  and  there  he  saw  Slee  Tod  Lowrie  sitting ;  and  Slee 
Tod  Lowrie  says,  'Where's  tu  gaun,  wee  Robin?'  and 
wee  Robin  says,  '  I'm  gaun  awa'  to  the  King,  to  sing  him 
a  sang  this  gude  Yule  morning : '  and  Slee  Tod  Lowrie 
says,  '  Come  here,  wee  Robin,  and  I'll  let  ye  see  a  bonie 
spot  on  the  tap  o'  my  tail.'  But  wee  Robin  says,  '  Na, 
na !  Slee  Tod  Lowrie ;  na,  na  !  ye  worry't  the  wee  Lam- 
mie,  but  ye'se  no'  worry  me.' 

EOBIN  AND  THE  WEE  GALLANT. 

So  wee  Robin  flew  awa'  till  he  came  to  a  bonie  burnside, 
and  there  he  saw  a  wee  Callant  sitting ;  and  the  wee  Gal- 
lant says,  '  Where's  tu  gaun,  wee  Robin  ? '  and  wee  Robin 
says,  '  I'm  gaun  awa'  to  the  King,  to  sing  him  a  sang  this 
gude  Yule  morning  : '  and  the  wee  Callant  says,  '  Come 
here,  wee  Robin,  and  I'll  gie  ye  a  wheen  grand  moohns  out 
o'  my  pooch.'  But  wee  Robin  says,  '  Na,  na !  wee  Cal- 
lant ;  na,  na !  ye  speldert  the  gowdspink,  but  ye'se  no' 
spelder  me.' 

EOBIN  SINGING  HIS  YULE  SANG. 

So  wee  Robin  flew  awa'  till  he  came  to  the  King,  and  there 
he  sat  on  a  winnock  sole,  and  sang  the  King  a  bonie  sang. 
And  the  King  says  to  the  Queen,  '  What'll  we  gie  to  wee 
Robin  for  singing  us  this  bonie  sang  ? '  And  the  Queen 
says  to  the  King,  '  I  think  we'll  gie  him  the  wee  Wran  to 
be  his  wife.'  So  wee  Robin  and  the  wee  Wran  were  mar- 
ried; and  the  King  and  the  Queen,  and  a'  the  Court, 
danced  at  the  Wadding. 
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EOBIN'S  AIN  WATER  SIDE. 

Syne  he  flew  awa'  hame  to  his  aia  Water  Side,  wi'  his  wee 
Wifie,  and  happit  on  a  brier.* 


*  Burns  communicated  to  Johnson,  for  the  fifth  volume  of  the  Museum,  the 
following  fragment  of  a  nursery  ballad  on  the  loves  of  Eobiu  and  the  Wren, 
taken  from  Jean  Armour's  singing.  It  appears  to  be  part  of  another  fragment 
on  same  subject,  preserved  by  David  Herd.  We  subjoin  both  of  these,  dis- 
tinguishing Bonie  Jean's  words  as  Part  First,  and  Herd's  as  Part  Second.  The 
last  stanza  has  been  added  since  Herd's  time. 

THE  ROBIN  AND  THE  WEEN.— A  NUESEEY  BALLAD. 

PART  FIRST. 

The  Eobin  to  the  Wren's  nest,  cam'  keekin  in, — cam'  keekin  in; 
*  O  weel's  me  on  your  auld  pow !  wad  ye  be  in  ? — wad  ye  be  in  ? — 
Thou'se  ue'er  get  leave  to  lie  without, — and  I  within, — and  I  within, 
As  lang's  I  hae  an  auld  clout  to  rowe  ye  in — ^to  rowe  ye  in! ' 

PART  SECOND. 

The  Wren,  she  lies  in  Care's  bed, — in  Oare's  bed, — ^in  Care's  bed; 
The  Wren,  she  lies  in  Care's  bed,  in  meikle  dule  and  pyne,  jo ; 
When  in  cam'  Eobin  Eedbreast, — ^redbreast, — redbreast ; 
When  in  cam'  Eobin  Redbreast,  wi'  succar-saps  and  wine,  jo. 

Now,  maiden,  will  ye  taste  o'  this  ? — taste  o'  this, — taste  o'  this  ? 
Now,  maiden,  will  ye  taste  o'  this  ? — ^it's  succar-saps  and  wine,  jo ! 
Na !  ne'er  a  drap,  Eobin ! — Robin ! — Eobin ! — 
Na !  ne'er  a  drap,  Eobin, — though  it  were  ne'er  sae  fine,  jo ! 

Then  whare's  the  ring  that  I  gied  ye  ? — ^that  I  gied  ye, — that  I  gied  ye  ? 
Then  whare's  the  ring  that  I  gied  ye, — ^ye  little  cnttie  quean,  jo  ? 
I  gied  it  to  a  sodger, — a,  sodger,  a  sodger, 
I  gied  it  till  a  sodger — a  dear  sweetheart  o'  mine,  jo ! 

He  promis'd  he'd  be  back  in  Spring,  to  wed  his  little  Jenny  Wren ; 

But  Spring  and  Simmer  baith  are  gane,  and  here  am  I  my  lane,  jo ! 

The  Winter  winds '11  chill  me  through,— chill  me  through, — chill  me  through; 

Te'U  think  upon  your  broken  vow,  when  I  am  dead  and  gane,  jo  I 
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PSALMODY 

ON  KING  GEORGE  THIRD's  RESTORATION  FROM  ILLNESS. 
APRIL,  1789. 

[The  illness  of  the  King  was  made  publicly  known  to  his  subjects  on  12tb 
October,  1788,  and  before  the  close  of  March  1789,  his  complete  recovery  was 
announced.  The  23rd  of  April,  1789,  was  solemnly  set  apart  as  a  day  of  national 
thanksgiving,  on  which  occasion  the  King  himself  attended  public  worship  in 
St.  Paul's  Cathedral. 

So  early  as  4th  April,  Burns,  in  a  letter  from  Ellisland  to  Mrs.  Dunlop — only 
partially  given  by  Currie — transcribed  a  copy  of  the  following ^ew  desprit  along 
with  part  of  hSs  Fragment  inscribed  to  Charles  James  Fox,  (given  at  p.  144,  present 
volume.)  He  wrote  thus: — "As  I  am  not  devoutly  attached  to  a  certain 
monarch,  I  cannot  say  that  my  heart  run  any  risk  of  bursting  on  Thursday  was 
Be"eunight,  with  the  struggling  emotions  of  gratitude.  God  forgive  me  for 
speaking  evil  of  dignities !  but  I  must  say  that  I  look  on  the  whole  business  as 
a  solemn  faroe  of  pageant  mummery.  The  following  are  a  few  stanzas  of  new 
psalmody  for  that  •  joyful  solemnity,'  which  I  sent  to  a  London  newspaper,  with 
the  date  and  preface  following : — 

"  Kilmarnock,  25th  April. — Mr.  Printer, — In  a  certain  chapel,  not  fifty  leagues 
from  the  market-cross  of  this  good  town,  the  following  Stakzas  of  Psalmody, 
it  is  said,  were  composed  for,  and  devoutly  sung  on  the  late  joyful  solemnity  of 
the  2ord:"]— 

O  SING  a  new  song  to  the  L — , 

Make,  all  and  every  one, 
A  joyful  noise,  even  for  the  king 

His  restoration. 

The  sons  of  Belial  in  the  Land 

Did  set  their  heads  together  ; 
Come,  let  us  sweep  them  olf,  said  they. 

Like  an  o'erflowing  river. 

They  set  their  heads  together,  I  say. 

They  set  their  heads  together  ; 
On  right,  on  left,  and  every  hand. 

We  saw  none  to  deliver. 

Thou  madest  strong  two  chosen  ones. 

To  quell  the  "Wicked's  pride; 
That  Young  Man  great  in  Issachar — 

The  burden-bearing  tribe. 

And  him — among  the  Princes  chief 

In  our  Jerusalem — 
The  Judge  that's  mighty  in  thy  law — 

The  man  that  fears  thy  name. 


(  -in  ) 


Yet  they,  even  they,  with  all  their  strength, 

Began  to  faint  and  fail ; 
Even  as  two  howhng,  ravening  wolves 

To  dogs  do  turn  their  tail. 

Th'  ungodly  o'er  the  just  prevailed, 

For  so  thou  hadst  appointed  ; 
That  thou  might'st  greater  glory  give 

Unto  thine  own  anointed. 

And  now  thou  hast  restored  our  State, 

Pity  our  Kirk  also; 
For  she  by  tribulations 

Is  now  brought  very  low. 

Consume  that  high-place  Patronage, 

From  off  thy  holy  hill ; 
And  in  thy  fury  burn  the  book — 

Even  of  that  man  M'Gill. 

Kow  hear  our  pray'r,  accept  our  song, 

And  fight  thy  chosen's  battle; 
We  seek  but  little,  L — ,  from  thee ; 

Thou  kens  we  get  as  little.* 


*  The  original  letter  is  in  the  possession  of  George  Manners,  Esq.,  F.A.S., 
Fleet  Street,  London,  who  permitted  Dr.  P.  Hately  Waddell,  to  give  it  in 
his  magnificent  edition  of  Burns,  1867.  The  rev.  editor  refers  with  pleasure  to 
the  judiciousness  of  Dr.  Currie  in  suppressing  such  portions  of  the  letter  a3 
might  have  given  offence  in  high  places  after  the  poet's  death,  and  thrown 
obstacles  in  the  way  of  the  public  subscription  for  the  benefit  of  his  family,  and 
he  notes  with  regard  to  the  verses,  that  "  the  only  references  which  seem  to- 
require  explanation  are  these: — 

'  That  young  man,  great  in  Issachar — the  burden-bearing  tribe.' 
This  means  Pitt,  in  the  House  of  Commons ;  and 

'  The  Judge  that's  mighty  in  thy  law— the  man  that  fears  thy  name,* 
may  either  be  'Old  Mansfield,  who  writes  like  the  bible,'  or  THURLOWr 
whose  habit  of  profane  swearing  may  be  glanced  at,  as  suggested  by  Dr.  Car- 
ruthers  of  the  Inverness  Courier.'' 
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STANZAS  ON  "NAETHING." 


EXTEMPORE,  TO  MR.  GAVIN  HAMILTON. 


[The  authenticity  of  this  curious  poem — ^first  published  by  Alexander  Smith 
in  1868 — is  now  placed  bej'ond  dispute,  as  it  is  found  in  the  collection  made  by 
Burns  for  Mr.  Eiddel  of  Glenriddel.  Internal  evidence  proves  it  to  have  been 
composed  in  the  autumn  of  1786,  when  he  intended  emigrating  to  Jamaica. 
Alexander  Smith  observes  that  "  the  dialect,  the  turn  of  phrase,  the  glittering 
surface  of  sarcasm,  with  the  strong  under-current  of  sense,  and  the  peculiar 
off-hand  impetuosity  of  idea  and  illustration,  unmistakeably  indicate  Burns' 
hand,  and  his  only."] 


To  you,  Sir,  this  summons  I've  sent, 
Pray  whip  till  the  pownie  is  fraething; 

But  if  you  demand  what  I  want, 
I  honestly  answer  you,  naething. 

Ne'er  scorn  a  poor  Poet  like  me, 
For  idly  just  living  and  breathing, 

While  people  of  every  degree 

Are  busily  employed  about — naething. 

Poor  Centum-per-centum  may  fast, 

And  grumble  his  hurdles  their  claithing  ; 

He'll  find,  when  the  balance  is  cast, 
He's  gane  to  the  devil  for — naething. 

The  courtier  cringes  and  bows. 

Ambition  has  likewise  its  plaything ; 

A  coronet  beams  on  his  brows : 

And  what  is  a  coronet  ? — naething. 

Some  quarrel  the  Presbyter  gown. 
Some  quarrel  Episcopal  graithing, 

But  every  good  fellow  will  own 

Their  quarrel  is  all  about — naething. 

The  lover  may  sparkle  and  glow. 

Approaching  his  bonie  bit  gay  thing : 

But  marriage  will  soon  let  him  know 
He's  gotten  a  buskit  up  naething. 
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The  Poet  may  jingle  and  rhyme 
In  hopes  of  a  laureate  wreathing, 

And  when  he  has  wasted  his  time 
He's  kindly  rewarded  with  naething. 

The  thundering  bully  may  rage, 

And  swagger  and  swear  like  a  heathen ; 

But  collar  him  fast,  I'll  engage, 

You'll  find  that  his  courage  is  naething. 

Last  night  with  a  feminine  whig, 
A  Poet  she  could  na  put  faith  in, 

But  soon  we  grew  lovingly  big, 

I  taught  her,  her  terrors  were  naething. 

Her  whigship  was  wonderful  pleased. 
But  charmingly  fickled  wi'  ae  thing ; 

Her  fingers  I  lovingly  squeezed. 

And  kissed  her  and  promised  her — naething. 

The  priest  anathemas  may  threat, — 
Predicament,  Sir,  that  we're  baith  in ; 

But  when  honour's  reveille  is  beat, 
The  holy  artillery 's  naething. 

And  now,  I  must  mount  on  the  wave, 
My  voyage  perhaps  there  is  death  in ; 

But  what  of  a  watery  grave  ? 
The  drowning  a  Poet  is  naething. 

And  now,  as  grim  death's  in  my  thought, 
To  you.  Sir,  I  make  this  bequeathing : 

My  service  as  long  as  ye've  aught. 

And  my  friendship,  by  G — ,  when  ye've 
naething.*- 


*  This  closing  stanza  is  almost  identical  in  thought  and  expression  with  the 
characteristic  "  wind-up  "  of  the  famous  Dedication  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  (1.  98) 
composed  at  same  period. 
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ADDITIONAL  STANZAS 

FOR  INSCRIPTION  ON  ROBERT  FERGCSSON's  TOMBSTONE. 

[At  page  136,  we  have  given  the  four  lines  that  are  actually  inscribed  on 
Fergussou  the  Poet's  headstone,  placed  by  Burns  over  his  remains  in  the 
Canongate  Burying-ground,  at  Edinburgh.  In  a  manuscript  copy  of  the 
Inscription,  contained  in  a  collection  of  unpublished  pieces,  transcribed  by  the 
Poet  for  for  his  friend  Mrs.  Dunlop,  these  two  stanzas  are  added.  They  were 
first  published  in  Alexander  Smith's  edition,  1868.] 

No  sculptured  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 

"  No  storied  urn  nor  animated  bust :  " 
This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way, 

To  pour  her  sorrows  o'er  her  Poet's  dust. 

She  monrns,  sweet  tuneful  youth,  thy  hapless  fate, 

The'  all  the  powers  of  song  thy  fancy  fired, 
Yet  Luxury  and  Wealth  lay  by  in  state, 

And  thankless  starved  what  they  so  much  admired. 
This  humble  tribute  with  a  tear  now  gives 

A  brother  Bard— he  can  no  more  bestow : 
But  dear  to  fame  thy  song  immortal  lives, 

A  nobler  monument  than  Art  can  show. 


YERSICLES  ON  SIGN-POSTS. 

[These  trifles  appear  among  the  pieces  transcribed  by  Burns  in  1787  for 
Mrs.  Dunlop,  and  were  first  published  in  the  Globe  Edition  "  of  Burns.  1868. 
The  poet  introduces  them  with  the  following  remarks: — "The  everlasting 
surliness  of  a  lion,  Saracen's  head,  &c.,  or  the  unchanging  blandness  of  the 
landlord  welcoming  a  traveller,  on  some  sign-posts,  would  be  no  bad  similes  of 
the  constant  affected  fierceness  of  a  Bully,  or  the  eternal  simper  of  a  French- 
man or  fiddler."] 

He  looked 
Just  as  your  sign-post  lions  do. 
As  fierce,  and  quite  as  harmless  too. 

PATIENT  STUPIDITY. 

So  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempests'  shocks, 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  Ox. 


His  face  with  smile  eternal  drest, 
Just  like  the  Landlord  to  his  guest, 
High  as  they  hang  with  creaking  din, 
To  index  out  the  Country  Inn. 


A  head,  pure,  sinless  quite  of  brain  and  soul, 
The  very  image  of  a  Barber's  Poll ; 
It  shows  a  human  face  and  wears  a  wig. 
And  looks,  when  well  preserved,  amazing  big. 
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ELEGY. 

[Among  the  poemB  transcribed  by  Burns  for  Mrs.  Dunlop,  in  1787 — referred 
to  in  headnotes  to  the  pieces  immediately  preceding — is  an  Elegy  of  twenty 
stanzas,  here  abridged,  for  we  are  doubtful  if  Burns  was  its  author.  However, 
as  the  poet  thought  it  worthy  of  being  copied  into  a  book  devoted  almost 
exclusively  to  his  own  compositions,  he  must  have  felt  a  strong  personal 
interest  in  it.  Perhaps,  like  the  lyrics,  printed  at  pages  28  and  38,  it  may  have 
been  transcribed  by  him  in  a  slightly  altered  state,  from  tbe  pages  of  some  old 
Magazine,  as  somehow  applicable  to  the  "Highland  Mary"  episode  in  his  life. 
He  introduces  the  Elegy  into  the  Dunlop  MSS.,  with  these  remarks. — "  The 
following  poem  is  the  work  of  some  hapless  unknown  son  of  the  Muses,  who 
deserved  a  better  fate.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  the  '  Voice  of  Oona '  in  his 
BOhtary  mournful  notes."  The  locality  sketched  in  these  verses  irresistibly 
suggests  to  the  reader  the  West  Churchyard  of  Greenock.] 


Strait  is  the  spot  and  green  the  sod, 
From  whence  my  sorrows  flow, 

And  soundly  sleeps  the  ever  dear 
Inhabitant  below. 

Pardon  my  transport,  gentle  shade, 

While  o'er  thy  turf  1  bow  ; 
Thy  earthly  house  is  circumscribed, 

And  solitary  now. 

Not  one  poor  stone  to  tell  thy  name, 

Or  make  thy  virtues  known ; 
But  what  avails  to  thee  or  me 

The  sculpture  of  a  stone? 

From  thy  lov'd  friends,  when  first  thy  heart 
Was  taught  by  Love  to  glow, 

Far,  far  removed,  the  ruthless  stroke 
Surprised  and  laid  thee  low. 

At  the  last  hmit  of  our  isle, 
Washed  by  the  western  wave, 

Touched  by  thy  fate,  a  thoughtful  bard 
Sits  by  thy  lonely  grave  : 

Pensive  he  eyes,  before  him  spread 
The  deep,  outstretch'd  and  vast ; 

His  mourning  notes  are  borne  away 
Along  the  rapid  blast, 
p  b2 
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Him,  too,  the  stern  impulse  of  fate 

Resistless  bears  along ; 
And  the  same  rapid  tide  shall  whelm 

The  Poet  and  the  song. 

His  grief-worn  heart,  with  truest  joy, 
Shall  meet  the  welcome  shock ; 

His  airy  harp  shall  lie  unstrung, 
And  silent  as  the  rock. 

O  my  dear  maid,  my  [Mary,*]  when 
Shall  this  sick  period  close, 

And  lead  the  soUtary  bard 
To  his  beloved  repose  ? 


EPIGRAM  ATTRIBUTED  TO  BFRNS. 


[We  cannot  ascertain  as  a  fact  that  this  epigram  has  ever  been  included  in 
any  collected  edition  of  the  poet's  works :  we  are  inclined  to  believe  it  haa 
not.  It  is,  however,  very  familiarly  quoted  in  Ayshire,  as  a  stray  impromptu 
of  Burns',  and  an  impression  exists  that  the  highwaj-s  or  byways  referred  to 
are  those  between  Kilmarnock  and  Stewarton,  which  the  poet  had  to  travel 
on  foot  in  the  autumn  of  1786,  to  collect  the  sale-proceeds  of  his  Kilmarnock 
volume.   His  uncle  Robert  resided  then  in  Stewarton.] 


I'm  now  arrived — thanks  to  the  gods  ! — 

Through  pathways  rough  and  muddy  ; 
A  certain  sign  that  makin'  roads 

Is  no'  this  people's  study  : 
Yet  though  I'm  no'  wi'  Scripture  cram'd, 

I'm  sure  the  Bible  says 
That  heedless  sinners  shall  be  damn'd 

Who  do  not  mend  their  ways. 


*  In  the  MS.  the  poet  has  inserted  the  inauspicious  name — "  Stella." 


PICKINGS  FROM  THE  PICKERING  MSS. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


With  the  object  of  obtaining  materials  for  the  Aldine  editions  of  the  Poems  of 
Burns  (1830-1839),  the  late  Mr.  Pickering,  Publisher,  London,  purchased  from 
time  to  time,  every  scrap  of  the  poet's  handwriting  that  he  could  acquire  at  a 
reasonable  rate.  Many  of  these  manuscripts  were  of  considerable  value,  while 
ethers  were  merely  early  drafts  of  poems  or  prose  memoranda,  afterwards 
carefully  recast  by  the  author ;  besides  which,  that  collection  included  not  a 
few  of  those  mirthful  bagatelles  usually  reckoned  too  indecent  for  publication- 
Eventually  the  whole  collection  was  brought  under  the  auctioneer's  hammer, 
and  the  several  pieces  were  scattered  as  promiscuously  as  the  various  channels 
from  which  they  were  oricrinally  procured.  Dr.  Carruthers  of  Inverness, 
writing  on  this  subject  in  1866,  thus  observed : — "  What  a  grief  it  is  that  out  of 
78  lots  of  the  Pickering  Collection  of  Burns'  MSS.,  only  10  should  have  been 
purchased  for  the  British  Museum !    Some  of  the  best  went  to  America." 

A  goodly  lot  of  the  more  objectionable  of  those  manuscripts  were  procured 
by  Mr.  Greenshields  of  Kerse,  Lesmahago,  who  kindly  favoured  us  with 
transcripts  of  some,  and  interesting  information  regarding  others,  with  a  view 
of  helping  the  completeness  of  this  edition.  Many  will  consider  it  greatly  to 
the  credit  of  that  gentleman  that  on  our  pressing  him  for  the  privilege  of  an 
inspection  of  the  MSS.  he  not  only  declined  to  let  them  be  seen,  but  afterwards 
(on  9th  June,  1871)  wrote  to  us  as  follows : — "  How  much  is  it  to  be  regretted 
that  Burns  prostituted  his  genius !  On  broad  moral  ground,  I  have  just  finished 
a  bonflre  of  them ; — so  here  ends  the  matter!  "  We  assume  that  only  the  more 
offensive  portions  would  be  thus  dealt  with;  but  for  our  part  we  cannot 
Bsrmpathise  with  the  exceeding  "breadth"  of  Mr.  (3-reenshields'  moral  sense. 
Bogles  are  generally  harmless,  and  not  very  frightful  objects  when  dragged 
into  daylight,  and  witchcraft  has  become  defunct  since  it  ceased  to  be  the 
fashion  to  burn  witches. 
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ELECTION  BALLAD,  1790— Page  317,  Vol.  IL 


[The  MS  of  fhis  admired  poem  addressed  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray,  which 
Mr.  Greenshields  owns,  shews  several  variations,  and  also  a  few  stanzaa 
which  the  poet  suppressed  when  he  came  to  extend  it  as  a  finished  production. 
These  are  interesting  as  proving  the  established  rule  that  perfection  in  poetry 
is  not  attained  without  labour  and  pruning.  For  connection's  sake  we  here 
repeat  some  portions  already  given.] 


Fintray,  my  stay  in  worldly  strife, 
Friend  o'  my  muse,  friend  o'  my  life, 

Are  ye  as  idle's  I  am  1 
Come  then,  wi'  uncouth,  kintra  fleg. 
O'er  Pegasus  I'll  fling  my  leg. 

And  ye  shall  see  me  try  him. 


But  where  shall  I  go  rin  a  ride, 
That  I  may  splatter  nane  beside  ? 

I  wadna  be  uncivil : 
In  manhood's  various  paths  and  ways 
There's  ay  some  doytin  body  strays, 

And  /  ride  like  the  devil. 


Thus  I  break  aff  wi'  a'  my  birr, 
An'  doun  yon  dark,  deep  alley  spur, 

Where  Theologies  daunder : 
Alas  !  curst  wi'  eternal  fogs, 
And  damn'd  in  everlasting  iDOgs, 

As  sure's  the  creed  111  blunder  I 


I'll  stain  a  band,  or  jaup  a  gown. 
Or  rin  my  reckless  guilty  crown 

Against  the  haly  door, — 
Sair  do  I  rue  my  luckless  fate 
"When,  as  the  Muse  and  Deil  wad  hae't,. 

I  rade  that  road  before. 
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Suppose  I  take  a  spurt,  and  mix 
Among  the  wilds  o'  Politics — 

Elector  and  Elected — 
Where  dogs  at  Court  (sad  sons  o'  bitches  !) 
Septennially  a  madness  touches, 

Till  all  the  land's  infected. 


All  hail !  Drumlanrig's  haughty  Grace, 
Discarded  remnant  of  a  race 

Ance  godlike — ^great  in  story : 
Thy  forbears'  virtues  all  contrasted, 
The  very  name  of  Douglas  blasted — 

Thine  that  inverted  glory  ! 

Hate,  envy,  oft  the  Douglas  bore, 
But  thou  hast  superadded  more. 

And  sunk  them  in  contempt ; 
Follies  and  crime  have  stained  the  name, 
But,  Queensberry,  thine  the  virgin  claim. 

From  aught  of  good  exempt ! 


I'll  sing  the  zeal  Drumlanrig  bears 
Who  left  the  all-important  cares 

Of  fiddles,  whores,  and  hunters. 
And,  bent  on  buying  borough-towns, 
Came  shakin'  hands  wi'  wabster  louns, 

And  kissing  barefit  hunters. 

Combustion  through  our  boroughs  rode. 
Whistling  his  roaring  pack  abroad,  &c. 
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THE  CONTRABAND  MARAUDER. 


[This  early  production  of  Bums,  although  not  hitherto  admitted  into  any 
collected  edition  of  his  poems,  betrays  its  own  parentage.  Under  a  different 
title  (which,  together  with  the  closing  line  of  each  verse,  had  to  be  altered  to 
make  it  fit  for  publication),  it  is  particularly  known  to  the  curious  in  such 
matters  as  being  one  of  Burns'  grosser  songs  In  that  respect,  however,  we 
consider  that  it  compares  favourably  with  some  of  its  fellows,  admitted  without 
scruple  to  this  and  other  more  circumspect  editions. 

The  circumstance  specially  referred  to  in  the  song  is  the  public  admonition 
which  the  poet  had  to  submit  to  receive  in  the  kirk  of  Mauchline  about  the 
close  of  1784,  following  on  the  birth  of  his  "  dear-bought  Bess,"  so  named  after 
her  mother,  Fetsy  Paton.  This  must  have  been  the  same  occasion  spoken  of 
in  Dr.  Adair's  account  of  his  tour  with  the  poet  in  October,  1 787,  when  on 
visiting  Dunfermline  .the  doctor  mounted  the  cutty-stool,  and  Burns  from  the 
pulpit  administered  to  him  a  rebuke  in  imitation  of  the  style  in  which  he, 
along  with  seven  other  defaulters,  had  been  admonished  in  Mauchline  kirk 
three  years  before. 

The  Eev.  Hamilton  Paul,  in  the  memoir  prefixed  to  his  edition  of  Burns 
(1«19),  makes  these  remarks  on  this  subject : — ' '  Another  practice  in  the  Church 
of  Scotland  susceptible  of  great  abuse,  but  now  getting  fast  into  disrepute,  is 
that  of  placing  transgressors,  who  are  perhaps  less  guilty  than  nine-tenths 
of  the  congregation,  on  the  stool  of  repentance,  and  giving  them  a  rebuke — 
often  couched  in  the  most  indecent  language — in  the  presence  of  youth,  beauty, 
and  innocence.  Several  of  Burns'  happiest  effusions  are  adapted  to  display 
this  part  of  ecclesiastical  discipline  in  all  its  abominable  colours,  and  will,  no 
doubt,  co-operate  with  the  improvements  of  the  age  to  accomplish  its 
disuetude."] 


Ye  jovial  boys  who  love  the  joys — " 

The  blissful  joys  of  lovers, 
And  dare  avow  wi'  dauntless  brow 

Whate'er  the  lass  discovers  ; 
I  pray  draw  near,  and  you  shall  hear, 

And  welcome  in  a  f rater 
Who's  lately  been  on  quarantine — 

A  contraband  marauder ! 

Fa,  la,  la,  la !  &c. 

I  \ 

Before  the  congregation  wide  1 

I  pass'd  the  muster  fairly ;  ^ 
My  handsome  Betsy  by  my  side, 

We  gat  our  ditty  rarely  :  ] 
My  down  cast  eye  by  chance  did  spy  i 

What  made  my  mouth  to  water — 
Those  hills  of  snow  that  wyled  me  so 

At  first  to  be  a  fau'ter. 

Fa,  la,  la,  la !  &c. 


(    421  ) 


Wi'  ruefu'  face  and  signs  o'  grace, 

I  paid  the  kirk  its  hire : 
The  night  was  dark,  and  through  the  park 

I  couldna  but  convoy  her  : 
A  parting  kiss — what  could  I  less  ? 

My  vows  began  to  scatter ! 
She  was  na'  shy — nae  mair  was  I, 

A  kirk-condemned  defau'ter ! 

Fa,  la,  la,  la !  &c. 

But  by  the  sun  and  moon  I  swear — 

And  I'll  fulfil  ilk  hair  o't— 
That  while  I  own  a  single  crown 

She's  welcome  to  a  share  o't : 
My  sweet  wee  girl,  her  mother's  pearl, 

And  darling  o'  her  pater^ 
For  her  dear  sake  the  name  I'll  take — 

A  kirk-condemned  defau'ter ! 

Fa,  la,  la,  la !  &c. 


AUNTIE  JEANIE'S  BED. 

[The  Solan  geese  that  roost  on  Ailsa Craig  furnish  feathers  sufficient  to  supply 
beds  for  all  the  West  of  Scotland.  The  poet's  uncle,  Samuel  Brown,  seems  to 
have  carried  on  a  strong  trade  during  the  season  of  Ailsa  fowling.  In  one  of 
Burns'  letters,  dated  4th  May,  1780,  when  preparing  to  leave  Ayrshire  for 
EUisland,  he  commissions  his  uncle  to  procure  for  him  three  or  four  stones  of 
feathers  to  make  beds  for  his  new  farmhouse.  As  for  the  heroine  of  the  present 
off-hand  snatch  of  song,  she  seems  to  have  been  of  the  same  class  with  a 
Forfarshire  virago — 

"  Jenny  Picken 's  on  the  shore, 
She  has  written  on  her  door, 
'  Ouy  man  a  sixpence  more ' — 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't  I"] 

My  auntie  Jean  held  to  the  shore 

As  Ailsa  boats  cam'  back, 
And  she  has  coft  a  feather-bed 

For  twenty  and  a  plack : 


0'  sic  a  noble  bargain 
Was  auntie  J eanie's  bed  ; 

The  feathers  gained  her  fifty  merk 
Before  a  towmond  sped  ! 


(    422  ) 


THE  JOLLY  GAUGER. 

[This  parody  of  the  well-known  song — The  Jolly  Beggar^  whose  authorship  ia 
attributed  to  one  of  the  kings  of  Scotland,  is  here  applied  to  some  of  the  poet's 
adventures,  while  mounted  on  horseback  pursuing  his  avocations  among  the 
hills  and  vales  of  Nithsdale,  "  his  roving  eye  wandering  over  the  charms  of 
nature,  and  muttering  his  wayward  fancies  as  he  moved  along."] 

There  was  a  jolly  ganger, 

And  a  gauging  he  did  ride, 
He  met  a  bonie  beggar  lass, 

Doun  by  yon  river  side  : 
And  we'll  gang  nae  mair  a  roving 

Wi'  ladies  to  the  wine  : 
A  kintra  lass  without  a  plack 

Can  play  the  lady  fine, — 
And  well  gang  nae  mair  a  roving. 

Amang  the  broom  they  set  them  doun, 

Amang  the  broom  sae  green, 
As  he  had  been  a  belted  knight, 

And  she  had  been  a  queen. 
And  we'll  gang  nae  mair  a  roving,  &c. 

My  blessings  on  thee,  ganger  lad  ! — 

I  like  thy  manners  weel: 
"Wilt  thou  accept — its  a'  my  wealth — 

My  pock  and  pickle  meal. 
And  we'll  gang  nae  mair  a  roving,  &c. 

Sae  blyth  the  beggar  took  the  bent, 

Like  ony  bird  in  spring, 
Sae  blyth  the  beggar  took  the  bent, 

And  merrily  did  sing — 
0  we'll  gang  nae  mair  a  roving,  &c. 

My  blessings  on  thee,  gauger  lad, 

0'  gangers  thou'rt  the  wale  ! 
Wi'  thee,  the  beggar's  benison 

I  trow  will  never  fail. 
And  we'll  gang  nae  mair  a  roving,  &c. 


FEAGMENTS  OF  VERSE 

FROM  THE  poet's  COMMON-PLACE  BOOK. 
(First  Published  in  1872 from  the  Original  MS.) 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


AlthOTTGH  fresh  pickings  from  this  source  are  exceedingly  scanty — for  they 
consist  only  of  one  Epigram  of  four  lines,  an  additional  verse  to  a  song,  already 
too  long,  and  one  lyric  fragment,  not  very  witty,  but  indecent  enough — we  feel 
constrained  to  say  a  few  words  on  the  very  unique  MS.  of  which  they  form 
part.  A  few  years  ago,  John  Adam,  Esq.,  Town  Chamberlain  of  Greenock, 
purchased  this  valuable  relic  of  the  poet  from  a  London  dealer,  in  whose 
catalogue  it  had  been  described  and  advertised  for  sale.  Nothing  has 
transpired  regarding  its  prior  hrstory,  but  at  same  time,  no  fact  can  be  mora 
certain  than  that  in  it  we  have  the  veritable  "  MS.  of  my  early  years  "  referred  to 
by  Burns  in  the  introduction  to  his  own  abridged  copy  thereof,  made  in  1790  for 
his  friend  Mr.  Riddel.  This  MS.  begins  and  ends  precisely  as  in  the  abridged 
copy,  first  published  byOromek  in  1808;  it  contains  a  prose  passage  occupying 
about  13  lines  of  MS.,  and  many  pieces  of  verse  not  inserted  in  the  abridgement. 
The  poetical  omissions  in  the  latter  are  accounted  for  by  the  circumstance  that 
the  bulk  of  them  had  already  appeared  in  the  early  editions  of  the  author's 
poems,  at  the  date  of  the  Glenriddel  copy, 

In  1872,  the  fortunate  possessor  of  this  MS.  sanctioned  its  publication  in  a 
thin  Svo.  volume  which  was  privately  printed,  and  pretty  widely  circulated. 
That  well-executed  re-production  was  given  "as  a  tribute  to  the  memory  of 
Burns,  and  with  the  design  of  preserving  authentic  copies  should  any  unforeseen 
accident  befall  the  original."  The  poet's  orthography  and  punctuation  is  re- 
tained with  scrupulous  exactness :  no  single  word  has  been  added  or  altered, 
and  not  one  word  has  been  omitted,  except  in  a  solitary  instance  where  the 
poet's  language  could  not  bear  the  light  of  publication.  With  allowable 
complacency,  therefore,  does  its  editor  assure  us  that  this  interesting  record 
of  the  dawnings  of  Burns'  literary  efforts  is  "given  absolutely  as  he 
himself  left  it." 


(    ^21  ) 


In  an  appreciative  preface  the  original  MS.  is  described  as  consisting  of 
eleven  sheets,  or  22  folio  leaves,  coarsely  stitched :  from  page  3  to  page  42  it  is 
inscribed  on  both  sides,  and  its  paging  and  catchwords,  and  marginal  dates  are 
all  in  the  poet's  handwriting.  Only  page  2  (back  of  title-page),  and  page 
44  (the  last  in  the  book)  are  entirely  blank.  The  title-page  is  elaborately 
careful,  evidently  the  penmanship  of  Burns,  but  of  juvenile  cast,  followed  by 
the  double  motto  from  Shenstone — all  as  given  in  Oromek's  abridged  copy. 
There  is  scarcely  a  blot,  and  not  one  erasure  from  end  to  end  of  the  MS.  On 
our  own  part  we  may  state  that  the  world-famous  song  "  Green  grow  the 
rashes,  0,"  inserted  under  date  August,  1784,  wants  the  crowning  stanza,  "  Auld 
Nature  swears,"  &c.,  which  seems  to  have  been  added  in  Edinburgh ;  and  the 
Second  Epistle  to  Lapraik — recorded  in  June,  1785 — is  without  the  excellent 
verse  beginning  "  Now  comes  the  sax  and  twentieth  simmer," 


EPITAPH  ON  JAMES  GRIEVE, 

LAIRD  OF  BOGHEAD,  TARBOLTON, 

[This  is  inserted  under  date  April,  1784,  among  others  which  were  printed 
by  the  poet  in  his  first  edition.  He  apparently  did  not  include  the  present  one 
for  the  very  good  reason  that  he  had  travestied  the  satire  on  Boghead  into  a 
happy  compliment  for  his  friend  Gavin  Hamilton — see  page  131,  vol.  1.] 

Here  lies  Boghead  amang  the  dead, 

In  hopes  to  get  salvation ; 
But  if  such  as  he  in  Heaven  may  be, 

Then  welcome — hail,  damnation ! 


TIBBIE,  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAY. 

[We  have  at  page  235,  vol.  I.,  given  the  song  as  published  by  the  author.  It 
is  lengthy  enough,  but  at  same  time  these  four  lines,  entered  under  date  Sept., 
1784,  are  too  characteristic  to  be  thrown  away.  They  rank  as  verse  second,  not 
including  the  chorus.] 

When  comin'  hame  on  Sunday  last. 
Upon  the  road  as  I  cam  past, 
Ye  snuff't  and  gae  your  head  a  cast. 
But  trowth  I  caretna  by. 


(    425  ) 


SONG.— MY  GIRL  SHE'S  AIRY. 


Tune — Black  Joke. 


[This  fragment  is  entered  under  date,  September,  1784.  It  might  well  be 
spared  from  any  collection  of  the  poet's  works,  for  its  lyric  merits  are  of  a  very 
common  order,  and  near  its  close  it  is  disfigured  by  some  indecent  expressions 
which  render  it  unfit  to  be  published  as  the  poet  has  inscribed  it.  The 
Greenock  editor  has  accordingly  left  blank  that  portion  here  marked  off  in 
brackets ;  and  by  way  of  excuse,  he  appends,  in  a  foot-note,  the  fictitious  plea 
that  "  Here  the  manuscript  is  defective."  Our  conjectural  rifacciamento  is 
introduced,  not  by  way  of  helping  the  reader  to  form  an  idea  of  the  poist's 
words,  but  simply  to  fill  up  the  measure  innocuously,  and  with  some  kind  of 
connected  sense.] 


My  girl  she's  airy,  she's  buxom  and  gay, 

Her  breath  is  as  sweet  as  the  blossoms  in  May ; 

A  touch  of  her  hps,  it  ravishes  quite  : 
She's  always  good  natured,  good  humor'd  and  free, 
She  dances,  she  glances,  she  smiles  upon  me; 

I  never  am  happy  when  out  of  her  sight : 
Her  slender  neck,  her  handsome  waist. 
Her  hair  well  curled,  her  stays  well  laced  ; 
Her  taper  white  leg,  with  [the  rest  of  her  charms, 
An  angel  from  heaven  might  tempt  to  her  arms ;] 

And  0  for  the  joys  of  a  long  winter  night !  * 


*  Notwithstanding  the  apparent  completeness  of  the  Greenock  MS.  when 
examined  in  its  consecutive  entries,  it  is  a  very  note-worthy  fact  that  here- 
about, on  comparing  it  with  the  Glenriddel  abridgement,  an  inexplicable  hiatus 
occurs.  There  is  no  entry  of  any  kind  between  Sept.,  1784,  and  June,  1785 ; 
whereas,  in  the  avowed  abridgement,  we  find  very  interesting  insertions,  dated 
"May"  (1785  must  be  the  year,  from  the  allusion  to  "Jean"  in  one  of  the 
pieces).  The  prose  passage  wanting  in  the  Greenock  MS.  is  the  one  headed 
"EGOTISMS  FROM  MY  OWN  SENSATIONS,"  which  (in  the  Glenriddel  copy)  is 
followed  by  these  now  well-known,  but  then  unpublished,  pieces  of  verse— 
"  Though  cruel  Fate,"  "  One  night  as  I  did  wander,"  "  There  was  a  lad  was 
born  in  Kyle,"  and  "  Elegy  on  Eobert  Ruisseaux."  The  editor  of  the  published 
Greenock  MS.  makes  no  attempt  to  account  for  the  absence  of  these  important 
items — indeed  he  nowhere  notices  the  remarkable  discrepancy  here  pointed 
out.  Burns,  in  closing  his  abridged  copy,  thus  wrote — This  is  all  worth 
quoting  in  my  MS.,  and  more  than  all. — R.  B."  Words  like  these  imply 
abridgement  certainly,  but  not  interpolated  additions  inserted  in  the  professed 
copy.  Moreover,  no  other  instance  of  such  alleged  "interpolation"  is  found 
in  collating  the  abridgement  with  the  original  MS. 


ODE  FOR  GENERAL  WASHINGTON'S 
BIRTHDAY. 


[At  page  282  is  given  the  fragment  of  this  Ode,  which  Dr.  Currie  published 
as  contained  in  a  letter  addressed  by  Burns  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  in  1794.  It  does 
not  appear  that  Dr.  Ourrie  was  acquainted  with  the  rest  of  the  Ode,  the  fate 
of  which,  from  the  date  of  the  poet's  death  down  to  the  year  1872,  has  not  been 
made  public.  In  November  of  that  year  it  was  advertised  for  sale  in  a  London 
catalogue,  aud  purchased  for  Eobert  Clarke  of  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  U.  S.  A.  It 
was  described  as  being  "  The  original  autograph  MS.  of  the  Ode  on  the 
American  War,  in  62  lines,  in  3  leaves,  written  on  one  side  only ;  in  good  con- 
dition, bound  in  red  morocco  cover  by  Pratt,  and  lettered,  '  The  American 
War,  by  Eobert  Burns.'  " 

A  letter  addressed  by  Burns  to  P.  Miller,  junr.,  of  Dalswinton,  M.  P.,  dated 
Nov.,  1794,  manifestly  refers  to  this  noble  Ode.  The  Member  for  the  Dumfries 
Burghs  had  recommended  Mr.  Perry  of  the  Morning  Chronicle  to  engage  Burns 
to  write  weekly  contributions  to  that  newspaper.  The  poet  from  prudential 
motives  declined  the  offer  made  to  him  by  Mr.  Perry.  Burns  wrote  thus  :— 
"  They  are  most  welcome  to  my  Ode ;  only,  let  them  insert  it  as  a  thing  they 
have  met  with  by  accident,  and  unknown  to  me.  Nay,  if  Mr.  Perry-— whose 
honour,  after  your  character  of  him,  I  cannot  doubt — will  give  me  an  address 
safe  from  spies,  I  will  now  and  then  send  him  any  bagatelle  that  I  may  write." 

For  connection's  sake,  we  repeat  the  portion  given  at  page  282,  and  the 
reader,  on  comparing  the  two  versions,  will  observe  some  happy  variations  in 
the  completed  poem.] 


No  Spartan  tube,  no  Attic  shell, 

No  lyre  ^olian  I  awake ; 
'Tis  Liberty's  bold  note  I  swell, 

Thy  harp,  Columbia,  let  me  take  I 
See  gathering  thousands  while  I  sing,  , 
A  broken  chain  exulting  bring, 

And  dash  it  in  a  tyrant's  face, 
And  dare  him  to  his  very  beard. 
And  tell  him  he  no  more  is  feared — 

No  more  the  despot  of  Columbia's  race  ! 
A  tyrant's  proudest  insults  braved, 
They  shout,  a  people  freed!  They  hail  an  Empire  saved. 


Where  is  man's  godlike  form? 

Where  is  that  brow  erect  and  bold  ? — 
That  eye  that  can  unmoved  behold 

The  wildest  rage,  the  loudest  storm 

That  e'er  created  fury  dared  to  raise  ? 

Avaunt !  thou  caitiff,  servile,  base. 


(    427  ) 


That  tremblest  at  a  despot's  nod, 
Yet,  crouching  under  the  iron  rod, 

Canst  laud  the  arm  that  struck  the  insulting  blow ! 
Art  thou  of  man's  imperial  line? 
Dost  boast  that  countenance  divine  ? 

Each  skulking  feature  answers,  No! 
But  come,  ye  sons  of  Liberty, 
Columbia's  offspring,  brave  as  free, 
In  danger's  hour  still  flaming  in  the  van, 
Ye  know,  and  dare  maintain,  the  Royalty  of  Man ! 


Alfred,  on  thy  starry  throne, 

Surrounded  by  the  tuneful  choir — 

The  bards  that  erst  have  struck  the  patriot  lyre^ 

And  roused  the  freeborn  Briton's  soul  of  fire, 

No  more  thy  England  own ! 

Dare  injured  nations  form  the  great  design 

To  make  detested  tyrants  bleed? — 

Thy  England  execrates  the  glorious  deed ! 

Beneath  her  hostile  banners  waving, 

Every  pang  of  honour  braving, 

England  in  thunder  calls — "  The  tyrant's  cause 
is  mine ! " 

That  hour  accurst,  how  did  the  fiends  rejoice. 
And  hell,  through  all  her  confines,  raise  the  exulting 
voice — 

That  hour  which  saw  the  generous  English  name 
Link't  with  such  damned  deeds  of  everlasting  shame !: 

Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among. 

Famed  for  the  martial  deed,  the  heaven-taught  song,. 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes  ; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled? — 
Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead. 

Beneath  that  hallowed  turf  where  Wallace  hes  % 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death  1 

Ye  babbling  winds,  in  silence  sweep, 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep. 
Nor  give  the  coward  secret  breath ! 


(   428  ) 


Is  this  the  ancient  Caledonian  form, 
Firm  as  her  rock,  resistless  as  her  storm  ? 
Show  me  that  eye  which  shot  immortal  hate, 

Blasting  the  despot's  proudest  bearing  ; 
Show  me  that  arm  which,  nerved  with  thundering  fate, 

Crushed  usurpation's  boldest  daring ! 
Dark-quenched  as  yonder  sinking  star, 
Ko  more  that  glance  lightens  afar; 
That  palsied  arm  no  more  whirls  on  the  waste  of  war. 


SONG—"  I  MURDER  HATE,  &g." 

[In  the  GHenriddel  MS.  of  his  unpablished  poeme,  Burns  inserted  the  eight 
lines  thus  commencing,  which  we  have  printed  at  page  227 :  these  are  followed, 
however,  by  other  eight  lines,  and  the  production  is  entitled  a  "Song."  By 
way  of  explaining  any  obscurity  in  the  closing  couplet  of  this  very  characteris- 
tic lyric,  the  poet  has  appended  a  footnote  directing  his  reader  to  "  Numbers, 
XXV.,  8-15."] 

I  MUKDER  hate  by  field  or  flood. 

Though  glory's  name  may  screen  us  ; 
In  wars  at  hame  I'll  spend  my  blood — 

Life-giving  wars  of  Venus. 
The  deities  that  T  adore 

Are  social  Peace  and  Plenty ; 
I'm  better  pleased  to  make  one  more 

Than  be  the  death  of  twenty 

I  would  not  die  like  Socrates, 

For  all  the  fuss  of  Plato ; 
Nor  would  I  with  Leonidas, 

Nor  yet  would  I  with  Cato : 
The  zealots  of  the  Church  and  State 

Shall  ne'er  my  mortal  foes  be, 
But  let  me  have  bold  Zimri's  fate, 

Within  the  arms  of  Cozbi. 


POEMS  FROM  THE  GLENRIDDEL  MSS., 

PIBST  PUBLISHED  IN  18  74. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


As  elegant  little  Quarto  volume  issued  in  October,  1874,  was  privately  printed 
at  the  expense  of  Henry  A.  Bright,  Esq.,  Liverpool,  and  by  him  liberally  dis- 
tributed in  literary  circles,  and  presented  to  public  libraries.  It  is  entitled — 
"SoMK  Account  op  the  Glenriddeli,  MSS.  of  Burns's  Poems:  with 
SEVERAL  Poems  never  before  published."  It  would  appear  that  the  poet 
in  1739  commenced  transcribing  for  the  library  of  his  friend  and  neighbour, 
Mr.  Eobert  Eiddel,  of  Friar's  Carse,  into  a  strongly  bound  blank  volume,  a 
select  number  of  his  unprinted  poems.  This,  together  with  a  twin-volume  of 
the  poet's  letters  similarly  transcribed  and  bestowed,  appears  to  have  been  re- 
delivered to  Burns,  on  his  own  solicitation  sometime  after  Mr.  Riddel's  death, 
wuich  happened  in  April,  1794.  After  the  poet's  own  decease,  the  volumes 
referred  to,  along  with  other  MSS.  were  placed  in  the  hands  of  Dr.  Currie,  of 
Liverpool,  as  materials  for  the  Biography  and  Works  of  Burns,  which  that  dis- 
tinguished editor  produced  in  1800.  The  ownership  of  the  Glenriddel  volumes 
appears  to  have  been  bestowed  on  Dr.  Currie,  and  to  have  descended  to  his 
son,  Mr.  Wallace  Currie,  whose  widow,  in  1853,  presented  them  to  the  Athen- 
av.m  Library,  Liverpool  For  twenty  years  thereafter  these  volumes  were  so 
carefully  laid  aside  under  lock  and  key,  that  very  few  even  of  the  proprietors 
of  the  Athenseum  knew  of  their  existence.  On  the  motion  of  Mr  Bright  they 
were  brought  from  their  hiding  place,  and  displayed  under  a  glass  case  in  the 
library,  where  they  may  at  any  time  be  examined,  on  application  to  the 
librarian. 

In  the  published  excerpts  from  the  MS.  volume  of  poetical  pieces,  Mr.  Bright, 
as  editor,  has  executed  his  labour  of  love  with  rare  taste  and  modesty.  He 
prints  in  full  only  those  poems  that  hitherto  had  not  appeared  in  any  edition 
of  the  bard's  works ;  but  he  gives  a  complete  table  of  the  contents  of  the  MS. 
Book,  with  the  poet's  own  notes,  and  a  few  by  himself,  and  that  is  not  the  least 
valuable  portion  of  the  printed  work.  Taking  advantage  of  Mr.  Bright's  polite 
permission  to  make  free  use  of  his  labours  to  impart  value  to  the  present  edi- 
tion, we  now  present  the  reader  with  the  following— 
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CATALOGUE  OF  PIECES  INSCRIBED  IN  THE  POETICAL  VOL. 

1.  The  Belles  of  Mauchline  (li  116), 

2.  Song — Anna,  thy  charms  (i.  364). 

3.  Epistle  to  John  Goldie,  in  Kilmarnock,  author  of  "  The  Gospel  Re- 

covered "  (ii.  193  and  437.) 

4.  Beauteous  Rosebud,  young  and  gay  (i.  363). 

5.  Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead — 1st  version  (ii.  314). 

6.  Hear,  land  o'  cakes,  and  brither  Scots  (i.  360). 

7.  Ode  to  the  departed  Regency  Bill,  1789  (ii.  439.) 

8.  Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead — 2nd  version  (i.  331). 

9.  Song— Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine  [2  verses  only]  (ii.  224.) 

10.  Song— I  murder  hate  by  field  or  flood  (li  428.) 

11.  Holy  Willie's  Prayer  (ii.  195  and  437.) 

12.  Epigram  on  Capt.  F.  Grose  (ii.  214.) 

13.  Additional  stanza  to  Song,  No.  9  (ii.  224.) 

14.  Copy  of  the  Poet's  Autobiographical  letter  to  Moore. 

15.  Tam  o'  Shanter.— A  Tale  (i.  350.) 

16.  On  the  death  of  Sir  James  Hunter  Blair  (ii.  139.) 

17.  Inscription — Once  fondly  loved  and  still  remembered  (iL  131.) 

18.  On  the  death  of  J.  M'Leod,  Esq.  (i.  365.) 

19.  Epitaph  on  Wm.  Muir,  Tarbolton  Mill  (ii.  166.) 

20.  Humble  petition  of  Bruar  Water  (1.  367.) 

21.  Extempore  jto  Mr,  M'Adam,  of  Oraigengillan  [wrote  in  Nanse  Tin- 

nock's]  (ii.  269.) 

22.  On  scaring  waterfowl  on  Loch  Turit  (i.  370.) 

23.  Written  in  the  Hermitage  at  Taymouth  (i.  371.) 

24.  Lines  written  at  the  Fall  of  Fyers  (i.  373.) 

25.  Written  by  Somebody  on  a  window  at  Stirling  (ii.  310.) 

26.  Epistle  to  Graham  of  Fintray,  1790,  "  Fintray,  my  stay"  (ii.  317  and  418.)* 

27.  A  Poet's  welcome  to  his  love-begotten  daughter  (ii.  188  and  436.)  * 

28.  The  five  Carlins— a  Ballad  (ii.  219.)  * 

29.  Sweet  floweret,  pledge  o'  meikle  love  (i.  374.)  * 

30.  Chevalier's  Birthday  Ode— 31st  Deer.,  1787  (ii.  434.) 

31.  Ode  on  Mrs  Oswald  of  Auchencruive  (i.  333.) 

32.  Extempore  stanzas  on  "  Naething  "  (ii  412.) 

33.  Lament  of  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots  (i.  340.) 

34.  Epistle  to  Graham  of  Fintray— "When  Nature,"  &&  (ii.  141.) 

35.  Paraphrase  of  Jeremiah  xv.  10  (li.  391.) 

36.  From  Olarinda,  on  Burns  saying  he  had  "nothing  else  to  do"  (ii,  431.) 

37.  Answer  to  the  foregoing,  Extempore  (ii.  432.) 

38.  On  the  death  of  Lord  President  Dundas  (il  311.) 

39.  The  Whistle— A  Ballad  (i.  280.) 

40.  A  new  psalm  for  the  Chapel  of  Kilmarnock,  April,  1789  (ii,  410.) 

41.  The  Kirk's  Alarm  (ii.  209  and  438.) 

42.  Lines  to  Graham  of  Fintray—"  I  call  no  goddess  "  (ii.  155.) 

43.  Ken  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose  ?  (ii.  149.) 

44.  On  Glenriddel's  fox  breaking  his  chain  (ii.  441.) 

45.  Lament  for  James,  Earl  of  Glencairn  (i.  345). 

46.  Epistle  to  Graham  of  Fintray— "  Late  crippled,"  &c.  (i.  342.) 

47.  Lines  to  Sir  John  Whitefoord  (i.  348.) 

48.  Grace  before  Dinner—"  Oh  Thou,  who  kindly,"  &c  (iL  166.) 

EPIGRAMS. 

49.  Ask  why  God  made  the  gem  so  small  (ii.  215.) 

50.  That  there  is  falsehood  in  his  looks  (ii.  273.) 

51.  Light  lay  the  earth  on  Billy's  breast  (ii.  332.) 

52.  Stop  thief !  dame  Nature  called  to  Death  (ii.  332.) 

63.  When  L— sc— Us  thought  fit  from  this  world  to  depart  (ii.  443.) 

54.  If  you  rattle  along  like  your  Mistress's  tongue  (ii.  330.) 

55.  Here  lies  John  Bushby,  honest  man  (ii.  229.) 

56.  When  M — r — ne  deceased,  to  the  devil  went  down  (ii.  226.) 
67.  Bless  Jesus  Christ,  0  Cardonness !  (ii.  330.) 

The  entries  down  to  and  including  No.  13  are  in  Burns'  autograph,  and  thence 

to  No.  34,  they  are  (except  those  in  our  list  marked  by  a  *)  inserted  by  an 
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amanuensis.  From  No.  35  downwards  the  entries  are  all  the  poet's  own.  Fol- 
lowing No.  48,  there  is  a  noticeable  blank,  and  the  9  remaining  entries, 
neaded  "  Epigrams  "  appear,  from  the  colour  of  the  ink  and  fainter  penman- 
ship, to  have  been  inserted  at  a  later  period.  The  fact  of  the  very  ill-natured 
one  (54)  against  Mrs  Walter  Riddel  being  recorded  there,  is  presumptive 
evidence  of  these  entries  having  been  made  after  Glenriddel's  death  (April, 
1794).  and  implies  that  the  poetry  volume  was  surrendered  to  Burns  on  his 
application  to  that  effect,  as  found  in  his  printed  correspondence. 


VERSES  BY  CLARINDA  TO  BURNS,  AND  HIS  REPLY  THERETO. 


ON  BUENS  SAYING  HE  HAD  "  NOTHING  ELSE 
TO  DO." 

[Clarinda's  lines  are  dated  Christmas  Eve,  1787.  The  expression  "  I  have 
nothing  else  to  do  "  occurs  in  a  letter  addressed  by  the  then  lame  poet  to  Mrs 
Maclehose,  dated  Thursday,  Deer.  20.  She  had,  in  a  letter  of  the  Sunda}'  pre- 
vious, been  chiding  Burns  for  writing  to  her  in  his  "  romantic  style."  "  Do  you 
remember  (she  added)  that  she  whom  you  address  is  a  married  woman  ?  or, 
would  you,  Jacob-like,  wait  seven  years,  and  even  then,  perhaps,  be  disap- 
pointed, as  he  was  ?  "  The  poet  in  a  long  answer,  closes  thus : — "  I  won't  tell 
you  what  reply  my  heart  made  to  your  raillery  of  'seven  years';  hut  I  will 
give  what  a  brother  of  my  trade  says  on  the  same  allusion: — 

'  The  Patriarch,  to  gain  a  wife,  chaste,  beautiful,  and  young. 
Served  fourteen  years  a  painful  life,  and  never  thought  it  long : 
0  were  you  to  reward  such  cares,  and  life  so  long  would  stay, 
Not  fourteen,  but  four  hundred  years,  would  seem  but  as  one  day !' 
I  have  written  you  this  scrawl  because  I  have  nothing  else  to  do,"  &c. 

Here  then  we  are  let  into  the  secret  how  the  correspondents  came  to  adopt 
the  pastoral  appellations,  "  Clarinda  "  and  "  Sylvauder."  On  Christmas  eve, 
the  lady  composed  the  verses  in  the  text  and  forwarded  them  to  Burns,  with 
the  signature  "  Clarinda,"  and  the  poet  in  his  next  letter  (Dec.  28)  addressed 
her  as  his  dear  "  Clarinda  " — writing  the  name  within  inverted  commas.  Hn 
adds,  "  I  like  the  idea  of  Arcadian  names  in  a  commerce  of  this  kind,"  and 
subscribes  his  letter  "  Sylvander."  These  adopted  names  seem  to  have  been 
almost  uniformly  used  in  their  after  correspondence.  It  appears  certain,  how- 
ever, from  their  letters  at  this  period,  that  Clarinda's  poem  contained  at  least 
three  verses  more  than  Burns  has  preserved  in  the  Glenriddel  MS.  The  poet 
shewed  the  lines  to  Dr.  Gregory  who  began  to  criticise  them,  till  he  was  arres- 
ted by  the  information  that  they  were  the  work  of  a  young  lady  in  town.  On 
1st  Jany ,  1788,  Clarinda  wrote  thus: — "  No  wonder  Dr.  Gregory  criticised  my 
lines.  I  saw  several  defects  in  them  myself ;  but  neither  had  time  nor  patience 
(nor  abihty,  perhaps)  to  correct  them.  The  last  three  verses  were  longer  than 
the  former;  and  in  the  conclusion,  I  saw  a  vile  tautology  which  I  could  not  get 
rid  of."  This  production  of  Clarinda  is  evidently  the  one  which  the  poet  in- 
closed to  his  friend  Richard  Brown  on  30th  Deer.,  1787,  as  the  composition  of 
"a  young  Edinburgh  widow  for  whom  he  was  then  ready  to  hang  himself  " — 
"  you  may  guess  of  her  wit  by  the  following  verses  which  she  sent  me  the 
Dther  day."] 

When  first  you  saw  Clarinda's  charms, 
What  raptures  in  your  bosom  grew  ! 

Her  heart  was  shut  to  love's  alarms, 
But  then — you'd  nothing  else  to  do. 
p  c2 
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Apollo  oft  had  lent  his  harp, 

But  now  'twas  strung  from  Cupid's  bow  j 
You  sung — it  reached  Clarinda's  heart, 

She  msh'd — ^you'd  nothing  else  to  do. 

Fair  Venus  smil'd,  Minerva  frown'd, 
Cupid  observ'd,  the  arrow  flew  : 

Indifference  (ere  a  week  went  round) 
Shew'd — you'd  had  nothing  else  to  do. 

****** 

Clarinda. 

Christmas  Eve, 


BCTENS'  EEPLY  TO  THE  FOREGOHSTGl  LINES. 

EXTEMPORE. 

[This  poetical  reply  must  have  been  almost  immediate,  for  Clarinda  in  her 
letter  of  Friday  evening,  Dec.  28,  quotes  one  of  its  expressions,  marking  it  by 
inverted  commas  thus : — "Goodnight!  for  Clarinda's  'heavenly  eyes'  need 
the  earthly  aid  of  sleep.  Adieu!"  These  verses  by  Burns  are  occupied  in 
painting  the  struggle  between  Love  and  Friendship,  and  they  gave  birth  to 
Clarinda's  -well-known  lines — "  Talk  not  of  Love !  it  gives  me  pain  "  (i.  228), 
which  were  produced  on  Jan.  3,  1788.  In  her  letter  of  that  date  she  writes — 
"  You  have  put  me  in  a  rhyming  humour.  The  moment  I  read  yours,  I  wrote 
the  following  lines — Talk  not  of  Love,  &c."] 

When  dear  Clarinda,  matchless  fair, 
First  struck  Sylvander's  raptured  view, 

He  gaz'd,  he  listen'd  to  despair, 
Alas  !  't  was  all  he  dar'd  to  do. 


Love,  from  Clarinda's  heavenly  eyes. 
Transfixed  his  bosom  thro'  and  thro' ; 

But  still  in  Friendship's  guarded  guise. 
For  more  the  demon  fear'd  to  do. 

That  heart,  already  more  than  lost, 
The  imp  beleaguer'd  all  perdue ; 

For  frowning  Honor  kept  his  post, 
To  meet  that  frown  he'  shrunk  to  do. 
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His  pangs  the  Bard  refused  to  own, 
Tho'  half  he  wish'd  Clarinda  knew : 

But  Anguish  wrung  th'  unweeting  groan — 
Who  blames  what  frantic  Pain  must  do  1 

That  heart,  where  motely  follies  blend, 

Was  sternly  still  to  Honor  true  : 
To  prove  Clarinda's  fondest  friend, 

Was  what  a  Lover  sure  might  do. 

The  Muse  his  ready  quill  employ'd. 

No  dearer  bliss  he  could  pursue  ; 
That  bliss  Clarinda  cold  deny'd, — 

"  Send  word  by  Charles  how  you  do  ! " 

The  chill  behest  disarm'd  his  muse 

Till  Passion  all  impatient  grew  : 
He  wrote,  and  hinted  for  excuse, 

"'Twas  'cause  he 'd  nothing  else  to  do." 

But  by  those  hopes  I  have  above  ! 

And  by  those  faults  I  dearly  rue  ! 
The  deed,  the  boldest  mark  of  love, 

For  thee  that  deed  I  dare  to  do  ! 

0,  could  the  Fates  but  name  the  price 

Would  bless  me  with  your  charms  and  you  ! 

With  frantic  joy  I'd  pay  it  thrice. 
If  human  art  and  power  could  do  ! 

Then  take,  Clarinda,  friendship's  hand, 
(Friendship,  at  least,  I  may  avow ;) 

And  lay  no  more  your  chill  command, 
I  '11  write,  whatever  I 've  to  do. 

Sylvander. 


(    434  ) 


BIRTHDAY  ODE— 31st  December,  1787. 

[The  above  title,  with  date,  is  that  given  by.  the  poet  himself  in  the  Glen- 
riddel  volume,  so  that  Dr.  Chambers  was  wrong  in  concluding  that  because 
Burns  was  then  laid  up  in  Edinburgh,  at  Mr.  Oruickshanks'  house,  by  an 
accident,  the  composition  must  have  been  produced  twelve  months  previously. 
Chambers,  who  had  warm  Jacobite  leanings  of  his  own,  thus  writes  under  date, 
31st  December,  1786 — "A  few  generous  souls,  perhaps  none  of  them  of  high 
standing  in  society,  kept  Prince  Charles  Edward's  memory  alive  by  an  annual 
symposium  on  his  birthday.  On  the  present  occasion,  they  were  favoured  with 
the  attendance  of  Burns  in  the  capacity  of  their  poet-laureate,  and  he  accord- 
ingly produced  an  Ode,  of  which  Dr.  Currie  has  preserved  a  few  stanzas" 
(ii.  133).  The  passages  thus  printed  by  Dr.  Currie  are,  in  the  present  text, 
enclosed  in  square  brackets.  In  a  footnote,  Currie  makes  the  followincf 
remarks : — "  In  the  first  part  of  the  Ode  there  is  some  beautiful  imagery  which 
the  poet  afterwards  interwove  in  a  happier  manner  in  the  Chevalier's  Lament 
(ii.  72).  But  if  there  were  no  other  reasons  for  omiting  to  print  the  entire  poem, 
the  want  of  originality  is  sufficient.  A  considerable  part  of  it  is  a  kind  of 
rant,  for  which  indeed  precedent  may  be  cited  in  various  birthday  odes,  but 
with  which  it  is  impossible  to  go  along."] 

1. 

Afar  the  illustrious  exile  roams 

Whom  kingdoms  on  this  day  should  hail : 
An  inmate  in  the  casual  shed, 
On  transient  pity's  bounty  fed, 

Haunted  by  busy  memory's  bitter  tale  ! 
Beasts  of  the  forest  have  their  savage  homes  ; 

But  he  who  should  the  imperial  purple  wear 
Owns  not  the  lap  of  earth  where  rests  the  royal  head  i 

His  wretched  refuge,  dark  despair, 
While  ravening  wrongs  and  woes  pursue ; 
And  distant  far  the  faithful  few 

Who  would  his  sorrows  share. 

II. 

[False  flatterer,  Hope,  away  ! 

Nor  think  to  lure  us  as  in  days  of  yore : 
We  solemnize  this  sorrowing  natal  day,  * 

To  prove  our  loyal  truth — we  can  no  more  ; 
And,  owning  Heaven's  mysterious  sway, 

Submissive,  low,  adore. 
Ye  honored,  mighty  Dead 

Who  nobly  perished  in  the  glorious  cause. 

Your  King,  your  Country  and  her  Laws, 

*  Prince  Charles  Stuart  died  at  Borne,  precisely  a  month  thereafter. 
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From  great  Dundee,  who  smiling  Victory  led, 

And  fell  a  martyr  in  her  arms — 

What  breast  of  northern  mould  but  warms  1 — 
To  bold  Balmerino's  undying  name, 
Whose  soul  of  fire,  lighted  at  Heaven's  high  flame, 
Deserves  the  proudest  wreath  departed  heroes  claim, : 
Not  unrevenged  your  fate  shall  lie, 

It  only  lags,  the  fatal  hour ; 
Your  blood  shall  with  incessant  cry 

Awake  at  last  the  unsparing  Power : 
As  from  the  cliff,  with  thundering  course, 

The  snowy  ruin  smokes  along 
With  doubling  speed,  and  gathering  force, 

Till,  crashing  deep,  it  whelms  the  cottage  in  the  vale; 
So  Vengeance']  arm,  ensanguined,  strong, 

Shall  with  resistless  might  assail — 
Usurping  Brunswick's  pride  shall  lowly  lay, 
And  Stuart's  wrongs  and  yours,  with  tenfold  weight 
repay. 

III. 

Perdition  !  baleful  child  of  Night, 
Eise  and  revenge  the  injured  right 

Of  Stuart's  royal  race  : 
Lead  on  the  unmuzzled  hounds  of  hell, 
Till  all  the  frighted  echoes  tell 

The  blood-notes  of  the  chase : 
Full  on  the  quarry  point  their  view, 
Full  on  the  base  usurping  crew, 

The  tools  of  faction,  and  the  nation's  curse  I 
Hark,  how  the  cry  grows  on  the  wind ; 
They  leave  the  lagging  gale  behind ; 
Their  savage  fury  pitiless  they  pour ; 
With  murderous  eyes  already  they  devour : 
See  Brunswick  spent,  a  wretched  prey, 
His  life  one  poor  despairing  day, 

Where  each  avenging  hour  still  ushers  in  a  worse  1 
Such  havock,  howling  all  abroad. 

Their  utter  ruin  bring ; 
The  base  apostates  to  their  God, 
Or  rebels  to  their  King. 


VARIATIONS  AND  ADDITIONAL  VERSES  TO  PUBLISHED  POEMS. 


A  POET'S  WELCOME  TO  HIS  LOYE-BEGOTTEN 
DAUaHTER, 

WHO  FIRST  ENTITLED  HIM  TO  THE  VENERABLE  APPELLATION 
OF  FATHER. 

[The  version  of  this  poem  which  we  give  at  page  188,  we  consider,  on  the 
whole,  to  be  superior  to  the  Glenriddel  copy,  which  has  nothing  to  correspond 
with  the  fine  closing  stanza  in  the  former,  although  it  contains  seven  instead  of 
only  six  verses,  and  two  of  these  are  entirely  new.  The  order  of  the  stanzas 
is  as  follows : — i.  "  Thou's  welcome,  wean,"  etc. ;  ii.  "  What  tho'  they  ca'  me," 
etc.;  iiL  New  stanza,  given  below;  iv.  "  Wee  image  9*  my  "  etc. ;  v.  "Sweet 
fruit,"  etc.;  vi.  New  stanza,  given  below;  vii."For  if  thou  be  what,"  etc., 
which  corresponds  with  our  Verse  5th,  and  concludes  the  poem.] 

Yer.  3— 

Welcome  !  my  bonie,  sweet,  wee  dochter, 
Tho'  ye  come  here  a  wee  unsought  for, 
And  tho'  your  comin'  1  hae  fought  for — 

Baith  Kirk  and  Queir; 
Yet,  by  my  faith,  ye're  no  unwrought  for, 

That  I  shall  swear  ! 

Yer.  6— 

Tho'  I  should  be  the  waur  bestead, 
Thou's  be  as  braw  and  bienly  clad, 
And  thy  young  years  as  nicely  bred 

Wi'  education, 
As  ony  brat  o'  Wedlock's  bed, 

In  a'  thy  station. 

Yer.  7— 

For  if  thou  be  what  I  wad  hae  thee, 
And  tak'  the  counsel  T  shall  gie  thee, 
I'll  never  rue  my  trouble  wi'  thee, 

The  cost  nor  shame  o't, 
But  be  a  loving  father  to  thee, 

And  brag  the  name  o't. 
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EPISTLE  TO  JOHN  GOLDIE,  AUG.,  1785. 

[The  version  at  p.  193,  printed  from  Stewart  has  hitherto  seemed  complete 
enough,  and  so  far  as  it  goes,  its  readings  are  superior  to  the  variations  in  the 
Glenriddel  MS.  We  now  give  two  additional  stan2a3,  which  are  followed  in 
the  MS.  by  the  two  excellent  verses  in  praise  of  "  Honest  Nappy  "  (printed  at 
p.  274),  and  which  henceforth  must  he  held  as  forming  part  of  this  epistle.] 

For  me  my  skill's  but  very  sma', 
And  skill  in  prose  I've  nane  ava ; 
But  quietlenwise,  between  us  twa, 

Weel  may  ye  speed  ! 
And  tho'  they  sud  ye  sair  misca', 

Ne'er  fash  your  head. 

Ee'n  swinge  the  dogs,  and  thresh  them  sicker ; 
The  mair  they  squeel  ay  chap  the  thicker ; 
And  still  'mang  hands  a  hearty  bicker 

0'  something  stout, 
It  gars  an  owther's  pulse  beat  quicker, 

And  helps  his  wit. 

There's  naething  like  the  honest  nappy, 
&c.,  &c.,  &c. 


HOLY  WILLIE'S  PRAYER. 

[There  are  no  important  variations  from  the  Stewart  version  which  we  have 
printed  at  p.  195,  but  it  has  the  motto  from  Pope — "  And  send  the  godly  in  a 
pet  to  pray" — evidently  an  after-touch  introduced  when  the  author  had  extended 
his  reading  among  the  poets.  The  present  editor  recently  inspected  a ' '  Dumfries 
copy  "  of  this  famous  satire,  which  was  offered  for  sale  by  an  Edinburgh  dealer 
at  the  modest  price  of  £25.  It  also  was  adorned  with  the  motto,  and  appended 
to  it  was  a  certificate  by  Robert  Burns,  junior,  to  the  effect  that  the  foregoing 
was  in  his  father's  handwriting  and  contained  his  latest  corrections.  The 
variations  from  the  Stewart  version  were  anything  but  improvements.  In  par- 
ticular, we  noticed  a  serious  change  for  the  worse  in  the  third  last  verse  of  the 
prayer,  and  we  presume  the  Glenriddel  copy  will  correspond  with  it, — although 
on  that  point  we  cannot  be  positive.   It  is  as  follows : — ] 

"  0  L — D,  my  G — d,  that  glib-tongued  Aiken — 
My  very  heart  and  flesh  are  quakin 
To  think  how  I  sat  sweatin,  shakin, 

And  p — d  wi'  dread, 
While  Auld,  wi'  hiDgin  lip,  gaed  snakin', 

And  hid  his  head." 

It  seems  to  us  that  the  Bard  had  latterly  been  induced  to  alter — and  in  our 
humble  opinion,  spoil — this  stanza,  by  the  importunity  of  Dumfriesshire  friends 
who  could  not  form  an  intelligible  idea  of  the  word  "  snakin  "  as  used  in  the 
original  Ayrshire  copies.    There  it  is  not  Auld  but  "  Orator  Bob  "  who  is  pic- 
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tured  "  wi'  hingin  lip  and  snakin"— and  there  we  are  also  told  the  orator  "lield 
up  his  head  " — not  "  hid  his  head,"  as  Auld.  in  the  Dumfries  copy,  is  consistently 
made  to  do,  where  the  word  '•  snakin  "  is  merely  the  English  word  "  sneaking." 
Not  so,  however,  in  the  Ayrshire  copies  where  "  snakin  "  has  the  very  opposite 
meaning,  namely  exulting.  The  picture  in  the  early  version  is  thus  truly  grand. 
The  orator  observes  the  effect  of  his  eloquence  on  his  client's  persecutors,  and 
rears  his  head  like  a  leopard  after  hitting  a  damaging  blow  with  ^is  fore-paw: 
the  under  jaw  firmly  lowers  itself,  while  the  nostrils  distend,  and  from  the 
palate  of  the  speaker  escapes  a  sound  of  defiance  and  contempt  for  his 
opponent.  This  is  what  Burns  calls  "snakin'."  It  may  not  be  found  in  any 
Scotch  Dictionary;  but  every  Ayrshire  man,  and  hundreds  in  other  lowland 
and  even  highland  counties  of  Scotland,  understand  the  word  so,  when  read  in 
the  connection  referred  to.] 


THE  KIEK'S  ALARM. 

[The  Glenriddel  copy  contains  only  15  verses,  and  wants  those  commencing 
"  Town  of  Ayr,"  "  Singet  Sawney,"  and  "  Holy  Will."  On  the  whole,  we  con- 
sider that  it  is  inferior  to  other  versions  we  have  examined.  The  powerful 
verse  "Davie  Bluster"  (ii.  209)  appears  there  in  the  following  form: — ] 

Davie  Rant !  Davie  Rant ! 

In  a  face  like  a  saunt, 
And  a  heart  that  would  poison  a  hog, 

Raise  an  impudent  roar, 

Like  a  breaker  lee-shore, 
Or  the  Kirk  will  be  tint  in  a  bog. 

Like  our  version  at  p.  209,  a  copy  in  the  Burns-monument  at  Edinburgh  has 
&  postscript  appended  to  it,  addressed  to  the  recipient  of  the  MS.,  who  in  this 
instance  may  have  been  John  Kennedy,  factor  at  Dumfries  House,  if  not 
John  M'Murdo,  Esq.,  Chamberlain  at  Di-umlanrig.   It  is  as  follows  : — ] 

Factor  John  !  Factor  John  ! 

Whom  the  Lord  made  alone, 
And  ne'er  made  another  thy  peer ; 

Thy  poor  servant,  the  bard, 

In  respectful  regard. 
Presents  thee  this  token  sincere. — R.  B. 

[The  monument  copy  also  has  the  repeat  of  the  last  line  in  each  verse,  and 
although  it  wants  the  stanza  devoted  to  "  Holy  Will,"  it  has  some  impoiiant 
variations  of  other  verses,  for  instance : — 

Muirland  Jock  !  Muirland  Jock  ! 

When  the  L — d  gave  a  stock, 
That  would  set  up  a  tinkler  in  brass  j 

If  ill-manners  were  wit, 

There's  nae  mortal  sae  fit 
To  prove  the  poor  doctoran  ass. 

[We  have  only  to  add  that  the  title  of  that  copy  is  "  The  Kirk's  Alarm,"  a 
Ballad.   Tune — Come  rouse,  brother  spoi'tsmen.} 
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ODE  TO  THE  DEPARTED  REGENCY  BILL— 1789. 

[In  October,  1788,  King  George  III.  having  shewn  symptoms  of  unsound  mind, 
the  political  atmosphere  was  soon  agitated  by  discussions  as  to  the  choice  of  a 
Begent.   This  was  slily  alluded  to  by  Burns  in  his  "Elegy  on  the  year  1788," 
which  was  sent  to  a  London  Newspaper  in  January,  1789: — 
"0  Eighty-nine,  thou's  but  a  bairn, 

And  no'  owre  auld,  I  hope,  to  learn : 

Thou  beardless  boy,  I  pray,  take  care, 

Now  thou  has  got  thy  daddy's  chair — 

Nae  hand-cuffed,  muzzled,  shackled  Regent, 
,  But,  like  himsel',  a  full,  free  agent — 

Be  sure  ye  follow  out  the  plan 

Nae  waur  than  he  did,  honest  man, — 

As  muckle  better  as  ye  can." 
The  convalescence  and  complete  recovery  of  the  king,  however,  was  officially 
announced  before  the  close  of  March,  1789,  and  that  put  an  end  to  the  political 
squabbles  created  by  the  introduction  of  the  Eegency  Bill. 

"Dread  Thurlow's  powers  to  awe. 

His  rhetoric,  blasphemy,  and  law." 
are  also  touched  upon  in  a  piece  of  "  New  Psalmody,"  (ii.  410)  produced  by 
Burns  in  April  following.    King  G-eorge  III.  retained  his  throne  till  January, 
1811,  when,  his  reason  again  giving  way,  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  appointed 
Regent— a  position  he  occupied  till  the  old  King's  death  in  1820] 

I. 

Daughter  of  Chaos'  doting  years, 
Nurse  of  ten  thousand  hopes  and  fears, 
Whether  thy  airy,  unsubstantial  shade 
(The  rites  of  sepulture  now  duly  paid,) 
Spread  abroad  its  hideous  form 
On  the  roaring  civil  storm. 
Deafening  din  and  warring  rage, 
Factions  wild  with  factions  wage ; 

Or  underground. 

Deep  sunk,  profound. 
Among  the  demons  of  the  earth, 

With  groans  that  make 

The  mountains  shake. 
Thou  mourn  thy  ill-starred,  blighted  birth ; 
Or  in  the  uncreated  void. 

Where  seeds  of  future  being  fight, 
With  lightened  step  thou  wander  wide, 

To  greet  thy  mother,  ancient  Night, 
And  as  each  jarring,  monster-mass  is  past, 
Fond  recollect  what  once  thou  wast : 
In  manner  due,  beneath  this  sacred  oak. 
Hear,  spirit,  hear  !  thy  presence  I  invoke  ! 
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II. 

By  a  Monarch's  heaven-struck-fate ! 

By  a  disunited  State  ! 

By  a  generous  Prince's  wrongs  ! 

By  a  Senate's  strife  of  tongues  ! 

By  a  Premier's  sullen  pride, 

Louring  on  the  changing  tide  ! 

By  dread  Thurlow's  powers  to  awe — 

Ehetoric,  blasphemy  and  law ! 

By  the  turbulent  ocean—- 

A  Nation's  commotion 

By  the  harlot-caresses 

Of  borough  addresses ! 

By  days  few  and  evil — 

Thy  portion,  poor  devil ! 
By  pov/er,  wealth,  show — the  gods  by  men  adored  I 
By  nameless  Poverty — their  hell  abhorred  ! 
By  all  they  hope  !    By  all  they  fear ! 
Hear  ! ! !    And  Appear  ! ! ! 

III. 

Stare  not  on  me,  thou  ghastly  power  ! 
Nor,  grim  with  chained  defiance,  lour : 
No  Babel-structure  would  I  build 

Where^ — order  exiled  from  his  native  sway — ■ 
Confusion  may  the  Eegent-sceptre  wield, 

While  all  would  rule  and  none  obey : 
Go,  to  the  world  of  Man  relate 
The  story  of  thy  sad,  eventful  fate  ; 
And  call  presumptuous  Hope  to  hear, 
And  bid  him  check  his  blind  career. 
And  tell  the  sore-prest  sons  of  Care, 
Never,  never  to  despair  ! 

IV. 

Paint  Charles's  speed  on  wings  of  fire, 
The  object  of  his  fond  desire, 
Beyond  his  boldest  hopes,  at  hand  : 
Paint  all  the  triumph  of  the  Portland  band  : 
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Mark  how  they  lift  the  joj^-exulting  voice, 
And  how  their  numerous  creditors  rejoice ; 
But  just  as  hopes  to  warm  enjoyment  rise, 
Cry,  Convalescence  /  and  the  vision  flies. 

V. 

Then  next  pourtray  a  darkening  twilight  gloom, 

Eclipsing  sad  a  gay  rejoicing  morn. 
While  proud  Ambition  to  the  untimely  tomb, 

By  gnashing  grim,  despairing  fiends  is  borne; 
Paint  ruin,  in  the  shape  of  high  D[undas], 

Gaping  with  giddy  terror  o'er  the  brow ; 
In  vain  he  struggles,  the  fates  behind  him  press. 

And  clamorous  hell  yawns  for  her  prey  below. 
How  fallen  That  whose  pride  iate  scaled  the  skies  ! 
And  This,  like  Lucifer,  no  more  to  rise  ! 
Again  pronounce  the  powerful  word, — 
See  Day,  triumphant  from  the  Night,  restored  ! 

Then  know  this  truth,  ye  sons  of  men  ! — 
Thus  ends  thy  moral  tale — 

Your  darkest  terrors  may  be  vain, 
Your  brightest  hopes  may  fail. 


ON  GLENEIDDEL'S  FOX  BREAKING  HIS  CHAIN. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

[The  date  of  this  happy  effusion  is  nowhere  indicated;  but  we  may  infor 
from  its  late  insertion  in  the  MS.  volume,  and  certain  allusions  in  the  poein, 
that  it  was  composed  in  1791,  shortly  before  Burns  left  Ellisland  to  reside  in 
the  town  of  Dumfries.  The  reader,  after  the  irregular  measure  adopted  in  the 
preceding  Odes,  will  find  it  a  relief  to  return  here  to  the  poet's  primitive  style 
— that  of  the  Twa  Dogs,  Tarn  o'Shanter,  &c.] 

Thou,  Liberty,  thou  art  my  theme ; 
Not  such  as  idle  Poets  dream. 
Who  trick  thee  up  a  Heathen  goddess 
That  a  fantastic  cap  and  rod  has  ; 
Such  stale  conceits  are  poor  and  silly ; 
I  paint  thee  out,  a  Highland  filly, 
A  sturdy,  stubborn,  handsome  dapple. 
As  sleek 's  a  mouse,  as  round 's  an  apple, 
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That  when  thou  pleasest  can  do  wonders ; 
But  when  thy  luckless  rider  blunders,  . 
Or  if  thy  fancy  should  demur  there, 
Wilt  break  thy  neck  ere  thou  go  further. 

These  things  premis'd,  I  sing,  a  fox 
Was  caught  among  his  native  rocks, 
And  to  a  dirty  kennel  chained, 
How  he  his  liberty  regained. 

Glenriddel,  a  Whig  without  a  stain, 

A  Whig  in  principle  and  grain, 

Couldst  thou  enslave  a  free-born  creature, 

A  native  denizen  of  nature  1 

How  couldst  thou,  with  a  heart  so  good, 

(A  better  ne'er  was  sluiced  with  blood) 

Nail  a  poor  devil  to  a  tree, 

That  ne'er  did  harm  to  thine  or  thee  1 

The  staunchest  Whig  Glenriddel  was. 
Quite  frantic  in  his  Country's  cause ; 
And  oft  was  Eeynard's  prison  passing. 
And  with  his  brother  Whigs  canvassing 
The  Eights  of  Men,  the  Powers  of  Women, 
With  all  the  dignity  of  Freemen. 

Sir  Reynard  daily  heard  debates 
Of  Princes',  Kings',  and  Nations'  fates ; 
With  many  rueful,  bloody  stories 
Of  tyrants,  Jacobites,  and  Tories  : 
From  liberty  how  angels  fell. 
That  now  are  galley-slaves  in  hell ; 
How  Nimrod  first  the  trade  began 
Of  binding  Slavery's  chains  on  man ; 
How  fell  Semiramis,  (G-d  d-mn  her !) 
Did  first  with  sacrilegious  hammer. 
For  Man  dethroned  forge  hen-peck  fetters ; 
(All  ills  till  then  were  trivial  matters) 
How  Xerxes,  that  abandoned  Tory, 
Thought  cutting  throats  was  reaping  glory, 
Until  the  stubborn  Whigs  of  Sparta 
Taught  him  great  Nature's  Magna  Charta ; 
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How  mighty  Rome  her  fiat  hurl'd, 

Eesistless  o'er  a  bowing  world, 

And  kinder  than  they  did  desire, 

Polished  mankind  with  sword  and  fire : 

With  much  too  tedious  to  relate, 

Of  ancient  and  of  modern  date, 

But  ending,  still,  how  Billy  Pitt, 

(Unlucky  boy  !)  with  wicked  wit, 

Has  gagg'd  old  Britain,  drained  her  coffer, 

As  butchers  bind  and  bleed  a  heifer.— 

Thus  wily  Reynard  by  degrees, 

In  kennel  listening  at  his  ease, 

Suck'd  in  a  mighty  stock  of  knowledge, 

As  much  as  some  folks  at  a  college. — 

Knew  Britain's  rights  and  constitution, 

Her  aggrandisement,  diminution, 

How  fortune  wrought  us  good  from  evil ; 

Let  no  man,  then,  despise  the  devil. 

As  who  should  say,  I  ne'er  can  need  him ; 

Since  we  to  scoundrels  owe  our  freedom. — 


EPITAPH  ON  CAPT.  LASCELLS. 

[This  very  bitter  bit  of  satire,  is  among  tbe  last  of  the  poet's  entries  into  tlie 
Glenriddel  volume,  and  in  all  probability  was  inserted  after  the  book  -was 
returned  to  him,  on  his  solicitation,  subsequent  to  the  Laird's  death,  (Api-il, 
1794.)  It  is  a  fit  companion  to — or  rather,  only  another  form  of  the  equally 
savage  Epitaph  on  Walter  Kiddel,  printed  at  page  229,  voL  ii.  It  is  conceived 
in  the  spirit  of  the  following  epigram  by  Demodocus,  a  poet  of  ancient  Greece. 

"  A  noxious  viper  once  a  Oappadocian  bit; 
But  soon  the  reptile  died — his  blood  had  poisoned  it!  "] 

When  Lascells  thought  fit  from  this  world  to  depart,* 
Some  friends  warmly  spoke  of  embalming  his  heart : 
A  bystander  whispers,  pray  don't  make  so  much  o't, 
The  subject  is  poison — no  reptile  will  touch  it. 

*  When  Burns  hit  upon  this  line,  the  following  happy  effusion  by  Matthew 
Prior,  must  have  been  humming  in  his  ear: — 

When  Bibo  thought  fit  from  this  world  to  retreat, 

As  full  of  champagne  as  an  egg's  full  of  meat. 

He  waked  in  the  boat,  and  to  CharON  he  said. 

He  would  be  rowed  back,  for  he  was  not  yet  dead: 

" Trim  the  boat,  and  sit  quiet!  "  stern  Oharon  replied, 

"You  may  have  forgot — you  were  drunk  when  you  died." 
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20,— THE  WINTEE  IT  IS  PAST. 

[We  feel  that  we  cannot  consistently  close  our  volume  without  giving  the 
words  of  this  favourite  song,  with  which  the  name  of  Burns  has  been  so  long 
associated.  Cromek  found  the  first  two  verses,  in  the  poet's  handwriting, 
among  his  manuscripts,  and  included  them  as  a  Relique  of  Burns.  Stenhouse 
and  other  editors  have  expressed  their  belief  that  the  song  is  of  older  date  than 
Burns'  time ;  and  although  such  may  be  the  case,  no  one  has  pointed  to  any 
collection  prior  to  the  date  of  Johnson's  second  volume,  where  it  is  to  be  found. 
The  present  editor  is  in  possession  of  a  wretchedly  printed  broadside  of  un- 
certain antiquity,  containing  with  other  perilous  stuff,  a  piece  cailed,  "  The 
Curragh  of  Kildare,"  a  ballad  of  eight  verses,  into  which  every  stanza  of  the 
Bong  in  our  text,  except  the  second,  is  introduced,  with  little  apparent  connec- 
tion. From  this  fact  we  draw  the  inference  that  Burns  picked  out  for  the 
Museum,  three  verses  of  the  Curragh  of  Kildare,  and  inserted  as  verse  second, 
those  truly  beautiful  lines.  "TheEose  upon  the  breer,"  &c.,  which,  without  fear 
of  challenge,  we  now  claim  as  his  own  composition.  We  proceed  to  treat  the 
reader  with  all  the  rejected  stanzas  of  this  strange  ballad : — 

"I'll  put  on  my  cap  of  black,  and  my  fringe  about  my  neck, 
And  rings  on  my  fingers  I'll  wear ; 
All  this  I'll  undertake  for  my  true  lover's  sake, 
Who  rides  at  the  Ourragh  of  Kildare. 

Bright  Livery  I  shall  wear,  and  I'll  comb  my  brown  hair 

And  I'll  dress  in  the  velvets  of  green ; 
Straightway  I  will  repair  to  the  Curragh  of  Kildare, 

And  'tis  there  I'll  get  tidings  of  him. 

They  were  running  for  The  Plate,  and  with  patience  I  did  wait 

Thinking  there  my  young  Johnston  I'd  see. 
But  Fortune,  so  unkind,  made  my  sweetheart  stay  behind, 

Far  away  in  the  Lorgans  from  me. 

Farewell,  my  joy  and  heart!  if  thou  and  I  must  part— 

Tho'  they  tell  me  thoit'rt  below  my  degree ; 
Yet,  thou  fairest  of  mankind,  I  will  never  change  my  mind— 

I'll  ne'er  love  man  but  thee !  " 
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The  reader  will  be  puzzled  to  understand  how  the  yerses  in  the  text  could  get 
mixed  up  with  matter  like  the  foregoing.  There  is  a  fifth  verse,  of  some  merit, 
•which  we  transfer  from  the  ballad  to  the  song,  because  it  seems  to  harmonize 
better  with  the  latter. 

"We  have  only  farther  to  record,  that  the  song — as  in  the  Museum,  was,  during 
the  regency  and  royalty  of  the  fourth  George,  brought  into  notice  through  the 
vocalism  of  the  renowned  Braham,  who  delighted  to  give  effect  to  its  fine  melody 
and  tender  sentiments.  We  put  Burns'  four  lines  in  brackets :  the  rest  of  the 
Bong  ia  by  some  older  hand.] 

The  winter  it  is  past,  and  the  summer's  come  at  last, 
And  the  little  birds,  they  sing  on  every  tree ; 

The  hearts  of  these  are  glad,  while  mine  is  very  sad, 
For  my  lover  is  parted  from  me. 

[The  rose  upon  the  breer,  by  the  waters  running  clear. 
May  have  charms  for  the  linnet  or  the  bee ; 

Their  little  loves  are  blest,  and  their  httle  hearts  at  rest, 
But  my  lover  is  parted  from  me.] 

My  love,  like  yonder  sun,  in  the  firmament  doth  run 

Ever  bright,  ever  constant  and  true ; 
But  his  is  Uke  the  moon  that  wanders  up  and  down. 

And  every  month  it  is  new. 

O  do  not  think  it  strange  that  the  world  I  would  range 

To  secure  for  my  soul  its  delight ; 
For,  bound  as  with  a  chain,  Love's  captive  I  remain. 

And  my  tears  are  the  dew-drops  of  Night. 

Ye  maidens  cross'd  in  love — and  the  cross  will  not  remove — 

Take  my  pity  for  the  pangs  ye  endure ! 
When  true-love's  unreturn'd,  let  the  poor  heart  break  un- 
mourn'd — 

In  the  kind  grave  Love  hath  its  cure* 
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BEHOLD  THE  FATAL  HOUR 

[At  page  350,  under  the  heading  "  Memoranda  of  pieces  erroneously  printed 
as  compositions  of  Burns,"  the  reader  will  find  (Articles  xiii.  and  xiv.)  special 
reference  to  a  literary  discovery  made  a  few  years  ago,  by  which  the  number 
of  Burns'  lyrics  were  lesssened  by  two.  Just  as  we  are  closing  the  Text  of  Ibo 
present  volume,  we  are  favoured  with  a  polite  communication  from  the 
gentleman  who  made  that  discovery — Mr.  James  Christie,  librarian  of  Dollar 
Institution — which  tells  the  interesting  fact  that,  in  the  same  old  periodical  in 
which  he  found  the  two  pieces  alluded  to,  {Edinburgh  Magazine  for  1774,)  Mi-. 
Christie  has  culled  out  of  a  straggling  poem  of  16  stanzas,  inserted  in  its 
"poet's  corner,"  the  following  beautiful  verses.  These  are  undoubtedly  the 
original  of  the  song — "Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive,"  given  at  page  95  of 
this  volume.  Burns  was  just  15  years  old  when  that  volume  of  the*  Magazine 
was  published :  he  must  have  obtained  possession  of  it,  and  it  is  surprising  to 
find  him  appropriating  so  very  freely,  in  three  of  his  lyrics,  the  ideas  and 
words  of  the  nameless  minsti'els  who  contributed  them  to  that  old  repository. 
The  copy  of  the  song  "  Behold  the  hour,"  sent  by  Burns  to  Clarlnda  in  17D1, 
approaches  even  closer  to  the  original  than  the  verses  supplied  to  Thomson 
in  1793.] 

Behold  the  fatal  hour  arrive, 

]Sric6,  my  Nic6,  ah  farewell ! 
Severed  from  thee  can  I  survive — 

From  thee  whom  I  have  loved  so  well  ? 
Endless  and  deep  shall  be  my  woes,. 

No  ray  of  comfort  shall  I  sec  : 
Sweet  Hope  !  O  soothe  me  to  repose, 

By  whispering  she  remembers  me  ! 

Along  the  solitary  shore 

I'll  wander,  pensive  and  alone. 
And  wild  re-echoing  rocks  implore 

To  tell  me  where  my  nymph  is  gone  I 
Of  Mce,  wheresoe'er  she  goes, 

The  fond  attendant  I  would  be. 
And  give  my  longing  soul  repose 

By  proof  that  she  remembers  me. 
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%*  To  enable  the  reader  to  find  with  ease  any  poem  or 
song  required,  this  United  General  Index  is  furnished  upon 
a  plan  not  exactly  adopted  by  any  former  Editor.  The  Titles 
of  the  pieces  are  given  in  ITALIC,  while  the  First  Lines,  and 
First  Lines  of  Choruses^  are  in  ROMAN  letters — the  whole 
being  rendered  together,  alphabetically. 
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A  Bard's  Epitaph,        -           -           -  -     i  1 3 1 

A  Bottle  and  a  Friend^         -           -  •          ii  286 

A  Dedication  to  G****  jy*******^  ^sq.,  -     i  98 
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Al  fig  for  those  by  law  protected,           -  -    ii  186 
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A  Highland  lad  my  Love  was  bom,       -  -    ii  181 

A  Lassie  all  alone  was  making  her  moan,  -          ii  5 

A  little,  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight,  -    ii  276 

A  Mother's  Lament  for  the  Death  of  her  Son,  -            i  258 
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A  Prayer^  in  the  prospect  of  Death,  -           »     i  87 

d  Prayer,  under  the  pressure  of  violent  anguish,  i  176 

yl  red,  red  Rose,           -           -  -           -    ii  4 

A  rose-bud  by  my  early  walk,          -  -          i  230 

A  slave  to  love's  unbounded  sway,  -          -    ii  244 

^  tuaukrife  Minnie^             -           -  -           i  266 

^  Winter  Night,            -           -  -           -     i  1 69 

A' the  lads  o' Thornie-bank,           -  -          i  219 

A'  ye  "wha  live  by  sowps  o'  drink,  -           -     i  95 

Accept  the  gift  a  friend  sincere,       -  -          ii  399 

j^dam  Armour^ s  Prayer^             -  -           -    ii  294 

Address  of  Beelzebub  to  President  of  Highland  Society,    ii  297 

 spoken  by  Miss  Fontenelle  on  her  benefit-night,    ii  159 

 to  a  Potatoe^     -           -  -           -    ii  350 

 to  an  illegitimate  Child,          -  -          ii  1 88 

 to  Edinburgh,    -           -  -           -     i  1 8 1 

 to  General  Dumourier^          -  -          ii  281 

 to  the  Deil,       -            -  -           -     i  26 

 to  the  Shade  of  Thomson,       -  -           i  35^ 

 to  the  Toothache,            -  -           -    ii  I45 

 to  the  Unco  Guid,  or  Rigidly  Righteous,  i  1 62 

 to  the  Woodlarh,            -  -           -    ii  53 

Adieu!  a  heart-warm,  fond  adieu,     -  -         i  127 

Admiring  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace,  -           -     i  371 

Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander,  -  -          ii  93 

Ae  day,  as  Death,  that  gruesome  carl,  -           -    ii  199 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever,      -  -          i  294 

Afton  Water,               -           -  -           -     i  319 

Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees,            -  -          i  191 

Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time,  -           -     i  178 

Ah,  Chloris,  since  it  may  na  be,       -  -         ii  323 

Ah!  wae  is  me,  my  mother  dear,  -           -    ii  391 

All  devil  as  I  am,  a  damned  wretch,  -         ii  252 

All  hail !  inexorable  lord,         -  -           -     i  90 

Altho'  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o'  the  siller,  -  i  296 

Altho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa',    -  -           -    ii  35 

Altho'  my  bed  were  in  yon  muir,      -  -         ii  253 

Although  thou  maun  never  be  mine,  -           -    ii  8 1 

Amang  the  trees  where  humming  bees  -          ii  285 

Among  the  heathy  hills  and  ragged  woods,  -     i  373 
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An'  Charlie,  he 's  my  darling,  -  -  ii      1 4 

An  Extempore  Effusion  on  being  appointed  to  the  Excise^  ii  277 
An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest,  -  -    ii  i66 

An'  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet,    -  -  -  i  232 

An'  O  for  ane-and-twenty.  Tarn, 
An'  O  !  my  Eppie  - 
An  somebodie  were  come  again, 
An  ye  had  been  whare  I  hae  been,  - 
Ance  crowdie,  twice  crowdie,    -  -  - 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 
And  maun  I  still  on  Menie  doat 
j4nd  Tve  daurna  gae  doun  to  the  broom  ony  mair^ 
Andrenu  Turner,     -  -  -  - 

Anna,  thy  charms  my  bosom  fire, 
Ansiver  to  a  trimming  Epistle  from  a  Tailor, 
As  cauld  a  wind  as  ever  blew,    -  -  - 

As  down  the  burn  they  took  their  way. 
As  father  Adam  first  was  fool'd, 
As  I  cam^  doun  by  yon  castle  nvd^ 
As  I  came  o'er  the  Cairney  mount, 
As  I  gaed  down  the  water-side, 
As  I  gaed  up  by  yon  gate-end,  -  -  - 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower. 
As  I  was  a  wand' ring  ae  morning  in  spring, 
As  I  was  a  luandWing,        -  -  - 

As  1  was  walking  ae  May  morning, 
As  1  was  walking  up  the  street, 
As  J  <was  ivandering  on  a  midsummer  evenings 
As  I  ivent  out  ae  May  morning, 
As  Mailie,  an'  her  lambs  thegither, 
As  on  the  banks  o'  wandering  Nith, 
As  Tam  the  Chapman  on  a  day, 
Ask  why  God  made  the  gem  so  small, 
At  Brownhill  we  always  get  dainty  good  cheer,  - 
Auld  chuckie  Reekie's  sair  distrest,  - 
Auld  comrade  dear  and  brither  sinner, 
Auld  Langsyne^       _  _  _  _ 

Auld  Rob  Morris^         -  - 
Aivd,  Whigs,  awa^  -  _  - 

Awa'  wi'  your  belles  and  your  beauties,  - 
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Awa'  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  alarms,  ^    li  79 

Ay  Wauliin^  0,             -           -  -     i  24O    ii  356 

B 

Ballads  on  the  Dumfries  Burghs  Election,  -  ii  2 1 9-3 1 7 

Bannocks  o'  bear  meal,  bannocks  0'  barley,    -  ii  33 

Beauteous  rose-bud,  young  and  gay,  -           -     i  363 

Before  I  saw  Clarinda's  face,           -  -         ii  3 1 3 

Behind  yon  hills  where  Stinchar  flows,  -           -     i  188 

Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive,      -  -          ii  95 

Below  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes,  -           -     i  129 

Bess  and  her  spinning  tuheel,  -           -  -           i  302 

Beiuare  0' bonie  Ann,     -           -  -           -     i  24O 

Beyond  thee,  dearie           -          -  -           i  274 

Bless  Jesus  Christ,  O  Cardoness,  -           -    ii  330 

Blest  be  M'Murdo  to  his  latest  day,  -  -          ii  373 

Blink  o'er  the  hurn^  sweet  Betty ^  -  -           -    ii  359 

Blythe,  blythe,  and  merry  was  she,    -  -          i  226 

Blythe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill,    -  -           -    ii  55 

Blythe  nvas  she,       -           -  -           i  226 

Bonie  Bell,       -           -           -  -           -     i  32 1 

Bonle  Castle  Gordon,            -           -  i2i4  iil2l 

Bonle  Dundee,  -           -           -  -i2C2ii356 

Bonle  Jean,            -           -           -  -          ii  91 

Bonie  lassie,  will  ye  go,            -  -           -     i  206 

Bonie  Lesley^           -           -           -  -          ii  44 

Bonie  Peggy  Ramsay,     -           -  -  -ii245 

Bonie  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing,    -  -          i  292 

Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes,  -           -     i  379 

Bright  ran  thy  line,  O  Galloway,      -  -          ii  283 

Burns'  Lament  for  Mary^           -  -           -    ii  346 

But  lately  seen,  in  gladsome  green,    -  -          ii  3  5 

But  rarely  seen  since  Nature's  birth,  -           -    ii  338 

But  warily  tent,  when  ye  come  to  court  me,  -          ii  59 

Buy  braw  troggin,         -           -  -           -    ii  389 

By  Allan  stream  I  chanced  to  rove,  -  -          ii  57 

By  love  and  by  beauty,             -  -           -     i  263 

By  Ochtertyre  grows  the  aik,           -  -          i  226 

By  stately  to w'r  or  palace  fair,    -  -           -     i  157 

By  yon  castle  wa'  at  the  close  of  the  day,      -  i  283 
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Ca'  the  Ewes  to  the  knowes,     -  -    i  256    ii  99 

Caledonia^  -            -           -           -  -  iilI7 

Can  I  cease  to  care,      -          -  -          -    ii  1 1 1 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katie  ?  -         ii  69 
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Cauld  blaws  the  wind  frae  east  to  west,  -           -     i  2 1 3 

Cauld  Kail  in  Aberdeen^        -           -  -          ii  3  5  8 
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D 
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Fair  the  face  of  orient  day,        -           -  '   -    ii  2 1 6 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  banks,  -         ii  1 1 4 

False  flatterer,  Hope,  away,      -           -  -    ii  133 
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Fareivell  to  Ayrshire,           -           -  -          ii  347 
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First  when  Maggy  was  my  care,             -  -     i  250 
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0  blaw,  ye  westlin  winds ^  hlaw  saft^        -  -    "  347 

O  bonie  was  yon  rosy  brier,            -           -  ii  1 1 3 
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O  cam'  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun,  -           -     i  264 

O  can  ye  labour  lea,  young  man,       -  i  324    ii  343 

O  can  ye  sew  cushions,  -           -    ii  19 

O  could  I  give  thee  India's  wealth,  -          ii  372 

O  Death,  hadst  thou  but  spar'd  his  life,  -           -     i  128 

O  Death  !  thou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody,  -           i  335 

0  for  ane-and-tiventy^  Tam^         -  -           -     i  300 

O  for  him  back  again !        -           -  -          i  2C}8 

O  gie  my  love  brose,  brose,        -  -           -    ii  54s 

0  gin  ye  ivere  dead,  Gudeman,            -  -          ii  ^ 

O  Goudie  !  terror  of  the  Whigs,  -           -    ii  1 9  ? 

O  gude  ale  comes,  and  gude  ale  goes,  -          ii  241 

O  how  can  I  be  blythe  and  glad,  -           -     i  281? 

O  how  shall  I,  unskilfu'  try,            -  -          i  296 

O  John  come  kiss  me  now,  now,  now,  -           -     i  276 

O  Kenmure's  on  and  awa',  Willie  !  -  -          i  301 

O  ken  ye  what  Meg  o*  the  Mill  has  gotten  ?  ii  88    ii  245 

O,  Lady  Mary  Ann  looks  o'er  the  castle  wa',      -     i  313 

O  lassie,  art  thou  sleeping  yet,          -  -          ii  108 

O  lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass,       -  -           -    ii  244 

O  leave  novels,  ye  Mauchline  belles !  ii  116    ii  237 

O  leeze  me  on  my  spinning-wheel,      ,  -           -     i  302 

O  let  me  in  this  ae  night,    -           -  -          ii  109 

O  Logan,  sweetly  didst  thou  glide,  -           -    ii  89 

O  Lord,  since  we  have  feasted  thus,  -          ii  324 

O  Lord,  when  hunger  pinches  sore,  -           -    ii  324 

O  Luve  will  venture  in  where  it  daurna  weel  be  seen,     i  30S 

O  lowse  my  right  hand  free,  he  says,  -           -    ii  290 

O  lovely  Polly  Stewart,       -           -  -          ii  32 

O  Mally's  meek,  Mally's  sweet,  -  -          -    ii  247 

O  Mary,  at  thy  window  be,  -           -  -         ii  8t 

O  May,  thy  morn  was  ne'er  sae  sweet,  -           -    ii  2  6 

O  meikle  do  I  rue,  fause  love,          -  -          ii  3^4. 

O  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  beauty,  -           -     i  2'"'7 

O  merry  hae  I  been  teethin'  a  heckle,  -  12c'; 

O  mirk,  mirk  is  this  midnight  hour^  -           -    ii  47 

O  mount  and  go,    -           -           -  -  1-^47 

O  my  luve's  like  a  red,  red  rose,  -           -    £  *f 

O  once  I  lov'd  a  bonie  lass.             -  -          ii  235 

O  Philly,  happy  be  that  day,      -  -          -    ii  105 
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O  Poortith  cauld,  and  restless  love,  -  -     .    ii  49 

O  raging  fortune's  withering  blast,  -           -    ii  250 

O  rattlin',  roarin*  Willie,     -           -  -          i  233 

O  rough,  rude,  ready-witted  R******^  -          -     i  120 

O  sad  and  heavy  should  I  part,        -  -          ii  23 

O  saw  ye  bonie  Lesley,            -  -           -    ii  44 

O  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ?       -          i  290 

O  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ?   -  -           -    ii  100 

O  sing  a  new  song  to  the  L  -  -          ii  410 

O  some  will  court  and  compliment,  -           -     i  277 

O  stay,  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  stay !  -  "53 

O  steer  her  up  and  haud  her  gaun,  -           -    ii  237 

O  sweet  be  thy  sleep  in  the  land  of  the  grave,  ii  326 

O  tell  na  me  o'  wind  and  rain,    -  -           -    ii  109 

O  that  I  had  ne'er  been  married,      -  -          ii  246 

O  that's  the  lassie  6'  my  heart,    -  -           -    ii  73 

O  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie,    -           -  -          ii  77 

O  Thou  dread  Pow'r,  who  reign'st  above  !  -     i  174 

O  Thou  great  Being !  what  Thou  art,  -          i  176 

O  Thou,  in  whom  we  live  and  move,  -           -    ii  228 

O  thou  pale  Orb,  that  silent  shines,  -  -          i  78 

O  Thou,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend,  -           -     i  177 

O  Thou  unknown,  Almighty  Cause,  -          i  87 

O  thou,  whatever  title  suit  thee  !  -           -     i  26 

O  Thou,  who  kindly  dost  provide,   -  -         ii  1 66 

O  thou  whom  Poetry  abhors !     -  -           -    ii  206 

O  Tibbie !  I  hae  seen  the  day,        -  -  1235 

O  wha  is  she  that  lo'es  me,        -  -           -    ii  73 

O  wat  ye  wha's  in  yon  town,           -  -         ii  2  5 

O  wat  ye  what  my  minnie  did  ?  -  -           -    ii  343 

O  were  I  on  Parnassus  hill,            -  -          i  250 

O  were  my  love  yon  lilac  fair,    -  -           -    ii  90 

O  wert  thou,  love,  but  near  me,       -  -          ii  iio 

O  wha  my  babie-clouts  will  buy  ?  -           -     i  260 

O  wha  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  House,  -          ii  370 

O  whar  did  ye  get  that  hauver-meal  bannock,      -     i  202 

O  when  she  cam  ben  she  bobbed  fu'  law,      -  i  299 

O  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad,      i  204    ii  58 

O  why  should  Fate  sic  pleasure  have,  -           -    ii  50 

O  why  the  deuce  should  I  repine,    -  -         ii  1 1 5 
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O  Willie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maut,            -  -     i  268 

O  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ?  1238 

O  ye  wha  are  sae  guid  yoursel,  -           -  -     i  162 

O  ye  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains,  -           i  I'^o 

Ode,  sacred  to  the  memory  of  Mrs.  of  ,  -     i  333 

O'er  the  mist-shrouded  cliffs,            -  -          ii  346 

OVr  the  muir  amang  the  heather ^   -           -  -    ii  358 

O'er  the  ivater  to  Charlie.^      -           -  -           i  229 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw,          -  -     i  248 

Of  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  peace,  -  ii  126 

Of  lordly  acquaintance  you  boast,           -  -    ii  331 

Oh  a'  ye  pious  godly  flocks,            -  -          ii  1 90 

Oh !  had  each  Scot  of  ancient  times,     -  -    ii  201 

Oh,  had  the  malt  thy  strength  of  mind,  -         ii  167 

Oh,  I  am  come  to  the  low  countrie,       -  -    ii  40 

Oh,  Jenny's  a'  weet,  poor  body,       -  -          ii  1 1 

Oh,  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  shew,    -  -     i  382 

Oh  Thou,  wha  in  the  heavens  dost  dwell !  -          ii  195 

Oh,  wert  thou  in  the  cauld  blast,            -  -    ii  1 2  5 

Old  winter,  with  his  frosty  beard,     -  -          ii  158 

On  a  bank  of  flowers  in  a  summer  day,    -  -     i  243 

On  a  Country  Laird,            -           -  -          ii  330 

On  a  National  Thanksgiving  for  a  Naval  Victory,  ii  334 

On  a  Scotch  Bard  gone  to  the  West  Indies,  -     i  95 

On  an  Empty  Fellow^           -           -  -          ii  331 

On  Burns'  horse  being  impounded,  -           -  "  3  3  9 

On  Cessnock  banks  a  lassie  dwells,    -  -          ii  254 

On  Chloris  being  ill,        -           -           -  -    ii  1 1 1 

On  Commissary  Goldie's  Brains,         -  -          ii  333 

On  Dining  ivith  Lord  Daer,        -           -  -    ii  131 

On  hearing  Sermon  in  Lamington  Kirk,  -          ii  330 

On  Miss  Jessy  Leivars^  Recovery^           -  -    ii  338 

On  Mr.  M'Murdo,             -           -  -          ii  373 

On  peace  and  rest  my  mind  was  bent,     -  -    ii  240 

On  readings  in  a  Neivspaper^  the  Death  of  J.  M^L.,      i  365 

On  scaring  some  Waterfowl  in  Loch-Turit,  -           i  370 

On  seeing  a  ivounded  Hare,          -            -  "     i  3  5  7 

On  the  Birth  of  a  Posthumous  Child,  -  -            i  374 

On  the  Death  of  a  Favourite  Child,           -  -    ii  326 

On  the  Death  of  a  Lap-dog,  named  Echo,  -          ii  1 6 1 
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On  the  Death  of  Sir  James  Hunter  Blair ^  -  -  .  ii  139 

On  the  Illness  of  a  Favourite  Child,  -  -  ii  326 
On  the  late  Capt.  Grose^s  Peregrinations  thro^  Scotland^     i  360 

On  the  seas  and  far  a\yay,         -           -  -    ii  98 

On  Willie  Chalmers,             -           -           -  ii  304 

On  ivindoiv  of  an  Inn  at  Stirling,             -  -    ii  309 

On  windoiv  of  Cross- Kefs  Inn,  Falkirk,         -  ii  309 

Once  fondly  lov'd,  and  still  remember'd  dear,  -    ii  131 

One  night  as  I  did  wander,  -           -           -  ii  259 

One  Queen  Artemisa,  as  old  stories  tell,  -     i  129 

Open  the  door  to  me^  oh!       -           -           -  1382 

Oppress'd  with  grief,  oppressed  with  care,  -  i  81 
Orthodox!  orthodox! — wha believe  in  John  Knox,    ii  209 

Our  thrissles  flourish'd  fresh  and  fair,      -  -     i  255 

Out  over  the  Forth,  I  look  to  the  north,       -  ii  13 

P 

Pastoral  Verses  to  Clarinda,       -           -  -    ii    3 1 3 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare,            -  ii  278 

Per  Contra  to  Epitaph  for  Tarn  Samson^    -  -     i  168 

Phillis  the  fair,        -           -           -           -  ii  94 

Philly  and  Willie,          -           -           -  -iii05 

Poem  on  Pastoral  Poetry,     -           -           -  ii  171 

Poetical  Inscription  for  an  Altar  to  Independence,  -    ii  165 

Pompey^s  Ghost,      -            -            -            -  ^^359 

Poor  Mailie's  Elegy,      -            -           -  -     i  32 

Postcript  to  W.  S  «,  Ochiltree,     -           -  i    1 1 7 

Powers  celestial !  whose  protection,        -  -    ii  28 

Pretty  Peg,            -           -                       -  ii  325 

Prologue,  spoken  at  the  Theatre,  Dumfries,  -    ii    1 50 

 ,  spoken  by  Mr.  Woods  on  his  Benefit  night,     ii  204 

Prose  history  of  the  Whistle,        -           -  -     i  279 

Prudence,  -  -  -  -  -  ii233 
Psalmody  on  George  Third^s  restoration  from  illness,      ii  410 

R 

Raging  Fortune,            -           -           -  -11250 

Rantin',  roving  Rolin,           -           -           -  ii  260 
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Rash  mortal,  and  slanderous  Poet,  thy  name,  -    ii  309 

Rattlin,  roartn   Wi/Iie,         -            -  -            i  233 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing,  -           -  1224 

Remorse.— Fragment^       -           -  -          ii  126 

Reply  to  a  reproof ^         -           -  -  -ii3io 

Revered  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart,  -          ii  1 3  7 

Right,  Sir !  your  text  I'll  prove  it  true,  -           -     i  1 5  5 

Rob  Mossgielj         -           -           -  iili6ii  237 

Robin  shure  in  hair st^     -            -  -  -ii236 

Robin  was  a  rovin'  boy,       -           -  -          ii  260 

Rusticity's  ungainly  form,          -  -           -    ii  306 

S 

Sae  fair  her  hair,  sae  brent  her  brow,  -           -    ii  3  5 1 

Sae  far  awa^          -           -           -  -          ii  2  3 

Sae  flaxen  were  her  ringlets,      -  -           -    ii  1 9 

Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonly,  -           -  -           i  207 

Sad  bird  of  night,  what  sorrow  calls  thee  forth,     -    ii  288 

Sad  thy  tale,  thou  idle  page,             -  -           i  365 

Saiu  ye  my  Phely^          -           -  -           -    ii  1 00 

Say,  sages,  what's  the  charm  on  earth,  -          ii  338 

Scenes  of  woe,  and  scenes  of  pleasure,  -           -    ii  347 

Scotch  Drink,          -            -            -  -           i  8 

Scots  Prologue^  for  Mr.  Sutherland's  Benefit  night,  -    ii  2  22 

Scots!  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled,    -  -          ii  63 

Scroggam,         -            -            -  -            -    ii  24O 

Searching  auld  wives'  barrels,           -  -          ii  277 

Second  Epistle  to  Davie^  a  brother  poet,  -           -    ii  127 

See!  the  smoking  bowl  before  us,     -  -          ii  186 

Sensibility,  how  charming,         -  -           -     i  287 

Sent  to  a  Gentleman  'whom  he  had  offended,  -          ii  161 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing,      -  -           -    ii  86 

She's  aye,  aye  sae  blythe,  sae  gay,     -  -          ii  402 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of         -  -            -    ii  1 9 

She's  fair  and  fause  that  causes  my  smart,  -          i  326 

Shelah  O'Neil,  -           -            -  -  -11350 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot,  -  -          ii  8 

Sic  a  reptile  was  Wat,  -           -  -           -    ii  229 

Sic  a  'wife  as  Willie  had^        _            _  -            i  3  ^  2 
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Simmer's  a  pleasant  time,           -           -  -     i  240 

Sing,  hey  my  braw  John  Highlandman  !        -  ii  181 

Sing  on,  sweet  thrush,  upon  the  leafless  bough,  -    ii  157 

Sir,  as  your  mandate  did  request,       -           -  ii  128 

Sir,  o'er  a  gill  I  gat  your  card,   -           -  -    ii  269 

Sir  Wisdom's  a  fool  when  he's  fou,  -           -  ii  179 

Sketchy             -           -            -           -  -    ii  276 

Sketch. — Neiv  Tear's  Day,  1 79O. — To  Mrs.  Dunlop^    ii  I  50 

Sleep'st  thou,  or  wak'st  thou,  fairest  creature,  -  ii  loi 

Slow  spreads  the  gloom  my  soul  desires,  -  -    ii  346 

Some  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end,  -           -  i  I37 

Some  hae  meat  and  canna  eat,    -           -  -    "  335 

Song.,  composed  In  August ^      -           -           -  i  124 

Sonnet^  on  the  Death  of  Robert  Riddel.,  Esq.,  -    ii  1 63 

Sonnet,  ivritien  on  the  Birth-day  of  the  Author,  ii  1 5  7 

Sound  be  his  sleep,  and  bly the  his  morn,  -  -    ii  309 

Spare  me  thy  vengeance,  Galloway,  -           -  ii  284 

Stan%as,  in  early  life.,  at  the  plough.,           -  -    ii  391 

Stan%asonsameoccasionas^^Aprayerinprospectofdeath,^''  i  172 

Stay,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me,            -  i  210 

Still  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  favour,  -    ii  159 

Stop,  passenger !  my  story's  brief,     -          -  i  33^ 

Stop  Thief!  dame  Nature  cried  to  Death,  -    ii  332 

Strathallan^s  Lament^           -           -           -  i  2 1 1 

Streams  that  glide  in  orient  plains,          -  -    ii  1 2 1 

Such  a  parcel  of  Rogues  in  a  Nation^  -           -  i  3I4 

Suppressed  Stan%as  of    The  Vision^^         -  -    i  159 

S'wearing  Burton,    -           -           -           -  ii334 

Sweet  closes  the  evening  on  Craigieburn  Wood,  -     i  274 

Sweet  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigieburn,    -           -  ii  52 

Sweet  flow'ret,  pledge  o'  meikle  love,      -  -     i  374 

Sweet  naivete  of  feature,      -           -           -  ii  322 

Sweetest  May  let  love  inspire  thee,         -  -    ii  243 

Symon  Gray,         -           -           -           •  ii  308 


Talk  not  of  love,  it  gives  me  pain,         -  -     i  228 

Talk  not  to  me  of  savages,  -  -  -  11  337 


(    469  ) 


Vol.  Page 


Tarn  Glen^        «           -           -  -           -     i  271 

Tarn  Lin,  -           -           -           -  -          ii  354 

Tarn  0'  Shanfer. — A  Tale,           -  -           -     i  349 

Tarn  the  Chapman^  -           -           -  -  11334 

Tarn  Samson  s  Elegy  ^      -            -  -  -I165 

Tarn  Samson's  weel-worn  clay  here  lies,  -          1  168 

That  there  Is  falsehood  In  his  looks,  -           -    11  273 

The  anstuer  to  the  Gudeivtfe  of  Wauchope-House,  11  134 
The  auld farmer's  salutation  to  his  auld  mare^  Maggie,    1  61 

The  auld  man  he  cam'  over  the  lea,  -  -          11    3  5 1 

The  Author's  earnest  cry  and  prayer,  -           -     i  12 

The  bairns  gat  out  wl'  an  unco  shout,  -  1325 

The  Banks  0'  Doon^       -           -  -           -     i    3 1 0 

The  Banks  of  Nith,  -           -           -  -           i  271 

The  Banks  of  the  Devon,            -  -           -     1  220 

The  Battle  of  Sherra-Moor,  -           -  -           1  264 

The  Beds  0'  stueet  roses^             -  -  ""357 

The  Belles  of  Mauchline,       -           -  -          11  I16 

The  Birks  of  Aherfeldy,              -  -            -     1  2o6 

The  Black-Headed  Eagle,  -          -  -         11  344 

The  Blathrie  o't,            -            -  -           -11  357 

The  blude-red  rose  at  Yule  may  blaw,  -          i  227 

The  hlue-eyed  Lassie,      -           -  -           -     1  270 

The  bonie,  bonie  lass,             -           -  -          11  245 

The  bonie  lad  that's  far  aiva',       -  -           -     1    2  8  5 

The  bonie  lass  made  the  bed  to  me,       -  -          11      2 1 

The  bonie  Lass  of  Albany,           -  -           -    11  401 

The  bonie  Moor-Hen,            -           -  -  "275 

The  bonie  <wee  thing,       -           -  -  -I202 

The  boniest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw,       -  -          11  30 

The  Book-Worms,          -           -  -  -II331 

The  Braes  0'  Ballochmyle,     -           -  -           i  259 

The  branv  *wooer,           -           -  -           -    11  74 

The  Brigs  of  Ayr,  -           -           -  -           1    1 43 

The  Calf  i  155 

The  Captain's  Lady,            -           -  -           1  247 

The  Captive  Ribband,     -           -  -           -     1    2  5 1 

The  cardin'  o't,                    -           -  -          11      1 7 

The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen,  -                i  259 

The  Chevalier's  Lament,        -            -  -          ii  72 
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The  Collier's  bonie  lassie,       -           -  -          ii  358 

The  Cooper  o'  Cuddy  cam'  here  awa',    -  -    ii     1 6 

The  Cotter^ s  Saturday  Night,             -  -           i  65 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns,          -  -     i  244 

The  Dean  of  Faculty,           -           -  -          ii  284 

The  Death  and  Dying  Words  of  Poor  Mailie,  -     i  30 

The  de'il  cam'  fiddling  thro'  the  town,  -           i  3^7 

The  de'iVs  aivc^  ivV  th^  Exciseman^          -  -     i  327 

The  Deuks  dang  o'er  my  Daddie^        -  -           i  3  2  5 

The  devil  got  notice  that  Grose  was  a-dying,       -    ii  214 

The  Dumfries  Volunteers^      -            -  -          ii  123 

The  Five  Carlines,         -           -           -  -ii2i9 

The  Fareivell,         -           -           -  -          ii  300 

The  Farewell. — To  St.  Jameses  Lodge,  Tarbolton^   -     i  127 

The  Fete  Champetre,.           -           -  -          ii  370 

The  First  Psalm,           -           -           -  -     i  ^75 

The  first  six  Verses  of  the  Ninetieth  Psalm,  -           i  1 7  7 

The  flower  it  blaws,  it  fades,  it  fa's,        -  -    ii  32 

The  fourteenth  of  October,              -  -          ii  358 

The  friend  whom  wild  from  wisdom's  way,  -    ii  161 

The  gallant  Weaver,             -           -  -           i  322 

The  Gardener  luV  his paidle,        -           -  -     i  242 

The  gloomy  night  is  gath'ring  fast,    -  -           i  I93 

The  gowden  lochs  of  j^nna,           -            -  -    ii  2  2  4 

The  greybeard,  old  wisdom,  may  boast  of  his  treasures,  ii  227 

The  heather  was  blooming,  the. meadows  were  mawn,  ii  275 

The  henpecli  d  Husband,               -            -  -    ii  207 

The  Hermit  of  Aherfeldy,      -           -  -          ii  376 

The  Highland  Balou,      -           -           -  -"33 

The  Highland  lassie,  0,         -           -  -           i  208 

The  Highland  Widoiu^s  Lament,  -           -  -    ii  40 

The  Holy  Fair,       -            -           -  -           ^  ^9 

The  Hopeless  Lover,      -           -           -  -    ii  78 

The  Humble  petition  of  Bruar  Water,  -  -           i  3^7 

The  Inventory,  -            -            -  -iii28 

The  Jolly  Beggars,  -           -           -  -  iil76 

The  Joyful  Widoiver,     -           -           -  -i20I 

The  King's  most  humble  servant,  I,  -  -         ii  228 

The  Kirk's  Alarm,        -            -           -  -    ii  209 

The  kirk  and  state  may  join  and  tell,  -          ii  225 
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The  Laddies  by  the  banks  o'  Nith,         -  -    ii  316 

The  Lament. — On  the  issue  of  a  friend's  amour ^ 
The  lamp  of  day,  with  ill-presaging  glare, 
The  Land  d  the  Leal,  - 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  jumpin  John, 
The  lass  0'  Ballochmyle^        _  ■  - 

The  lass  of  Ecclefechan,  -  -  -  - 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me^ 
The  last  braw  bridal  I  was  at, 
The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor,  - 
The  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
The  Lochmahen  Harper,        -  _  _ 

The  Lord  0'  Gordon  has  three  daughters^  - 
The  lovely  lass  of  Inverness, 
The  lover's  morning  salute  to  his  mistress.^  - 
The  ^  Loyal  Natives,^  _  _  - 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  plac'd. 
The  Mauchline  Lady,  -  -  - 

The  Merry  Ploughman,  -  -  - 

The  night  was  still,  and  o*er  the  hill. 
The  noble  Maxwells  and  their  powers,  - 
The  Ordination.,       -  -  -  - 

The  Ploughman  he's  a  bonie  lad. 

The  poor  man  weeps — here  G  n  sleeps,  - 

The  poor  Thresher.^         _  -  _  _ 

The  Posie.^  -  -  -  - 

The  Rantin  dog.,  the  Daddie  oU,  -  -  - 

The  rantin  Laddie,  -  -  -  - 

The  Reel  0'  Stumpie,       -  -  -  - 

The  rights  of  Woman,  -  -  - 

The  Robin  and  the  W ren,  -  - 

The  Robin  s  Tule  Sang.,         _  -  - 

The  Ronalds  of  the  Bennals.,        -  «  - 

The  RoivinU  in  her  apron^     _  _  - 

The  Ruined  Farmer^      -  -  -  - 

The  Ruined  Maid^s  Lament,  -  -  - 

The  Selkirk  Grace^         _  _  _  > 

The  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough,  - 
The  Slave's  Lament,       -  -  -  - 

The  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leaves  returning. 
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The  smiling  spring  comes  in  rejoicing,  -           -     i  321 

The  solemn  League  and  Covenant,  -  -          ii  336 

The  Song  of  Death,        -            -  -           -     i  3 1 8 

The  Sprig  of  Sloe-Thorn,       -           -  -          ii  350 

The  sun  had  clos'd  the  winter-day,  -           -     i  44 

The  sun  he  is  sunk  in  the  west,        -  -  "395 

The  Tarbolton  Lasses,    -            -  -           -    ii  396 

The  Taylor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a',            i  239 

The  Taylor  he  cam'  here  to  sew,  -           -    ii  36 

The  Tears  I  Shed,   -           -           -  -           i  292 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea,  -            -    i  271 

The  tither  morn,  when  I  forlorn,      -  -          i  293 

The  Toast. — Inscribed  on  a  Goblet^  -           -    ii  3  3  8 

The  Tree  of  Liberty^             -           -  -          ii  4O4 

The  ttua  Dogs,              -            -  -           -     i  i 

The  tzua  Herds,  or  the  Holy  Tulzie,   -  -          ii  1 90 

The  Vision,       -           -           -  -  i44ii57 

The  F'oivels,           -           -           -  -  ii289 

The  wean  wants  a  cradle,          -  -           -    ii  247 

The  iveary  Pund     Toiv,      -           -  -           i  297 

The  Whistle^     -           -           -  -           -     i  279 

The  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills,  -           i  345 

The  Winter  of  Life,        -           -  -           -    ii  35 

The  winter  it  is  past,  and  the  summer  comes  at  last,    ii  412 

The  Wintry  West  extends  his  blast,  -           -     i  86 

The  Toung  Highland  Rover,  -           -  -           i  2 1 4 

Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among,  -    ii  282 

Their  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle,           -  -         ii  76 

Then  gudewife,  count  the  lawin,  -           -     i  278 

Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher,      -  -          ii  80 

Then  up  wi't  a',  my  Ploughman  lad,  -           -     i  222 

Theniel  Menzie's  bonie  Mary,             -  -           i  2 1 8 

There  cam'  a  piper  out  o'  Fife,  -  -           "    "  343 

There  grows  a  bonie  brier  bush,        -  ii  37    ii  351 

There  lived  a  carl  in  Kellyburn  bra  s,  -           -     i  3 1 5 

There  was  a  bonie  lass,       -           -  -          ii  245 

There  was  a  lad  was  born  in  Kyle,  -           -    ii  260 

There  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  fair,    -  -          ii  91 

There  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg,  -           -     i  2 1 7 

There  was  a  wife  wonn'd  in  Cockpen,  -          ii  24O 
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There  was  an  auld  grey  Poussie  Baudrons,  -    ii  407 

There  was  five  carlines  in  the  south,  -          ii  2  1 9 

There  was  once  a  day,  but  old  Time  then  was  young,    ii  117 

There  was  three  kings  into  the  east,  -  1183 

There's  a  youth  in  this  city,  it  were  a  great  pity,  -     i  252 

There's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon  glen,  i  381 

There's  death  in  the  cup — sae  beware  !     -  -    ii  328 

There's  naethin'  like  the  honest  nappy,  -          ii  274 

There's  nane  that's  blest  of  human  kind,  -  -    ii  286 

There's  news,  lasses,  news,  -           -  -          ii  246 

There's  nought  but  care  on  ev'ry  han',     -  -     i  1 90 

There's  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  gudeman,  -          ii  7 

There's  three  true  gude  fellows,             -  -    ii  18 

ThereUl  never  he  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame^  -           i  283 

They  snool  me  sair,  and  haud  me  down,  -  -     i  300 

Thickest  night,  surround  my  dwelling !  -          i  2 1 1 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  fair,     -           -  -    ii  56 

Thine  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair,      -  -          ii  167 

Third  Epistle  to  J,  Lapraik,       -           -  -    ii  262 

This  day.  Time  winds  th' exhausted  chain,  -          ii  150 

This  wot  ye  all  whom  it  concerns,          -  -    ii  1 3 1 

Tho'  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part,    -  -          i  210 

Tho'  women's  minds  like  winter  winds,  -  -     i  267 

Thou  flattering  mark  of  friendship  kind,  -          ii  296 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie,  thou  hast  left  me  ever,    ii  62 

Thou  ling'ring  star,  with  less'ning  ray,  -           i  262 

Thou  of  an  independent  mind,    -           -  -    ii  165 

Thou,  who  thy  honour  as  thy  God  rever'st,   -  i  348 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead,       -  i  3  3 1     ii  3 1 4 

Thou's  welcome,  wean,  mishanter  fa'  me,  -          ii  188 

Though  fickle  Fortune  has  deceiv'd  me,  -    ii  251 

Three  lines  addressed  to  John  Rankine,  -          ii  200 

Through  and  through  the  inspired  leaves,  -    ii  331 

Tibbie  Dunbar,        -           -           -  -           i  238 

Tibbie^  I  hae  seen  the  day^            -            ^  -     i  2  3  5 

'Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  friend,  ii  165 

To  a  Blackbird,             -    '       -     :       -  -     i  231 

To  a  Haggis,          -           -           m  ■  '  -           i  179 

To  a  Kiss,       -           -           -           -  -ii327 

To  a  Louse,            -           -           -  -           i  102 
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To  a  Mountain-Daisy^    -           -           -  -     i  88 

To  a  Mouse,           -           -           -           .  i  71 

To  a  Poetaster,             -           -           -  -    ii  308 

To  Captain  Riddel^  Glenriddel,           -           -  ii  277 

To  Chloris^       -           -           -           -  -iii65 

To  Collector  Mitchell,           -           -           -  ii  168 

To  Colonel  de  Peyster,    -           -            -  -iil69 

To  Crochallan  came,          -           -           -  ii  137 

To  daunton  me,  and  me  sae  young,         -  -     i  227 

To  Dr.  Blacklock^    -           -           -           -  ii  I47 

To  Dr.  Maxivell,  on  Miss  Jessy  Staig^s  recovery^  -    ii  1 64 

To  Gavin  Hamilton^  Esq.^  Mauchline,             -  ii  267 

To  John  M'Murdo^  Esq.,          -           -  -    ii  372 

To  J.  5****          -           -           -           -  i  34 

To  Miss  jiinsUe^  ivhile  looking  for  a  text  in  churchy  -    ii  307 

To  Miss  C* ********,  a  very  young  Lady,     -  i  3^3 

To  Miss  Ferrier,  enclosing  Elegy  on  Sir  J.  H.  Blair,  ii  4OO 

To  Miss  Fontenelle^  in  a  favourite  Character^  -    ii  322 

To  Miss  Graham  of  Fintry,  ivith  a  present  of  Songs,  ii  1 64 

To  Miss  Jessy  Leutmrs,  with  a  present  of  Booh,  -    ii  1 67 

To  Miss  L  ,  ivith  Beattie^s  Poems,          -  i  178 

To  Mr.  M'Adam^  of  Craigen-Gillan,        -  -    ii  269 

To  Mr.  Renton,  of  Lamerton,  near  Berivich.,    -  ii  308 

To  Mr.  Syme^  nvith  a  present  of  a  dozen  of  porter,  -    ii  167 

To  Mr.  Peter  Stuart,  publisher  of  "  The  Star,''  ii  32 1 

To  Riddel,  much  lamented  man,            -  -    ii  324 

To  7^*****  (^*****  ^  jtr*****^  Esq.^            -  i  342 

To  Robert  Graham,  Esq.,  of  Fintry,         -  -    ii  155 

To  Ruin,    -            -           -            -           -  i  90 

To  Mr.  Maxnvell  of  Terraughty^  on  his  Birth-day,  -    ii  279 

To  the  Oivl,            -           -           -            -  ii  288 

To  the  Rev.  John  M'Math.,        -           -  -    ii  264 

To  the  Weaver's  gin  ye  go,    -           -           -  i  203 

To  thee,  lov'd  Nith,  thy  gladsome  plains,     ii  287  ii  350 

To  William  Creech^  -           -           -           -  ii  271 

To  W.  S^'^'^'^'^n,  Ochiltree,          -           -  -     i  I13 

Tragic  Fragment,     -           -           -           -  ii  2^2 

True-hearted  was  he,  the  sad  swain  o'  the  Yarrow,  ii  48 

Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza,            -           -  i  30^ 

'Twas  even — the  dewy  fields  were  green,  -  -    ii  1 1 9 
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'Twas  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  isle,            -  i  i 

'Twas  in  the  seventeen  hundred  year,     -           -  ii  387 

'Twas  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin,       -  ii    1 1 2 

*Twas  on  a  Monday  morning,     -           -           -  ii     1 4 

*Twas  where  the  birch  and  sounding  thong  are  ply'd,  ii  289 

U 

Up  and  waur  them  a',  Jamie,      -           -           -  ii    3 1 6 

Up  in  the  morning  early ^        -           -           -  1213 

Up  wi' the  carls  of  Dysart,        -           -           -  i  323 

Upon  a  simmer  Sunday  morn,          -           -  i  ^9 

Upon  that  nighty  when  Fairies  light,        •»           -  i  52 


Verses  addressed  to  J.  Ranhine,          -           -  ii  188 

 intended  to  be  ivritten  beneath  an  EarVs  Picture^  ii  367 

 on  the  destruction  of  the  woods  near  Drumlanrig,  ii  378 

 to  Clarinda^  with  a  pair  of  Drinking  Glasses,  ii  232 

 to  John  Taylor^  -           -           -            -  ii  372 

 to  my  bed^     -  -  -  -  ii35I 

 ivritten  on  a  window  of  the  Inn  at  Carron,  ii  206 

 written  under  violent  grief             -           -  ii  399 

w 


Wae  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear*s  in  my  e'e,  -    ii  34 

Wae  worth  thy  power,  thou  cursed  leaf!  -          ii  301 

Wandering  Willie^          -           -           -  "^377 

Wantonness  for  ever  mair,    -           -  -          ii  1 3 

Wap  and  rowe,            -          -          -  -    ii  23 

Was  e'er  puir  Poet  sae  befitted,        -  -          ii  339 

We  are  na  fou,  we're  nae  that  fou,         -  -     i  268 

We  cam'  na  here  to  view  your  warks,  -         ii  206 

Weary  fa'  you,  Duncan  Gray,    -           -  -     i  221 

Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r,  -  -          i  88 

Wee,  sleeket,  cowran,  tim'rous  beastie,     -  -     i  71 

Wee  Willie  Gray,  an'  his  leather  wallet,  -          ii  238 

We'll  hide  the  Cooper  behind  the  door,  -  -    ii  1 5 

We'll  o'er  the  water,  we'll  o'er  the  sea,  -           i  229 
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We're  a*  noddin,  nid  nid  noddin,            -  -    ii  239 

Wha  is  that  at  my  bower  door  ?        -  -           i  291 

Wha  will  buy  my  troggin?         -           -  -    ii  389 

Whare  are  ye  gaun,  my  bonie  lass  ?   -  -           i  266 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad?         -  -     i  269 

Whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass?          -  -          i  303 

What  ails  ye  now,  ye  lousy  b  h,       -  -    ii  201 

What  can  a  young  lassie  do  ivV  an  auld  manP  -           i  284 

What  dost  thou  in  that  mansion  fair?      -  -    ii  283 

What  needs  this  din  about  the  town  o'  Lon'on,  ii  222 

What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  die,        -  -     i  2 1 2 

When  biting  Boreas j  fell  and  doure,  -  -          \  i6g 

When  by  a  generous  Public's  kind  acclaim,  -    ii  204 

When  chapmen  billies  leave  the  street,  -          i  3  5^ 

When  chill  November's  surly  blast,         -  -     i  83 

When  death's  dark  stream  I  ferry  o'er,  -          ii  138 

When  ,  deceased,  to  the  devil  went  down,    -    ii  226 

When  clouds  in  skies  do  come  together^  -  -          ii  351 

When  first  I  came  to  Stewart  Kyle,       -  -    ii  259 

When  first  I  saw  fair  Jeanie's  face,  -  -          ii  402 

When  first  my  brave  Johnny  lad  came  to  this  town,     i  277 

When  Guilford  good  our  Pilot  stood,       -  -     i  185 

When  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms,  -          i  232 

When  Januar'  wind  was  blawing  cauld,   -  -    ii  2 1 

When  lyart  leaves  bestrew  the  yird,  -  -          ii  176 

When  Nature  her  great  masterpiece  designed,  -    ii  141 

When  o'er  the  hill  the  eastern  star,  -  -          ii  84 

When  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers,     -  -     i  242 

When  she  cam  ben  she  bobbed^             -  -           i  299 

When  the  drums  do  beat,          -           -  -     i  247 

When  wild  War's  deadly  blast  was  blawn,  -          i  3^3 

When  Winter's  wind  was  blawing  cauld,  -    ii  403 

Where  are  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  morning,  ii  96 

Where,  braving  angry  winter's  storms,     -  -     i  234 

Where  Cart  rins  rowin'  to  the  sea,    -  -          i  322 

Wherefore  sighing  art  thou,  Phillis  ?       -  -    ii  27 

While  at  the  stook  the  shearers  cow'r,  -          ii  264 

While  briers  an'  woodbines  budding  green,  -     i  104 

While  Europe's  eye  is  fixed  on  mighty  things,  ii  156 

While  larks  with  little  wing,            -  -          ii  94 
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While  new-ca'd  kye  rowte  at  the  stake,  -  -     i  109 

While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood,  -          i  35^ 

While  winds  frae  off  Ben-lomond  blaw,  -  -     i  73 

Whistle,  an  Til  come  to  you  my  lad^     -  i  204    ii  5^ 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o^t^  -           -           -  -     i  250 

Whoe'er  he  be  that  sojourns  here,     -  -         ii  205 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  O  reader,  know,         -  -     i  1 30 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  these  lines  now  reading,  -          ii  376 

Whom  will  ye  send  to  London  town,      -  -    ii  382 

Whose  is  that  noble,  dauntless,  brow  \  -          ii  367 

Why  alnvays  Bacon  ?      -           -           -  ""339 

Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  ?  -          i  172 

Why  should  we  idly  waste  our  prime,     -  -    ii  392 

Why,  why  tell  thy  lover,     -           -  -          ii  1 1 3 

Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake,      -           -  -     i  370 

Wi'  braw  new  branks  in  mickle  pride,  -          ii  304 

Will'te  breiv^d  a  peck  6' maut,        -           -  -     i  268 

Willie  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed,       -  -          i  3 1 2 

Will  ye  go  and  marry  y  Katie  P      -           *  ii27ii35I 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands,  Leezie  Lindsay?  -       ii  16 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  liiy  Mary?       -  -    ii  85 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie  ?     -           -  -         ii  3 1 

Winter. — A  Dirge^        -          -           -  -     i  86 

With  musing-deep,  astonish'd  stare,  -  -          i  47 

Wishfully  I  look  and  languish,    -           -  -     i  292 

With  Pegasus  upon  a  day,   -           -  -         ii  372 

Wi'  secret  throes  I  marked  that  earth,     -  -     i  159 

Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O,          -  -           i  208 

Wow,  but  your  letter  made  me  vauntie,   -  -    ii  1 47 

W ritten  in  an  envelope,  enclosing  a  letter  to  Captain  Grose,  ii  1 49 

W ritten  in  Friars- Carse  Hermitage^  on  Nith-side^  i  3  3 1     ii  3^4 

Written  in  the  Inn  at  Kenmore^  2hy mouth,  -           i  37^ 

Written  to  a  Gentleman  ivho  had  sent  him  a  nenvspaper^    ii  153 

Written  ivith  a  pencil,  standing  by  the  Fall  of  Fyerr,       i  373 

Y 

Ye  banks  and  braes,  and  streams  around,  -  -    ii  54 

Ye  banks  and  braes  o'  bonie  Doon,    -  -  1311 

Ye  flowery  banks  o' bonie  Doon,            -  -     i  310 
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Ye  gallants  bright  I  rede  ye  right,     -           -          i  a  40 

Te  hae  lien  a!  ivrang^  lassie^         -           -  -    ii  "^43 

Ye  holy  walls,  that,  still  sublime,      -           -          ii  380 

Ye  hypocrites!  are  these  your  pranks ?    -  -    ii  334 

Ye  Irish  lords ^  ye  knights  and  squires,             -           i  1 2 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  give  an  ear,  -     i  307 

Ye  maggots,  feed  on  NicoFs  brain,   -          -  332 

Ye  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  ail  this  sneering,  -    ii  228 

Ye  sons  of  old  Killie,  assembled  by  Willie,    -          ii  364 

Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine,    -           -  -    ii  224 

Yestreen  I  met  ye  on  the  moor,       -           -          i  235 

Ye  true  "Loyal  Natives,"  attend  to  my  song,  -    ii  283 

Te^re  like  to  the  timmer^         -           -           -          ii  3  56 

Ye've  heard  this  while  how  IVe  been  lie ket,  -  ii  169 
Ton  rosy  brier^        -           -           -           -  iill3 

Yon  wand' ring  rill,  that  marks  the  hill,    -  -    ii  345 

Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide,           i  288 

Toung  Hynhorn^  -  -  -  -ii356 

Young  Jamie,  pride  of  a'  the  plain,   -          -         ii  1 2 

Toung  Jessie^    -           -            -           -  -    ii  48 

Young  Jockey  was  the  blythest  lad,  -           -          i  266 

Young  Peggy  blooms  our  bonniest  lass,  -  -  i  199 
Toung  Rob  Roy,     -           -           -           -  ii^S^ 

Your  billet,  Sir,  T  grant  receipt,  -           -  -  -    ii  308 

Your  news  and  review,  Sir,  -           -           -         ii  277 

Your  rosy  cheeks  are  turned  sae  wan,      -  -    ii  344 

You're  welcome  to  Despots,  Dumourier,       -         ii  ^loi 

You're  welcome,  Willie  Stewart,            -  ■    ii  *  i  5 

Yours  this  moment  I  unseal,            -          -         u  ^^J9 
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